Also included with this issue: a 26 track CD featuring TOXIC NARCOTIC, A POOR EXCUSE, LAST 
IN LINE, KILL THE MAN WHO QUESTIONS, AUS-ROTTEN, BROKEN, THE CONTROL, DS- 
13, CAPITALIST CASUALTIES, COPS & ROBBERS, RIPCORD, PTL KLUB, SANITY ASSAS¬ 
SINS, EXECUTIONER, THE DREAD, PAJAMA SLAVE DANCERS, GOD & TEXAS and more... 
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SMALL BROWN BIKE 

“Collection” LP/CD 
($7.00 / $7.00) 
Includes both 7” records 
plus comp/demo songs. 13 
songs total. White vinyl! 


v/a: QUARTERS 

7” ($4.00) Unreleased 
songs from Small Brown 
Bike, Quixote, Keleton 
DMD, and Lovesick. 
Red vinyl. 


PINHEAD GUNPOWDER 

7” ($3.50) Four brand new 
songs from Aaron, Billie Joe, 
and crew, not to be found 
elsewhere! 


VOORHEES 

“Book Burner” 7” ($3.50) 
Six fast, new songs by this 
Bradford, England hard- 
core mainstay. 


REVERSAL OF MAN 

“Revolution Summer” CD 
($5.75) Insane, destructive 
hardcore assault. Huge 
booklet of lyrics / graphics. 


TOMORROW 

“Build a Brand New Sky” 
CD ($5.75) 

Six newly forged anthems 
from the heart ofTampa. 


AVAIL 

“Live at the King’s Head” 
10"/CD ($5.75/$5.75) 
The first record to capture 
the live intensity of Avail. 
Raw and energetic! 


JEROMES DREAM 

"Seeing Means More Than 
Safety” 10” ($6.25) 

Ten songs of fast, intricate 
hardcore in the screamo 
realm.The kids love it! 


ASSFACTOR 4 

“Sports” LP ($6.25)The 
long awaited second LP is 
finally out!! 19 new songs, 
exciting full color artwork! 


EXCELSIOR 

LP ($6.75) 

Blistering punk ferocity 
reminiscent of Monorchid 
with a more aggressive 
hard rock attack. Hell yes! 


INSULT TO INJURY 

LP ($6.75) 

Frantic, melodic hardcore 
reminiscent of Heroin, AF4, 
Jawbreaker, In/humanity. 


12 OUNCES OF COURAGE 

2x10” ($7.75) Hot Water Music. 
Radon, Lizards, Bar Feeders, Strychnine, 
Fay Wray, Banned, Lopez, Lexingtons, 
Hellworms,... plus 16 more bands!! 
Songs about Drinking Vo 1.3 


LESSTHAN JAKE 

“Losers, Kings” LP/CD 
($7.00 / $7.00) 

21 songs from their first 
three 7” singles, the 10”, 
etc...it's a ska punk fiesta! 


REGGIE & the FULL 
EFFECT “Greatest Hits” 
LP/CD ($6.75/$8.25) 
REGGIE & the FULL 
EFFECT Promotional 
Copy” LP-only ($6.75) 


BLOOD BROTHERS 

“This Adultery is Ripe” CD 
($8.25) Chaotic mayhem 
from members ofWaxwing, 
Sharks Keep Moving, Vade. 


CASKET LOTTERY 

"Moving Mountains” 
LP/CD ($6.75/$8.25) 
Amazing follow up to their 
“Choose Bronze” LP/CD 


WAXWING “One for the 
Ride” CD ($8.25) Long 
awaited second album!! 
WAXWING “For Madmen 


EULCID 

“The Wind Blew all the 
Fires Out” CD ($8.25) 
Fariv DC-influenced hard- 


AGAINST ALL AUTHORITY 

“Destroy What Destroys 
You” LP/CD ($3.75 / $7.75) 
The classic first album! 
Florida ska punk-as-hell! 


FAUX PAS POTPOURRI 

2xCD ($7.25) Hot Water Music, 
Melt Banana, J Church, Pinhead 
Gunpowder, Schlong, Grimple, 
Econochrist, Blanks 77, Hellworms, Ding 
Dang, Buzzoven... plus 57 more bands!! 


STORES! \\ 
Ask for our 
WHOLESALE 
CATALOG! . 


THESE PRICES INCLUDE 4TH CLASS POSTAGE IN THE USA 
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YOUTH BRIGADE 


-order direct- 
cd’s only $11 port 

check our site for our entire cataJog 
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contains all unreleased material from each band, available on < 
limited edition color vinyl available through mailorder only 


] LEATHERFACE 

available on Ip/cd 

■ Cherry Knowle 

(byo 068) 

[ The re-release of their 


ji, amazing debut album. 9 


* available on cd only 
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THANKS, YOU RULE 
Ellen, Bill Chamberlain, Middle East. Jeremy 
Diecast, Todd, Sue, Fred Hammer, Mark Vieira, 
Bonnie, Leo, Eric Astor, Bob Catalano, Tony 
Elba. Dave Gillanders, Jami Wolf, Julian (Lost 
Cause), Oscar, Jeff Hall, FSDS, Bill Damon, 
Manny, A Poor Excuse, Third Side ‘zine, Tom 
& Jeff from MRR, Phil from Motion Sickness. 
ADD 'zine, Brian Sheklian, Sammy, Steve 
Provizer and Allston-Brighton Free Radio, 
Eddie, Dillinger Fucking Four, Krishna & Jim 
from Crucial Youth. Chris Minicucci, Charlie at 
Epitaph, Mike McKee, Pat Leek, Randy 
Haecker, Robbie and anyone I missed... 

THIS ISSUE IS DEDICATED TO THE 
MEMORIES OF 

Charles M. Schulz, Walter Matthau, Lonesome 

Dave Peverett (Foghat), Screamin' Jay 
Hawkins, Derrick Thomas (KC Chiefs), Dennis 
Dannell (Social Distortion), Todd Barnes 
(TSOL), Rik L. Rik, Gordon Solie (legendary 
wrestling announcer) and Mark Hickey 
(Agression) 

THIS ISSUE IS ALSO DEDICATED TO 

Koby Lyon Hirschaut, my new nephew and 
future SV assistant editor, bom 8/12/00... 


—IMPORTANT— 

SV REVIEW POLICY 

SV covers mainly punk, hardcore, oi and ga¬ 
rage rock. Loud stuff. Not soft pap. Reissue re¬ 
leases of the above are also welcome for review— 
anything from the 50s to now, if it has that raw, 
energetic spirit. Metal, post-punk/ noise, 
bubblegummy pop-punk and other eclectic styles 
are covered on an increasingly selective basis. I 
mainly want the punk stuff. Here are styles of 
music we’re highly unlikely to write about: ska, 
swing, electronica and most of the music cur¬ 
rently known as emo—Promise Ring, Get-Up 
Kids and bands of that ilk. Furthermore, if a press 
sheet for a CD compares the artist to Kom, Limp 
Bizkit, Deftones, et al, or crows about playing 
with those bands, it’s most likely going to be re¬ 
jected on sight! I also, for the most part, don’t 
generally review any Christian or so-called “spiri¬ 
tual” music. People can follow whatever belief 
system they want but I don’t wish to promote 
music of that nature in this ‘zine. 

We do the best we can, but not everything we 
get will be reviewed. CD’s, LP’s, 7”, videos and 
music or politically-oriented ‘zines and books are 
all welcome for review. 

•••VERY IMPORTANT— 

WE DO NOT REVIEW ADVANCE 
PACKAGES!! 

Hate them. They suck... This is becoming a 
growing problem as more labels resort to these 
types of packages. The completed album (either 
CD or LP) must be sent to get a review; Arwork 
and lyrics are elements I consider in reviews—I 
can’t review something if I don’t have the com¬ 
plete package. I want to review what’s going to 
be available to the general public. With punk and 
hardcore, it’s more than just the music... why re¬ 
view something without all of the elements in 
tact? If you don’t want to send something twice, 
just send the completed album . Advances are put 
in a separate section from the regular review pile 
and usually end up getting ignored. The only cas¬ 
settes that will be reviewed must be cassette-only 
releases—if they’re available on LP or CD and 
you send cassette, it won’t be reviewed. 

Thanks for your continuing support. It’s ap¬ 
preciated... I mean it! There are few things in the 
world better than having your senses blown away 
by an amazing recording. So keep ‘em coming... 
-AL - 

SV MAILORDER 

Postpaid prices are for the US. Canada is 
more expensive and overseas prices apply to the 
rest of the world. Please make any checks or 
money-orders payable to Suburban Voice. All 
previous mail-order lists and special offers are 
void. Always list alternates when ordering as 
quantities are limited on some of these items... 


FANZINES 

SV #43-Aus-Rotten, Brother Inferior, Broken, 
Boiling Man, Ben Sizemore (ex-Econochrist), 
Casualties, Oxymoron, Kill Your Idols, Out Cold, 
Toxic Narcotic, Rat Bastards, 9 Shocks Terror 
plus a CD featuring 20 (mostly) exclusive songs 
by Anti-Flag, Subhumans, Unseen, Econochrist, 
The Freeze, 9 Shocks Terror, Gordon Solie 
Motherfuckers, Infest, Boiling Man, Boils, The 
Pist, React and a lot more. 156 pages-$5.00 ppd/ 
$6.00 Canada/$9.00 overseas 

SV #42-Subhumans, Boils, Final Conflict, Spe¬ 


cial Duties, Dropkick Murphys, Ducky Boys, 
Fit For Abuse, Pinkerton Thugs, The Trouble, 
Unseen, 30 Seconds Over Tokyo plus a 7" EP 
featuring The Trouble, Fit For Abuse and 
Pinkerton Thugs. 132 pages-$4.00 ppd/$5.00 
Canada/$6.00 overseas 

SV #41—15th ANNIVERSARY ISSUE-Anti- 
Flag, UK Subs, Business, Defiance, Suspects, 
Dicks, Sweetbelly Freakdown, Ensign plus a CD 
featuring 33 (mostly) rare/out of print/tough to 
get songs by such bands as Youth Brigade, Pro¬ 
letariat, FU's, Jerry's Kids, Ensign, Halfoff, Of¬ 
fenders, Instigators, Avail, Raw Deal, Psycho, 
Stretch Marks, COC, MDC and a lot more. 73 
minutes long and the zine is 148 pages-New 
lower price: $4.00 ppd/$5.00 Canada/$6.00 
overseas 

SV #40--Showcase Showdown, Misfits, NOFX, 
Violent Society, MDC, ADZ, Electric Franken¬ 
stein, Fluf, Wretched Ones, New Sweet Breath, 
Ben Weasel, Chixdiggit!, Rutles, plus a 7" EP 
with Violent Society, Halflings, Everready and 
New Sweet Breath-132 pages~$4.00 ppd/$5.00 
Canada/$6.00 overseas 

SV #39—SOLD OUT! 

SV #38—Swingin’ Utters, Civ, Brainiac, Fitz 
Of Depression, Garden Variety, Rhythm Colli¬ 
sion, Ignite, Nomeansno, The Pist, plus a 7" with 
Showcase Showdown, Rhythm Collision & 
Hellbender. 100 pages—$4.00 ppd/$5.00 
Canada/$6.00 overseas 

SV #37—SOLD OUT! 

SV #36—New Bomb Turks, Arcwelder, Bad 
Religion, God & Texas, Wayne Kramer, Queers, 
Raw Power, Type O Negative and a Dischord 
tribute/AIDS benefit 7" with Sinkhole, Horace 
Pinker, Bruisers and Shattered Silence. 88 
pages—$4.00 ppd/$5.00 Canada/$6.00 overseas 

SV #35—All, Afghan Whigs, Alcohol 
Funnycar, Buzzcocks, Doughboys, Freeze, 
Gaunt, Shades Apart, Tad, Therapy?, plus a 7" 
EP with Shades Apart, Bombshell and Doc 
Hopper. 80 pages (not counting the 4 blank 
pages my idiotic ex-printer added!)—$4.00 ppd/ 
$5.00 Canada/$6.00 overseas 


RECORDS 

SUBURBAN VOICE CHEAPIE 7" COL¬ 
LECTION (SV 015)—A lot of my back issues 
are out of print. But I’ve still got some 7” discs 
left, so I’ve put together a pack of 4 records, 
plus a low-budget sleeve, but it’s cheap, so no 
one has any right to complain. The records come 
from Issues #28, 29, 30 and 33. The bands are 
Haywire, Left Insane (2 songs each), American 
Standard, Crucial Youth, Sheer Terror, 
Crawlpappy, Verbal Assault, Daltonic and Shat¬ 
tered Silence. A steal!—$4.00 ppd US & 
Canada/$6.00 overseas 

ISOLATED-Punk Rock Tribute 7” EP (SV 
011)—Al (SV), Tim (Up Front, Eidolon, 
V.Card) and Scott (Said & Done, Eidolon, 
V.Card) cover the Adolescents (“Kids of the 
Black Hole”), Subhumans (“No”) and Minor 
Threat (“Guilty Of Being White”) on this AIDS 
benefit record—$2.00 ppd US & Canada/$4.00 
overseas 

THIRD DEGREE-Opium (SV 008)-4 song 
double 7"—Mid-tempo and melodic hardcore, 
at a low price—$2.00 ppd US & Canada/$4.00 














THIS N THAT 


overseas 

BOSTON HARDCORE ’91 EP 
(SV 005)—The same 7" that came 
with the now out-of-print issue 
#31—Sam Black Church (an early 
demo version of “Formaldehead”), 
Wrecking Crew (“Ignorance 
Obeyed”) and Said & Done (“Col¬ 
lege Boy”). In a somewhat lame 
sleeve, but cheap—$2.00 ppd US 
& Canada/$4.00 overseas 

SAID & DONE-4 song EP (SV 

004)- -Found a few more copies of 
this 1991 7”, but these are the last 
of them. Emo (in the traditional, 
DC way) styled hardcore, featur¬ 
ing future members of V.Card and 
Eggs-$3.00 ppd US & Canada/ 
$4.00 overseas 

DISTRIBUTION 

Newbury Comics, Tower, Dutch 
East, No Idea, AK Press, 
Ebullition, Choke, Cyclone, 
Sound Idea, Surefire, See-Hear, 
Lumberjack, and probably a few 
others... 

I do deal directly with stores & 
smaller distros, but there's a 10 
copy minimum and COD (or pre¬ 
payment to save COD charges) is 
preferable. 


ADVERTISING INFO 

No idea what the next deadline 

is. .. this issue took nearly a year and 
I hope the next one doesn’t take 
nearly as long, but I just don't know. 
So I don't advise sending in ad copy 
until this deadline is set. If you're a 
regular advertiser, you'll be notified 
well in advance either by e-mail or 
postcard. If you're not a regular ad¬ 
vertiser, e-mail, write or call and 
you'll be added to the advertiser list. 
With my sporadic publishing sched¬ 
ule, this is the best way to go. 

RATES* 

Full Page (7.5 x 10): $150.00 
Half Page (7.5 x 5 or 3.75 x 10): 
$80.00 

Third Page (5 x 5 or 2.5 x 10): 
$60.00 

Quarter Page (3.75 x 5): $50.00 
Sixth Page (2.5 x 5): $30.00 
Inside covers (7.5 x 10): $180.00 
Back Cover (7.5 x 10): $225.00 

Payment MUST be made with ad 
or it won't run. If you cart send it on 
a disc, or via e-mail in a JPEG or 
TIFF file, that's the best way to do 

it. 200 dpi resolution, please. Cam¬ 
era-ready art (85 line screen) is also 
acceptable. 


Should I do the mea-culpa and apologize 
for taking almost a year between issues again. 
Nah, screw that. Yes, it’s late, but I think there’s 
a lot in here to keep people occupied for 
awhile. And I broke my promise about getting 
a web-site up, too. That’ll happen one of these 
days. When, I couldn’t tell ‘ya, but it will. 

Boston remains a tough nut for touring 
bands and all-ages punk and hardcore shows, 
in general. As of this writing, there are some 
shows at the Kells in Allston and the 
Lansdowne strip does more mainstream punk 
and emo-type shows. There have been a num¬ 
ber of shows in recent months at the Salisbury 
Beach Club and in Worcester, Providence, the 
Cape, Merrimack Valley, New Bedford and 
other suburban regions. But venues come and 
go so quickly and there haven’t been a whole 
lot of underground punk and hardcore shows 
in Boston or Cambridge, except for the occa¬ 
sional house or hall gig. Looks as though 
roadtrips to far-flung towns and cities in Mas¬ 
sachusetts will remain a fact of life for now. 

Band news? I’m not going to do too exten¬ 
sive a section here, because it’ll be dated 
shortly after this issue is published, but the 
Pinkerton Thugs are, for all intents and pur¬ 
poses, finished, although they plan a final show 
at some point. Paul Russo has joined the Vigi¬ 
lantes, replacing Fernando, who’s off to col¬ 
lege. His other band, the Unseen, spent nearly 
a month touring Japan. Rick Barton has quit 
the Dropkick Murphys as a touring member, 
but will continue to write songs with the band. 
James Murphy (ex-Ducky Boys) has been in 
the band for awhile and is now joined by sec¬ 
ond guitarist Mark Orell. Their new album is 
out this fall. A1 Barr’s former band, The Bruis¬ 
ers, have a rarities CD out on TKO and a comp 
of later material on Taang. The Ducky Boys 


and Blood for Blood are pretty much done 
and Mark and Rob Lind are now playing to¬ 
gether in Sinners & Saints. Cops & Robbers, 
the hardcore band with ex-Thugs Micah 
Smaldone and Tom Gatton, are replacing 
their guitarist Adam. Meanwhile, the other 
band Micah has been playing in, of late, the 
Shods, are also splitting up. Micah’s brother 
Tristan is the new drummer for Toxic Nar¬ 
cotic. Ex-members of the August Spies and 
Baby Shakers have formed the Profits and 
have a CD out on Rodent Popsicle. 

From the western part of the state, Last 
In Line have been making a lot of noise and 
have released their first album on ACME. 
Also on ACME is Out Cold’s new album and 
they also have a split CD with Voorhees on 
Blackfish Records in the UK. They toured 
Europe earlier this year. Their new bass- 
player is Jaye from Cops & Robbers, replac¬ 
ing Matt Muzzi, who’s back in Fit For Abuse 
with Matt Kelly on vocals. They’re going to 
be recording new material. Slapshot are tour¬ 
ing Europe again, but still haven’t played an 
area show since ‘97. 

The CD that comes with this issue is a 
benefit for HAWC (Help For Abused Women 
and Their Children), a battered women’s 
shelter and service provider based in Salem, 
MA. More information can be found in the 
booklet or at their web-site, www.helpabused 
women.org. 

One more note... I had to do serious edit¬ 
ing to the record review section since it had 
spiralled out of control. I also had a few writ¬ 
ers take CD’s and records and not turn in 
reviews, which REALLY pisses me off, as 
I’m sure it does the labels who sent them in 
the first place. What can I say? My apolo¬ 
gies... 



you bring the nipple damp*. we 'U bring the rock. 

SUM CESSNA’S AUTO CLUB 

ALWAYS SAY PLEASE AND THANKYOU 
Denver’s finest yodeling outcasts bring you their 
third full length album of country twang and bizzare 
Skillful songs and plenty of cussing will make this a 
classic release. “The country hand that plays the bar 
at the end of the world.” iello Biafra 
vmus 24? IP: $8 JO / CD $12.00 


MO 

fyiEANS 

NO ONI 


THE NO WTO COMBO 

LIVE FROM THE BATHE IN SEATTLE 
Live from inside the curfew zone at the WTO events 
in Seattle. JELLO BIAFRA. KRIST NOVOSEUC, KIM 
THAYIL and GINA MAINWAL join up for spoken word 
and five music. Over 45 min. Huge booklet includes 
WTO info, photos and liner notes from the band. 


NOMEANSNO 

NO ONE 

Yes! The new one from the finest that 
*ol Canada has to offer! Their ninth full 
length. The infamous NOMEANSNO 
legacy continues to thrive. More of their 
insane brand of demented music you've 
come to require in your daily diet on this 
release, A swelling and heaving tidal 
wave of a record, insuring you a bad 
case of lockjaw upon each listen. Eight 
songs coming at you with full on 
NOMEANSNO badness, including a cover 
of “Beat on the Brat”. You want the 
best, you got the best. Thankyou. 

ViRilS 248 2jcIF: 11175 f C8 $12,80 


VARIOUS ARTISTS 

THE ECSTASY OF THE ASONY 

The most bang for your buck. Our new super-low 
priced sampler is here! We somehow managed to put 
30 of our current artists on just one CO, at over 75 
minutes! Contains new, upcoming and exclusive 
tracks of your favorite bands. Only $5,00! 
virus 252 CD: 55.08 


RATOS BE PQRAO 

SISTEMA PELO CROCIFA 

A newly recorded version of the first hardcore album 
ever recorded in Brazil from 1983! Now updated from 
the band that brought it to you so damn heavy and 
brutal the first time. Ultra fast and political based 
hardcore. Mixed and produced hy Billy Anderson. 


V 5 G 7 - 

ALTERNATIVE TENTACLES RECORDS 

P.0. BOX 419092, S.F., CA. 94141-9092, USA. SESIO $1.00 (U.S. FUNDS) FOR CATALOG, ★WWW.ALTERNATiVETENTACLES.COM'*- 












LETTERS 


Dear A1 and the rest of S V, 

I’d like to start off by saying that is¬ 
sue #42 was the first that I’ve read and it 
completely blew my mind. Imagine that, 
a zine that talks about the music that I 
love and speaks the truth about politics. 
Truthfully the only reason I bought it was 
because it came with a CD, which turned 
out to be kick ass!, and it was only $4.1 
really found it to be quite informative, 
insightful and all around a great piece 
of work. What was an eyesore, though, 
was that I found this zine amidst the 
countless mainstream magazines like, 
Rolling Stone (which, as a cover feature, 
has Blink-182... Nude!Punk!Rock!, I 
only hope they don’t mean music), De¬ 
tails, Maximum, etc., etc. 

Enough about you, what pisses me off 
is the fact that I live in the only state that 
still openly admits it racism by flying 
the Confederate flag atop our capital. 
Yep, you guessed it, I live in the 
great(fucked up) state of South Carolina. 
Some people here say the flag should say 
for heritage reasons, for pride. Why??? 
What heritage??? Owning slaves??? I 
can see why we are still the only state in 
the “United Stagnation” to still fly the 
flag of hatred. Our senator, Strom 
Thurmond, is old enough to have owned 
slaves!!! And what do we do? Elect and 
reelect the old bastard over and over, its 
sickening. If those inbred, “redneck,” 
white trash, Nazis want to keep the flag 
as symbol of pride, hang it in your damn 
house, but don’t push what you call ha¬ 
tred onto others who see it as direct hate. 
This weekend (1/8/00) there is to be a 
“keep the flag” rally. I’ll get back to you 
after I get a good look at hatred in ac¬ 
tion. 

Finally I’d like to finish up with the 
article by Jeff Hall, Logical Compassion, 
by saying that that article touched a pote 
in me that hasn’t been touched in along 
time. I mean this article actually got me 
off my lazy ass and got me writing let¬ 
ters (imagine that!). I completely agree 
with what he said about how people 
wrongly associate people by the clothes 
they wear. I also wanted to know that if 
I could use the quote, “There are people 
who seek to erect walls around our free¬ 
dom so that we may not attain the liber¬ 
ties that are rightfully ours. These walls, 
these laws, these lies are nothing more 
than blockades along the road to peace 
and civility,” on my bands demo/ep that 
will be putting out soon. 

Thanks for the time and keep up the 
good work. 

Robert Walker/Irmo, SC 


SV: 

Yeah yeah.We all hate smart arses but 
twice in the new issue of your excellent 
zine you said Frankie was the only origi¬ 
nal member of Leatherface now in the 
line up. Not true as Lainey has been there 
from the beginning. He will also be play¬ 
ing in the reformed Cockney Rejects 
later in the year which is gonna be pretty 
funny. 

See ya 
sean 


Oops... I stand corrected. Cockney 
Rejects reunion, huh? If they stick to the 
early records, it could be a lot of fun. Or 
it could be quite pathetic... We’ll see... - 
Al 


Greetings Comrade: 

If I remember correctly Comrade Al 
Quint, I saw a piece of something you 
wrote that was printed in Rude Interna¬ 
tional. Was that a long time ago? Yea!! 
Fuckin’ right it was! You would have 
gotten this letter months ago because I 
wanted to comment on your article, in 
which I am still gonna do, but some shit 
got to my head and I kinda was a lost 
soul for awhile. But just recently I got a 
letter from a comrade and that brought 
my spirits back up to par! And I’m back 
to the Fuck You! Eat Shit! I don’t care 
while I’m smoking my cancer, writing 
to meet new people, scratch my ass, 
happy fucken self I used to be! And these 
fucks just threw me in the fucken hole a 
few days ago but I’m still Fuck Them! 
Eat Shit! You man in blue can’t drag my 
ass down, scratch my butt happy fucken 
self I still am! Dig what I’m say in’ Com¬ 
rade Al? Hope so ‘cause the system is 
always trying to drag people like me 
down! And sometimes when any fuck 
you slash anti anti I don’t care mohawk 
blue spiked fuck the government punk 
rock gutter garbage huntin’ anarchist 
skateboard vandalist whatever the fuck 
gets sent to prison, they tend to forget or 
get sucked into the brainwash. So if you 
know a few comrades that are in jail, 
drop them a line and bring them back to 
who they are not who the state is turn¬ 
ing them into. Fuck that shit! Dig what 
I’m sayin’? So I don’t really know what 
issue it was (Rude International #2— AL) 
but you wrote an article I really liked, 
‘cause it was the truth. I haven’t been to 
a show in about two years and even be¬ 
fore that show, I quit going to the ones 
in the area I lived in ‘cause they sucked! 
Like poppy image motherfuckers that 
were afraid to dance ‘cause a spike on 
their hair might bend. And it’s like I 
talked to my sister a few back, she told 
me about a show that someone put on, 
the first one she’d been to in awhile too. 
She said the same thing. Now I’ve been 
locked up for two years and those shows 
I just talked about same thing you said, 
people coming in for the stickers, the 
patches and 7”. Half of them not paying 
attention to the music with the “I got the 
t-shirt” attitude (But did you listen to 
them? Ha ha ha ha) and the other half 
acting like they’re in a fucken country 
club dance hall. I know that a third of 
the rockers you know or even I know are 
pretty much in it for the looks, attention, 
oh wait! wait! wait! FASHION . That’s 
the word I was looking for. But even 
some of the people who we might think 
are in it for the fashion are just plain out 
dysfunctional. 

Before I get off course here, ever since 
I was introduced to the scene, there has 
been this issue and I’ve seen the new 
generation come when I was on the 
streets and they will leave, then the new 


will come in again and they will leave 
but as each one generation comes and 
goes, there will be those people that 
came but staved ! I think the reason there 
is this problem at shows or wherever is 
because when you first get introduced 
to the scene, there is so much to take in. 
It’s kinda like you have finally found 
what you are, but now you have to find 
where. Dig what I’m sayin’? Crusty, 
poppy, anarcho, skate, the ska. Rude, 
punk rock boy! And because of this it’s 
kinda like a smash and grab. You know 
what I’m getting at? I hope so ‘cause I’m 
no motherfuckin’ writer! But those 
people that come in and buy all that shit 
like it’s Christmas. These are the people 
you steal your shit off of. So I guess, in 
a way, they are good for the scene. I don’t 
quite know what it’s like right now. I can 
only assume and read zines. But I guess 
Iowa is rock ass right now. You still got 
that shit out there but I guess the shows 
and people are rockin’. Am I gonna skip 
parole if they let me out? Am I gonna do 
it to go and check out IA? Fucken right I 
am! There was more I wanted to say but 
my brain is fuct up right now! It’s too 
damn quiet in the hole. Everyone fucken 
sleeps. A few minutes ago, I was walk¬ 
ing around the cell in a pacing type thing 
singing “I’m A Failure” by Embrace, 
went to “Red Tape” by the Circle Jerks 
then somehow ended up on that one song 
by Halfman—I don’t know what it’s 
called but it’s like “How do you explain 
to a child that he may never have the 
chance to say hello to his father again! 
How do you explain to a child that the 
only thing left is his mind! In his mind!” 
I could go on but do you know what song 
that is? (Nope... sorry — AL) 

Sincerely, fuck the establishment 
Aaron Park aka Spin 

This letter was corrected for spelling 
mistakes... otherwise, there would have 
been a [sic] every other sentence. Just 
shows how much incarceration can fuck 
up the mind. But he has a point, doesn’t 
he?—AL 


Al/SV, 

I’m a 29 year old convict doing a man¬ 
datory 10 yr. sentence in a maximum 
security prison in NC. I’ve been incar¬ 
cerated since Aug. 1993.1 subscribed to 
your zine as well as MRR and Flipside 
because I was fucking sick of reading 
magazines boggled down w/boring, pre¬ 
dictable rock and tasteless rap. Also, I 
have many fond memories of going to 
shows prior to my incarceration. My first 
show was Minor Threat in 1983 and that 
show changed my life. Since then I’ve 
been to hundreds and hundreds of shows. 
I’ve seen all the great old-school bands 
in their heydays. Black Flag, Suicidal 
(1st album tour), Subhumans, Dead 
Kennedys, Exploited, Circle Jerks, Bad 
Brains, Agnostic Front (I could go on) 
and I’ve seen a slew of lesser-known but 
equally great bands. So I was very ex¬ 
cited to finally be able to read up on a 
scene that I love so passionately. 

Now this is what not only disap¬ 
pointed me but pissed me off about SV, 
Flipside and MRR. In so many articles 
you portray whites as some violent ag¬ 
gressors and blacks to be some peace¬ 


ful, oppressed people. Yeah and I would 
bet my life that all of you grew up in 
comfortable, white middle class/upper 
middle class families. Well let me tell 
you something. I didn’t learn about black 
culture as some detached observer 
watching TV and listening to left-wing 
punk lyrics. I grew up in a predominantly 
black neighborhood and I have been 
locked up w/a prison population that is 
85% black for almost 7 years now and 
you fucking people are so goddamn one 
sided, you just have no clue about how 
much hatred blacks have towards whites, 
do you? Now you’ll probably come back 
with something like “of course they do, 
look how we’ve treated them.” Well that 
attitude is exactly what keeps them 
down, because you are enabling them to 
take responsibility for their actions. The 
message your (sic) sending out is that 
all your negative actions are not your 
fault, it’s the white mans (sic). Yes, it was 
fucking senseless what happened in Jas¬ 
per, Texas, but it was also senseless what 
happened in Tennessee when 2 black 
men, pulled up to a stoplight and shot a 
white man to death for the simple rea¬ 
son that he had a confederate flag sticker 
on his truck, or what about the “Zebra 
Killings” in CA, when a gang of blacks 
was abducting random whites and not 
only killing them but torturing them for 
weeks first. Huh, what about that, is that 
not a “hate crime” too? But those inci¬ 
dents are always conveniently swept 
under the rug. I’ve been jumped and 
stabbed by several blacks in here because 
they swore that the Black Flag bars I have 
tattooed on my neck is the symbol of 
some white supremacist group. I hear 
white muthafucker and cracker every day 
of my life. I hear how they view white 
women as the ultimate trophy for a black 
man to have and the ultimate way to slap 
whitey in his face and I’ve been kept 
awake in my cell as they gang raped 
young, scared white boys and all my life 
I’ve had to fight them to keep every 
ounce of dignity and respect I have. And 
yes I resent it when I read these oh so 
liberal articles written by people who 
wouldn’t even last a week walking in my 
shoes! Hatred and senseless violence is 
wrong no matter what color you are, but 
if your (sic) going to write about things 
of that nature how about 1) Really, from 
personal experience know what you’re 
talking about and 2) show all sides of 
the ugly picture. 

Anyone wishing to write back to me 
and bitch at me or just give me their opin¬ 
ion is more than welcome to. 

Gary Jenkins #0207023, c/o Nash Corr. 
Inst., PO Box 600, Nashville, NC 27856 

If you are writing from another prison 
mail it to: 1521 S. Main St., Wake For¬ 
est, NC 27587-9285 and my wife or 
daughter will forward it to me (in NC 
you cannot have mail directly from an¬ 
other prison). Peace & Struggle. 


Dear Al, 

I just picked up a copy of your zine 
with Aus Rotten on the cover and flipped 
right to Anna’s column about people with 
atrocious grammar. It seems she forgot 
to proofread her own column, or maybe 
she doesn’t know any better? Talk about 
illiterate! I found redundant use of a su- 

















perlative, “I was the most superior writer 
in the class,” a split infinitive, “to not 
proofread the liner notes,” and the most 
glaringly obvious “us Americans can’t 
even master our native tongue” instead 
of we Americans. Oh and let’s not for¬ 
get the incorrect use of the word “miti¬ 
gates ” It seems she should get off her 
high horse and get back to English class. 
Enough said. 

Anonymous in Louisiana 


SV: 

Impressed with #43. Can’t go wrong 
with the CD and interview with Jorge of 
the Casualties. Great to read a zine from 
this area. 

I’d also like to comment on the up¬ 
coming presidential election. Not only 
is it important to research the candidates 
but also their spouses. For example, Tip¬ 
per Gore was very active with the 
PMRC. 

Thanks 

A. Butcher, Lynn, MA 

PS-Nice piece on SUV’s. Wish you 
could syndicate it. 

Believe me, I haven't forgotten 
Tipper's attempts to censor rock records 
and the chilling effect that followed. Lis¬ 
ten to Jello Biafra's accounts on his spo¬ 
ken word albums to get a first-hand ac¬ 
count of the effect it had, for one... 
Thanks for the praise on SUV's. With a 
little effort, we can eradicate this men¬ 
ace in our lifetime!-AL 


Al: 

Long time since I’ve written. It was 
good to see you recently. The Cock 
Sparrer show was terrific and the band 
did not disappoint. Once again I’m writ¬ 
ing you to vent my opinions of today’s 
political climate. 

Al, do you know what really bothers 
me? It is hypocrisy and double standards. 
I don’t know where you stand on Mumia 
Abdul Jamal. But most of his support¬ 
ers make me sick! I see these young 
people out there supposedly outraged by 
the alleged conspiracy to keep Jamal in 
jail. Rage Against The Machine are the 
biggest hypocrites of them all. While 
they tour in support of Jamal, gathering 
funds and exposure for this COP 
KILLER, there is no outrage over the 
death of Officer Daniel Faulkner. Every¬ 
one is so full of anger and outrage about 
the “misjustice” of this case. Yet all these 
“compassionate” people know nothing 
about Faulkner. There was no protest 
about the taking of a life. One of the main 
problems I have with people” on the left” 
is that they will protest and march only 
when a minority is killed by a white per¬ 
son. I think ALL murder is wrong. Hu¬ 
man life is precious! 

These same supporters of Jamal are 
the same people protesting when the 
West Indian immigrant was killed by 
NYC police. Lets review my statements. 
The same people who are outraged by 
the taking of a life by NYPD are the same 
ones in support of someone who has 
been convicted of murder. Hhhhhmmm 
a confusing lot, those leftist racists. 


When is the last time you saw Rage 
Against the Machine do a benefit for a 
murder victim of a minority assailant. 
My point is that in the perfect Utopian 
world of progressive thinking left lean¬ 
ing liberal Democrats, it is a major cause 
for protest when a minority dies at the 
hands of a white assailant. I can hear the 
gasps of disbelief from Martin Sheen, Ed 
Asner, Whoopi Goldberg, Zach De La 
Rocha and the rest. God forbid any one 
of these compassionate, wealthy, preach¬ 
ing elitists ever lift a finger to help the 
family of a murder victim who just hap¬ 
pens to be Caucasian. 

Well there it is. Now I’ll be labeled a 
right wing racist. But I am not. I am the 
ultimate Libertarian who is sickened by 
guilt ridden white leftists who see the 
murder of a white crime victim as less 
important than that of a non white vic¬ 
tim. I believe all murder is wrong. What 
the NYPD did is wrong, what Mumia 
Abdul Jamal did is wrong, what Adolf 
Hitler did is wrong, what Joseph Stalin 
did is wrong, what O.J. Simpson did is 
wrong, what the Khmer Rhouge did is 
wrong, what Baby Doc Duvalier did is 
wrong. Murder is wrong and the murder 
of a person of a particular race is not any 
less or more reason to protest the mur¬ 
der of someone who happens to be of 
another race. Until the sweethearts of the 
left, Al Sharpton, Jesse Jackson, Rage 
Against The Machine, learn this, then the 
working and lower classes of our soci¬ 
ety will always be apart. 

Growing up as a poor child in the 
housing projects of South Boston, I prob¬ 
ably had more in common with the 
people in the ghettos of Roxbury than I 
did with the rich white people in the sub¬ 
urbs. But when most “urban leaders” and 
leftist activists start spouting off about 
how the white man is killing off the black 
man, they themselves are being racist. 
I’m being swiped with the same brush 
because of my color. If I was attacked 
by an African American assailant and 
then said that the black man is killing 
off the white man I would be labeled a 
racist. Yet when someone like Malcolm 
X says all white people are the devil, he 
is looked upon as a hero by a lot of these 
same leftist people. 

Do you see my point? Don’t you think 
what I say has some validity. 

Keep in touch, and lets be outraged of 
all murder, not just when it accommo¬ 
dates our political agendas. 

John DiCicco 

First off, I have little empathy for any 
member of the Philadelphia pig force, 
after what they did to the protesters at 
the Republican convention this summer. 
Cold, but true. I have no faith in any 
police, anymore. Fuck the lot of them. 
As for Mumia Abu-Jamal, all I'm going 
to say is / think Mumia deserves another 
trial, because there are serious questions 
about the fairness of the original trial. 
Also, all murder is definitely wrong, in¬ 
cluding state-sanctioned murder i.e. the 
death penalty. That's the issue to me — 
even if Mumia is a cause-celebre (and I 
don’t deny that there are some mindless 
bandwagon jumpers), if it focuses atten¬ 
tion on the inherent unfairness and ca¬ 
pricious application of capital punish¬ 
ment, then that’s a good thing—AL 


Dear Al: 

Neal from Media Blitz zine here. I 
recently finished reading issue #43 
(Great CD insert by the way. Viva la Zero 
Boys!) and your thoughts concerning the 
gentrification of the suburbs really struck 
a nerve with me. While rampant devel¬ 
opment in the city’s a given, the pricing- 
out of suburbia’s lower middle class 
seems fucking invisible sometimes. 

The economic boom of das 
Clintonreich, that which stripped the Bill 
of Rights and bombed foreign countries 
with impunity, has, as usual funneled 
most of the rewards into the hands of the 
privileged classes. The owners, admin¬ 
istrators and developers are all wallow¬ 
ing in the body created by scams like 
“downsizing,” “corporate restructuring” 
and other such schemes, while the ac¬ 
tual $30K a year worker sees none of it. 

With this influx of capital, develop¬ 
ment is inevitable. The very nature of 
suburban development, with its depen¬ 
dency on automobiles, class-conscious 
location (just TRY to get Muffy & Buffy 
to buy a patio set in the big bad black 
neighborhood!) and sprawling construc¬ 
tion dictates a horizontal highway-laced 
patchwork of condos, mini-malls and the 
occasional scrap of woodland. By its 
own design, residency in certain suburbs 
demands residency in a certain income 
bracket. And, unfortunately, these in¬ 
come brackets breed personality traits 
like snobbiness, prejudice, conformity 
and competition. And these traits want 
new homes far away from the old neigh¬ 
borhood and its hustle and bustle. De¬ 
velopment feeds snobbiness and 
snobbiness feeds development. The great 
vicious circle of outer-ring suburbia. 

Older neighborhoods don’t fare much 
better. While the winds of migration have 
left some towns blighted, others are sud¬ 
denly “desirable.” These towns, which 
are usually anchored by a cityesque 
downtown district and nurtured by 
steady non-retail commercial develop¬ 
ment inside the town proper, rather than 
in some drab office park out on Route 
666, run a steady risk of falling victim 
to gentrification. Gentrification is a new 
visitor to the suburbs. While a genera¬ 
tion earlier, the term was used strictly to 
promote the transformation of down on 
their luck working-class neighborhoods 
into amusement parks for affluent pro¬ 
fessionals who needed an easier com¬ 
mute downtown, it’s expanded into 
beltway country as the original suburbs 
have aged. 

Gentrification has taken on a more 
subtle approach than its urban brother. 
Rather than walking hand in hand with 
city agencies and the police, it’s all about 
the benjamins. As the older generation 
marches bravely off the Florida, vacant 
houses are purchased by brokers. These 
brokers, while slimy, certainly aren’t stu¬ 
pid, see an easy target in the new class 
of privileged people who are looking for 
the quiet and space of the suburbs, while 
jonesing for the convenience and excite¬ 
ment of the nearby big city where they 
spend each weekend trolling for play at 
bars with overpriced Grolsch on tap. 
With these yuppies situated in place, 
overpriced restaurants and retail stores 
open in the newly hip suburb, which 
makes the town even more desirable. 

With a pioneer wave of professionals 
in place, a new generation of home shop¬ 
pers are willing to pay tens of thousands 


more to live in a town with a certain repu¬ 
tation. In turn, the rising prices and hi¬ 
jacking of the business districts by bis¬ 
tros and Pier 1 Imports forces out the 
original residents, who may not even be 
able to afford shopping in their own 
town! Of course, this is a total oversim¬ 
plification, but that’s Suburban Devel¬ 
opment For Dummies (TM). 

The losers in this process are the origi¬ 
nal residents. Before their eyes, the gro¬ 
cery store prices go up. If they’re rent¬ 
ing a house, rent skyrockets. Old neigh¬ 
bors leave, forced out by the community 
shift. And in short order, the 
neighborhood’s transmogrified, fodder 
for the SUV junkies. Both forms of 
gentrification, whether relying on the 
construction of new property that drives 
up prices in older surrounding areas, or 
simply riding demographic changes that 
make a town desirable, are total BS. Al¬ 
though there’s certainly nothing wrong 
with reducing crime and patching up the 
schools, it can certainly be done with¬ 
out pricing away the original residents 
of the neighborhood. 

Thanx 

Neil Terminal/Media Blitz Zine/PO Box 
60104, Staten Island, NY 10306 


Dear Suburban Voice: 

In reading issue #431 came across the 
this ‘n that section on clubs closing and 
bands terminating. In one case (Boston) 
both happened simultaneously. At The 
Trouble’s last show, the cops busted it 
up during the last set. Due to chaos and 
disorder, they closed down the Greek 
American Political Club. That night “two 
great things died—The Trouble and 
Boston’s punk scene.” 

But in the article I noticed how you 
overlooked the NYC scene’s decay. Due 
to Giuliani’s fascist regime, he has, over 
the past few years, slowly murdered 
NYC cultural diversity, 1st Amendment 
rights and, of course, its nightlife. Us¬ 
ing the guise of overcrowding, he has 
shut down 2 of NYC’s landmark all-ages 
clubs—Coney Island High and Tramps. 
Every day, I read an article about how 
Adolf Giuliani is shutting down another 
club or raising the entering age first to 
16, then 18, then 21. Now, bands that 
were pillars of the growing scene can’t 
even play at the clubs they helped build. 

In addition to that, he has also en¬ 
forced stricter rules. Now you must show 
state proof of your age to get into a show. 
At a recent show, a girl had her birth cer¬ 
tificate and was still turned away, while 
her friend was taken away by police for 
disturbing the peace. 

And what does Mr. Giuliani put in 
place of Cultural landmarks? A Burger 
King. A Gap. And most disgusting: a 
Starbucks! Ajnd, of course, the thousands 
of letters and criticizing letters the mayor 
receives don’t make him worried. Who 
cares about a bunch of minors and freaks 
with strange hair? They’re not my key 
demographic. 

One of these days we’re going to wake 
up and the scene we’ve nurtured so care¬ 
fully will be dead, with a McDonald’s 
in its place. 

Laurz F. 

Throw? ‘zine 
Misfiend 1 (a) juno.com 
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RANDOM 

THOUGHTS 

by AL 


ALLSTON-BRIGHTON FREE RADIO 

Before we get into the usual ranting, raving 
and whining of my column (although there might 
be some of that in this portion as well), I’d like to 
provide some information on an exciting com¬ 
munity radio station that I’m involved with— 
Allston-Brighton Free Radio. As described in the 
station’s literature, it’s “America’s First Public 
Access Radio Station.” It was founded by Steve 
Provizer, who ran the pirate station Radio-Free 
Allston a few years back. AB-Free broadcasts 
under Part 15 of the FCC Regulations, which 
covers extremely low wattage (this isn’t a pirate 
station, in other words). The station went on the 
air this past March and can be heard at 1630 and 
1670 AM. The downside is the station reaches a 
very small area from its broadcast location at the 
Allston Mall. Hopefully, by the time you’re read¬ 
ing this, the station will be web-casting and other 
efforts are being made to expand the station’s 
reach. Check the station’s website at 
www.abfreeradio.org for updates and informa¬ 
tion. 

The programming is eclectic, to say the least. 
A tapestry of foreign language, public affairs, 
politics, comedy, sports and music running the 
gamut from hip-hop to jazz to obscure rock to 
funk to punk and hardcore. My show, “Sonic 
Overload,” can be heard on Wednesdays from 3 
to 4:30 PM. I play punk, hardcore, garage rock 
and whatever the hell else I feel like, both old 
and new. I have a barebones website for my show 
at www.expage.com/alsonic 

In addition, some of the station's public affairs 
programs are broadcast on WJIB (740 AM) on 
Saturday night from 9 PM to 1 AM and this 
reaches a greater part of the metro Boston area. 

In this era of media consolidation and the nar¬ 
rowing of perspectives and programming heard 
on the so-called public airwaves, it’s important 
that projects such as AB-Free succeed, in order 
to provide different voices, ideas, music and cul¬ 
ture. Something that isn’t dictated by market re¬ 
search or indebtedness to advertisers or corpo¬ 
rate interests. This is a commercial-free station. 
As it says in the literature, “Allston-Brighton Free 
Radio is being created to provide this alternative 
vision. We believe that it is both a right and an 
obligation to use the public airwaves to BUILD 
COMMUNITY, not just sell and we will func¬ 
tion as an open platform for all voices, perspec¬ 
tives and music that is less and less available in 
the media.” 

There’s an enemy out there and it’s called the 
National Association Of Broadcasters. These are 
the fuckers who are out to quash low-power ra¬ 
dio, who want to continue the corporate consoli¬ 
dation that’s turned the airwaves into a purveyor 
of mindless mush. Even National Public Radio, 
with all its corporate underwriting, isn’t an inde¬ 
pendent voice. National Police Radio or National 
Pentagon Radio might be more of an accurate 
description, in some instances. 

Getting back to NAB, the Fairness And Accu¬ 
racy In Media website (www.FAIR.org) proves 
to be a valuable resource in learning more about 
media consolidation and NAB’s role in it. Ac¬ 


cording to a FAIR Action Alert posted August 
30, 2000 on the site: 

Commercial broadcasting has gone through 
stunning changes in recent years, as deregulation 
and consolidation have shifted the balance of 
power to a small handful of companies with in¬ 
terests and investments spread across the media 
landscape. Ironically, the changes have been most 
profound in radio, a medium ideally suited to lo¬ 
cal ownership and diverse content. 

How Did NAB Nab the Airwaves? 

Since the Telecommunications Act of 
1996— which was essentially bought and paid 
for by the NAB and other corporate media lob¬ 
bies—there has been a parade of media mergers. 
The most dramatic consolidation has occurred in 
the radio industry, creating a handful of huge ra¬ 
dio empires like Viacom/Infinity and Clear Chan¬ 
nel. 

The damage to radio diversity is stagger¬ 
ing: Over 4,000 radio stations have been bought 
up since the Telecom Act, and minority owner¬ 
ship of media declined about 9 percent in the two 
years following the Telecom Act, the largest drop 
since the federal government began tracking such 
data (USA Today, 7/7/98). 

The changes wrought by Telecom ‘96 
should come as no surprise: The NAB is one of 
the top lobbying groups on Capitol Hill, and was 
intimately involved in crafting some of the legis¬ 
lation themselves. 

But the NAB still isn’t satisfied, with broad¬ 
casters looking to deregulate the market even fur¬ 
ther. They’re now pushing the FCC for an end to 
cross-ownership rules, which are all that prevent 
newspapers from being absorbed by the broad¬ 
cast industry. They have already successfully lob¬ 
bied to eliminate rules that prohibited a network 
from owning two stations in the same city. 

What’s at Stake? 

•Low Power Radio 

Against this backdrop of an increasingly 
consolidated media, low power radio activists 
have been working for years to free the airwaves 
from the large broadcast companies. Through 
years of civil disobedience, activists eventually 
won a partial victory in January 2000, when the 
Federal Communications Commission (FCC) an¬ 
nounced its plans to begin licensing low power 
stations in much of the country. 

Quick to counterattack, the NAB led a lob¬ 
bying effort to get the FCC to reverse course. 
What was originally a plan to bring literally hum 
dreds of new, non-commercial voices to the air¬ 
waves now faces an uphill battle on Capitol Hill. 
•Campaign Finance Reform 

Just like low power radio, campaign finance 
reform is an issue that has garnered support across 
the political spectrum. Because much of the 
money raised for political campaigns is given to 
corporate media to buy campaign advertising, the 
NAB has consistently opposed common sense 
campaign finance reform measures like free air¬ 
time for candidates. 

The gravy train for broadcasters keeps get¬ 
ting richer: One study found that House incum¬ 
bents were spending 60 percent more on televi¬ 
sion and radio advertising in 1994 than they had 
just four years prior. Broadcasters work the other 
side of the political money game as well, donat¬ 
ing millions of dollars in “soft money’’ to the 
major political parties. 

•“Public Interest” PR 

While long-standing FCC provisions man¬ 
date that broadcasters serve the public “interest, 
convenience or necessity,” few licenses have been 
revoked for failure to provide public service. For 
their part, the broadcast industry wants you to 
know that they indeed perform a valuable service 
to the community. 

To prove their point, the NAB commissions 


an annual study that assigns a dollar figure to their 
public service. In 1998, the NAB’s “Bringing 
Community Service Home” figured that commer¬ 
cial broadcasters provided public services to the 
tune of $7 billion a year. Over half of that total, 
however, is based on the dubious assumption that 
all the airtime given to PSAs could have been sold 
to paying advertisers; many PSAs air in hard-to- 
sell timeslots, like the middle of the night. 

A more concrete measurement of commu¬ 
nity service, by the Benton Foundation and Me¬ 
dia Access Project, evaluated the programming 
offered by commercial media. They found that 
local public affairs shows made up less than one 
half of one percent of the fare offered by com¬ 
mercial broadcasters. Thirty-five percent of the 
stations had no local news, and 25 percent had no 
local public affairs programming whatsoever. 

From the perspective of corporate media, 
the future looks brighter than ever. Time Warner 
CEO Gerald Levin (1/2/00, CNN) foresees a 
world where the media business is “more impor¬ 
tant than government... more important than edu¬ 
cational institutions and non-profits.” He added 
that corporate dominance “is going to be forced 
anyhow because when you have a system that is 
instantly available everywhere in the world im¬ 
mediately, then the old-fashioned regulatory sys¬ 
tem has to give way.” 

Pretty bleak-sounding, isn’t it? I’m writing this 
before the NAB convention in SF, where activ¬ 
ists and protesters are expected to take to the 
streets and attempt to bring attention to their trans¬ 
gressions, so we’ll see what happens. 

That’s why low-power radio is so important. 
That’s also why public-access television is im¬ 
portant. To provide a forum for different voices. 
That’s why web-casting will become more im¬ 
portant. As the consolidation continues, as more 
stations and newspapers get swallowed up by the 
conglomerates, the swill will continue to be 
dished out. Crappy music and programming 
geared towards the lowest-common denomina¬ 
tor, a pacifier designed to draw attention away 
from what’s really going on in the world. After 
all, if people are more concerned with who’s win¬ 
ning on “Survivor,” instead of how the entire 
political process has been purchased lock, stock 
and barrel by the corporate interests, then they’re 
winning, aren’t they? 

I actually don’t have a lot of faith in humanity 
to snap out of their stupor... the realities of trying 
to survive day to day sap most people’s strength 
and, when they get home, they just want to plop 
on the couch and watch something mindless or 
listen to the latest market-research derived hit or 
mindless blather on the radio (heck, there are 
times when I do the same!). A lot of people just 
don’t give a fuck, they think the system’s fucked 
and there’s nothing they can do about it, regard¬ 
less. Still, that doesn’t mean that you don’t try to 
make yourself heard, maybe cut through the clut¬ 
ter and stupor and make them realize that there’s 
an alternative to the mind-numbing process of 
the corporate-controlled media. 


I’ll tell you, dear readers, we sure as shit have 
our priorities all messed up. Two recent set of 
circumstances come to mind, one in my home¬ 
town of Peabody and one concerning the new Red 
Sox ballpark. Let’s tackle the Sox, first. Now, I’m 
as much of a get-a-life diehard fan as anyone. 
Call me a masochist, even. I suffered through 
Bucky Dent’s infamous 1978 home run over the 
Green Monster, much to the delight of my Yan¬ 
kee-loving BU dorm-mates. I watched that ball 
roll through Bill Buckner’s legs in the 1986 World 









Series. I even remember exactly where I was— 
at TT The Bear’s—I had one eye on the TV and 
one eye on 7 Seconds. Yep, 30 years of pleasure 
and pain, mostly the latter, of course. What’s also 
painful is trying to squeeze my ever-expanding 
butt into one of those uncomfortable seats at 
Fenway Park. Save Fenway Park? No—PAVE 
Fenway Park. Tear it down and build a new 
ballpark. It’s outmoded, uncomfortable and has 
relatively few good seats, which are next to im¬ 
possible to get unless you’re connected with the 
corporate scum set or willing to pay an outra¬ 
geous fee to one of those scalper ticket agencies. 

Fenway was built in 1912 and the seats were 
built for smaller body sizes than what we have 
today. It can’t be improved or revamped and 
where are the Sox going to play in the interim? A 
new park is long overdue, but here’s where I part 
company with a lot of people who share that sen¬ 
timent—I don’t want any public money to be used 
in the construction of the new ballpark. Not when 
Boston has a severe shortage of affordable hous¬ 
ing, where schools are falling apart, where so¬ 
cial services are barely met. This amounts to noth¬ 
ing more than corporate welfare. 

It always amuses me when I hear these die¬ 
hard conservatives on sports radio, the people 
who would deny even the most basic services to 
the poor and vulnerable, become all socialistic 
when it comes to forking over the dough to pri¬ 
vate concerns like the Boston Red Sox. Sports 
socialists. Just look how much good the corpo¬ 
rate welfare that the commonwealth gave 
Raytheon did. They still ended up sending a 
shitload of jobs out of state. Anyway, there’s more 
than enough dough in the Boston business com¬ 
munity to build this ballpark several times over. 
OK, maybe some tax money can be used to im¬ 
prove the infrastructure, building better public 
transportation access, and the Sox claim they’re 
providing most of the money, but the deal calls 
for upward of a quarter of a BILLION dollars of 
public funds. And, with the inevitable overruns, 
you know it’ll end up being more than that. Think 
how many better ways that money could be spent. 
Governor Paul Cellucci supports the deal for the 
ballpark, but he’s also the same governor that 
vetoed $94 million in aid to education, (which 
was overridden by a unanimous vote—take that, 
asshole!). The state’s cutting back on special edu¬ 
cation to get it in line with the rest of the country’s 
“standards.” What’s wrong with being a leader 
in that field? See, it’s priorities. The pols and 
business leaders don’t care about the poor, the 
mentally impaired, the homeless, etc... They only 
care about their own enlightened self-interest— 
doing business in those gaudy new corporate 
suites that will ring the new ballpark. The gap 


between the well-off and poor continues to widen, 
the middle class disappears. 

It’s happening in Peabody, my home town. We 
have an autocratic mayor-for-life who keeps get¬ 
ting re-elected because he keeps the property tax 
rate artificially low. A mayor who sucks up to 
the developers and corporate interests, at the ex¬ 
pense of the ordinary citizen. I have to admit the 
low taxes aren’t necessarily a bad thing, but when 
it means that the schools are falling apart, the 
fire dept, has inadequate equipment, I might not 
have a problem paying a couple hundred more a 
year. The money is being spent on an expensive 
new public golf course. A golf course that’s go¬ 
ing to take at least 5 years to reach the break¬ 
even point. This course is being built right near 
my house, in fact. The blasting has been driving 
me crazy and I’m wondering if it’s damaged the 
foundation, at all. I’m sick of hearing the fucking 
trucks at 7 in the morning. I can't stand the stench 
from the organic fertilizer (i.e. manure) they're 
using. I wonder how much it’s upsetting the ecol¬ 
ogy, there. I notice a lot more wild animals run¬ 
ning through my yard and the woods behind the 
house. At least I don’t have it as badly as the poor 
folks on the single access road to the golf course, 
suffering through an endless parade of gravel 
trucks wrecking the road and spewing debris all 
over the pace and the manure odor is a lot worse 
over there. 

But the big question is whether we need a 
fucking golf course or not. I don’t think so... there 
are too damn many of them to begin with. What 
is it with golf? It’s a game for the privileged 
classes. It’s deadly dull to watch. Yet it’s on the 
upswing (sorry for the pun). A sign of upward 
mobility, along with all the fucking SUV’s, cell 
phones, etc... I don’t get the appeal of Nike Boy 
Tiger Woods at all. His father has the audacity to 
state the he hopes Tiger will have more impact 
on society than Gandhi. Say what you will about 
Gandhi, but he didn’t run around covered in Nike 
swooshes. Tiger Woods is nothing more than a 
corporate whore, shilling for a company who 
manufacture their products in sweatshops. He can 
go fuck himself, as far as I’m concerned, and so 
can all golfers, for that matter. May lightning 
strike you on the 16th green! 

I always liked George Carlin’s take on golf 
courses, as stated on his “Jammin’ In New York” 
album... He dislikes golf as much as I do. Maybe 
more-so. “Golfing cocksuckers,” as he calls them. 
Carlin says, “It is time to reclaim the golf courses 
from the wealthy and turn them over the home¬ 
less. Golf is an arrogant, elitist game and it takes 
up entirely too much room in this country.” I 
couldn’t agree more. Those courses are, indeed, 
a waste of space and that land could be put to 


much better use. Why not use some of it to build 
one of the badly-needed new schools? What’s 
wrong with having some open space in the city 
for people to hike or bicycle or whatever? Why 
not build some affordable homes? Priorities! 
They’re fucked up. The city wouldn’t allow Habi¬ 
tat For Humanity to build a home on a vacant lot. 

Hey, it could be worse. Out in West Peabody, 
there’s a quarry near a residential neighborhood 
that provides material for the Big Dig, so their 
activity has picked up a great deal in recent years. 
The blasting and trucks have greatly impacted 
that neighborhood’s quality of life. I drive by there 
occasionally and see how close this quarry is to 
the houses. I’ve seen reports of cracked founda¬ 
tions and shattered windows. But the adminis¬ 
tration doesn’t do shit to protect the citizens... 
they tell them to get their own lawyer to fight the 
company, instead of defending those people’s 
interests. 

Anyway, while the golf course gets built, there 
hasn’t been a new school built in Peabody in 25 
years. There actually are plans to build one, but 
that’s part of another controversy. The land for 
that school was taken by eminent domain, from 
two elderly brothers who have run a family farm 
for years. They’re fighting it every inch of the 
way, but some of the buildings on their property 
have already been tom down and the Mayor plans 
to continue bulldozing part of the land, even 
though there’s still litigation pending. That gives 
you an indication of his arrogance. They couldn’t 
find another spot in the area to build the school? 
Other schools are also in a state of disrepair, as 
well, but nothing is being done to improve the 
situation. The city recently lost a progressive- 
minded school superintendent, who resigned be¬ 
cause he was sick of knocking heads with the 
Mayor and some of the nitwits on the school com¬ 
mittee. In fact, this ex-superintendent is mulling 
a run for office and I’m hoping he’ll be able to 
knock off this mayor or one of the committee 
members, whatever he decides to do. There is a 
ripple of unrest in this city that’s becoming more 
prevalent with each subsequent outrage, so maybe 
there’s some hope. Maybe not, if the majority 
remain complacent. 

I do like living here... in this city and in Mas¬ 
sachusetts, in general. At least we’re not in the 
middle of the freakin’ bible belt or something. 
I’ve been down south and it’s fucking scary. We 
have our share of religious crackpots around here, 
but it’s not as prevalent, thank (insert deity of 
choice here). As much as I get irked with the state 
of affairs here and hate the long, cold winters 
more with each passing year, I don’t think I’d 
want to live anywhere else. But there’s always 
room for improvement, of course... 


I admit it. I'm a sports fan. Some of the refer¬ 
ences above probably made that obvious. So it 
catches my attention when a big sports story 
breaks, one that's going to generate a lot of cov¬ 
erage in the papers and on sports radio (well, 
except about Tiger Woods, of course!). Just be¬ 
fore this issue went to press, Bobby Knight was 
fired as the head basketball coach at Indiana 
University. Something that was long overdue, in 
my opinion. In his 29 years at IU, Knight has 
been a championship coach, but he's also been a 
loose cannon. No, I might argue he's a psycho. If 
that's too strong, maybe abusive is a better term. 
He has a violent temper and a history of verbal 
and physical altercations with his players, with 
the media and college administrators. He once 



Anti-corporate graffiti on a billboard on Highland Avenue in Salem, 
right near the Wal-Mart (about 2 miles from my home). 

A sign of subversive rumblings on the sleepy North Shore? 









accidentally shot a friend while on a hunting trip. 
He's thrown chairs across the court to dispute 
referee's calls. But the physical abuse of one of 
his players was what really made the shit hit the 
fan. 

Last spring, CNN/SI's sports show came into 
possession of a tape from 1997 where Knight can 
clearly be seen grabbing player Neil Reed by the 
throat during a practice. He should have been fired 
then and there, but the University said they'd give 
him one more chance and instituted a zero toler¬ 
ance policy where one more incident and he'd be 
bounced. At that time, while many people were 
outspoken in their criticism of Knight and call¬ 
ing for his dismissal, he also had his defenders. 
Spineless sycophants, mainly, or blindered devo¬ 
tees of Indiana basketball and "Coach." Zealots, 
if you will. Saying that it was overblown, that 
his winning record was all that mattered and the 
players wanted Reed off the team anyway. I sup¬ 
pose I shouldn't be surprised about such peculiar 
behavior in that state. After all, it did spawn 
former Vice President Dan Quayle, right? 

But, to get back to Knight, things stayed quiet 
until early September, when Kent Harvey, the 
stepson of a former talk show host and vocifer¬ 
ous critic of Knight named Mark Shaw saw him 
on the campus and said, "What's up, Knight?" 
Apparently, Knight grabbed the kid by his arm 
and explained to him, either quietly or profanely, 
depending on whose version you believe, that 
calling him by his last name showed disrespect. 
A few days later, the university's president, Myles 
Brand, announced that Knight would be fired. 
Not only because of that incident, but because 
he hadn't cooperated with other parts of the be¬ 
havior guidelines laid down after the Reed 
expose. Even if the Harvey encounter was a set¬ 
up (it's possible), Knight shouldn't have taken the 
bait and he should-have been long gone, anyway. 

It got very ugly after that... Brand, Harvey, his 
brother and his stepfather received death threats. 
There were protests on the campus that got out 
of hand and the police had to make arrests. Harvey 
was burned in effigy. Now you have to think, with 
all the crap going on in the world, that's what 
these kids get riled up over? This is what causes 
them to take action? Say what you will about the 
protests at the conventions or in Seattle, but this 
looked scarier. It looked more like a lynch mob 
of vigilantes than any sort of peaceful activity. 
Come to think of it, some of these kids are prob¬ 
ably the cops of tomorrow who will fire pepper 
spray into crowds and crack protesters' skulls for 
a living and enjoy it. 

This isn't even that new. Murray Sperber, a 
professor at IU and another longtime critic of 
Knight, had to leave the university for this se¬ 
mester and is teaching in Canada. After Sperber 
called for Knight's removal in light of the Reed 
incident, threats were made on his life. As Sperber 
describes it, he's been exiled. 

This is insane. It's over SPORTS! I like watch¬ 
ing a good game as much as anyone else and get 
caught up in it, to an extent... I get disappointed 
when my beloved Patriots and Red Sox inevita¬ 
bly fail to win a championship year after year. 
But I'm not going to take to the streets about it. 
I'm not going to threaten someone's life over it. 
If Dan Duquette makes a bad trade or Wendell 
Kim once again gets a runner thrown out by 10 
feet, I'm not going to wish him dead. Out of a 
job, perhaps, but not dead. 

As I said earlier in this column, our priorities 
are out of wack... 


Queen Of The 
Faux-Pas 

by Anna 


Preface: An Apology and an Update 

I am so very sorry. I have let all of you, my 
fans, down. Ever since rocketing to the forefront 
of the nation’s collective consciousness with my 
riveting and renowned Suburban Voice columns, 
I’ve entertained and enraged the masses with my 
missives, offending one and all with my rants. 
First I smote and slew that sacred cow we all know 
as Punk Rock, then I denounced the human act 
of procreation and lastly I went against the grain 
and voiced my grievances with the practice 
known as affirmative action, after which I took 
time out of my busy schedule to chastise the punk 
masses for their deplorable grammar and spell¬ 
ing. My first column earned me a negative re¬ 
view in Flipside or some such magazine. I think 
it referred to my column as “shit.” I beamed. My 
next column brought forth charges of poseury; it 
was wrongly asserted that my ideas were “anti¬ 
sex” and unabashedly ripped off from the Church 
of Euthanasia (quite a peculiar claim when one 
considers that the Church of Euthanasia is pro¬ 
sex, or, rather, pro-sodomy). And my most re¬ 
cent column produced an odd letter about how I 
was misguided about affirmative action because 
its original intent was different from what it 
evolved into, as if that was relevant to my case in 
any way. But most notably, that column indirectly 
caused me to become acquainted with the gram¬ 
matical faux pas known as the split infinitive. 

Secret Message to the Anonymous Grammar¬ 
ian in Louisiana —Ah, whoever you are in Loui¬ 
siana, the one who brought my attention to this 
grammatical atrocity, I heartily thank you. You 
were wrong about my use of the word mitigate , 
and you were wrong about my supposed redun¬ 
dant superlative (see page 49 of Hodges’ 
Harbrace Handbook, 13th edition), but you were 
most assuredly correct about my use of a split 
infinitive. I tried to brush it off at first, even de¬ 
veloping a theory I called Situational Euphony, 
in which I justified the splitting of infinitives in 
the name of aesthetics. But I quickly abandoned 
this nascent grammatical movement, embracing 
all intact infinitives, no matter what awkward¬ 
ness might arise from them. 

Yes, this enigmatic being from the Pelican 
State put me on a path towards a complete ob¬ 
session with split infinitives. My friends think it’s 
endearing, but it’s actually quite sick. I recently 
landed a job as a copy editor for a newspaper, 
and I get a special thrill whenever I come across 
a split infinitive and repair it back to its unsplit 
state. Prescriptive grammar RULZ. 

Part I: Anna’s Elitist Tendencies Rear Their 
Ugly Little Heads 

When I was in high school, I briefly did battle 
with my inner elitist demons. It was so tempting 
to allow myself to feel superior to the spiked and 
mohawked freshmen and sophomores who had 
only just discovered Green Day less than a year 
before. But I recognized the pettiness and stu¬ 
pidity of my ways, and quickly got over it, which 
was more than I could say for those who were 
my “friends” at the time, who could never ex¬ 
tract themselves from the rut of petty “punker 


than thou” snobbery. Yes, I ultimately triumphed 
over my nascent elitism, suppressing it for good. 

Or so I thought. 

In recent months it has returned in full force, 
manifesting itself in a way I never thought pos¬ 
sible. Now that I’ve lived in the San Francisco 
Bay Area (the East Bay, to be precise) for nearly 
a year, I’ve developed quite a disdain for the 
fucking poseurs in my midst. Yes, those god 
damned poseurs, the ones who think they know 
what real Mexican food is. Just as I thought those 
15-year-olds didn’t know what true punk was, I 
now think that most Bay Area residents don’t 
know what true Mexican food is and they will 
never know what true Mexican food is! The shit 
they eat here is akin to albums like Green Day’s 
“Dookie” and Offspring’s “Smash.” No real 
Mexican food/punk rock connoisseur would 
deign to limit himself entirely to that aforemen¬ 
tioned shit. But I digress. 

I am originally from a city that was only a few 
mere miles away from the U.S.-Mexico border. 
As such, I was raised in part on authentic Mexi¬ 
can food. Despite a not-so-sunny childhood and 
adolescence, I never knew real misery until I 
tasted the so-called “Mexican” food here. Every¬ 
thing I’ve sampled is dry and lacks flavor. The 
tortillas taste like cardboard and have the same 
approximate texture. Beans are used sparingly 
and are undercooked. Spices are unheard of. Ev¬ 
erything I’ve tried is totally laughable. At first I 
thought it was just me. Everyone else here seemed 
to enjoy the food; maybe I was the crazy one. 
But when I’ve discussed this very important is¬ 
sue with others from my hometown, we’ve all 
agreed that the Mexican food here is a tragedy of 
Homeric proportions. We all sit there, waxing 
nostalgic about our favorite Mexican restaurants 
back home. But like the cave dwellers in Plato’s 
allegory of the cave, the locals up here delude 
themselves when eating at a shithole such as La 
Burrita. They don’t know what true flavor is. Even 
more telling, the aforementioned eatery has been 
voted the city’s “best burrito restaurant” three 
years in a row. Not only would such an honor 
never have been bestowed upon that establish¬ 
ment in a southwestern border town the restau¬ 
rant wouldn’t even last in a southwestern border 
town! It would be laughed out of business! 

The only place I’ve found that comes close to 
exhibiting signs of worthiness is Gordo Taqueria 
in Albany. Unfortunately, their menu is comprised 
almost entirely of burritos (god damn it, people! 
Burritos are not authentic Mexican cuisine! 
Bah!). However, I can obtain a nice vegan taco 
from them. And I knew it would be authentic 
when I had to subject the poor soul who took my 
order to my crappy Spanish, being as he didn’t 
understand my masterful English (“ jNo, no, no! 
/Sin queso! /Solamentefrijoles, arrozy salsa!”). 
I also knew it was authentic when it was served 
to me soft, not fried (the former being the au¬ 
thentic way, the latter being the pinche gringo 
way). Unfortunately, the availability of a tiny little 
taco in a slightly out-of-the-way location does 
not compensate for the area’s gapping dearth in 
quality Mexican food. 

So, if any of you East Bay-dwelling readers 
out there know of a place at which I can obtain 
authentic, vegan Mexican cuisine (especially 
bean flautas, oh how I covet them), please tell 
me. But don’t even bother me if you don’t know 
what you’re talking about. Like, if the place serves 
nothing but burritos, I don’t even want to know 
about it. Just like I don’t want to hear about it if 










the only punk you’re familiar with is Green Day 
and NOFX. Enlighten me at annal3@ 
mad. scientist.com. 

Part II: This One Goes Out to All the Ladies 

Ah, now I find myself forced to get on my femi¬ 
nist high horse and do some ranting about the 
evils of misogyny and the patriarchy and stuff. I 
usually avoid these topics because such talk 
seems to be predisposed to degenerating into a 
heap of stale cliches that quickly become self- 
mocking. Know what I mean? 

This summer, as I was walking to school, I 
passed by a couple of men who were loading stuff 
into a moving van. They commenced to sexually 
harass (Louisiana, that is not a split infinitive, 
really ) me. As always, it made me feel very self- 
conscious, and my stomach was in a knot. I re¬ 
sponded as usual averted my eyes, ignored their 
comments and walked swiftly past them. Further 
on down the block, I became highly annoyed with 
myself. By passively accepting the abuse, by of¬ 
fering no resistance, I wasn’t doing anything to 
discourage those two jerks from doing it to some¬ 
one else in the future. The whole “silence is con¬ 
sent” kind of a deal. And that just made me feel 
really shitty. So I resolved that the next time it 
happened, I would go totally fucking ballistic on 
whichever unlucky asshole happened to be the 
one lewdly propositioning me. I mean, crazy 
people are scary solely because they’re so un¬ 
predictable. So I fantasized about waving my 
arms around, screaming at the top of my lungs, 
foaming at the mouth... Basically just trying to 
freak the guy out, so maybe he’d think twice about 
being a sexually harassing motherfucker in the 
future. 

Well, later in the summer, while walking across 
campus, I saw some guy in the distance descend¬ 
ing a flight of stairs. As soon as he caught sight 
of me, he started to make really obscene gestures. 
I saw that he was walking in my direction, so I 
veered to the left in an attempt to avoid him. But 
the more I veered to the left, the more he veered 
to the right. There would be no avoiding having 
to walk right by this dude. And finally, as we 
passed each other, he said something incredibly 
lewd to me. Use your imagination, for I will not 
repeat it here in these pristine pages. Again, I felt 
self-conscious and my stomach was in a knot, 
and I averted my eyes, ignored him and walked 
away, his disgusting comment echoing in my 
head. Ten seconds later I remembered my prom¬ 
ise to myself, but by then it was too late. 

I was so pissed off. I should have acted totally 
fucking insane. But, once more, I let an asshole 
get away with his abuse. And I know some people 
will think I’m taking this way too seriously by 
calling it “abuse,” but I swear to god that it is. It 
is straight-up intimidation. 

I began to ponder what exact actions I’d take 
to come across as “totally fucking insane.” When 
I couldn’t think of anything worthy, I started 
thinking about taking the fucker by surprise and 
just hauling out and punching him in the face. Or 
pushing him with all my might. Or kicking him 
in the balls. Yeah! I love violent fantasies. Of 
course, the guy was a lot bigger than me, and I’d 
surely get my ass kicked. (Which is what I carry 
pepper spray for, but I digress.) 

Anyway, this dickheaded behavior is almost 
enough to make a man-hater out of me. In fact, 
sometimes I think the only two things that keep 
me from becoming a man-hater is the fact that I 
try to be as logical as possible, as well as the fact 


that I’ve actually met a few guys who are respect¬ 
ful and nice. Regardless, I am surprised that there 
are not more man-haters out there. I’m also sur¬ 
prised that most of the jerks like the ones who 
harass me actually get laid. Women who fuck 
these losers make me sick. Guys’ deplorable be¬ 
havior should not be rewarded with sex, or any 
kind of female companionship for that matter. 
Women should avoid these neanderthals like the 
plague until they learn to be respectful. That’ll 
show ‘em. 

Another reason why I cannot be a man-hater 
because of such instances as these is because it 
would mean that I would be judging all men by 
the attributes of the slime, not of the cream. The 
slime, which admittedly contains most men, are 
a bunch of weak, insecure, pathetic losers, who I 
should pity rather than scorn. I mean, I can think 
of no reason to sexually harass a woman, other 
than to feel dominant and powerful and to in¬ 
timidate her. There’s just no other reason. There 
can’t be. I mean, it has nothing to do with flirta¬ 
tion it’s all about intimidation. And what kind of 
guy needs to make lewd comments to a female 
passer-by in order to make himself feel power¬ 
ful? A really weak, insecure, pathetic loser— 
that’s what kind of guy. And some men, the 
cream, are actually above that. They, however, 
are few and far between. Alas and alack. 

And ladies, don’t think that you have escaped 
my wrath most of you are slime as well. The 
majority of women passively accept such abu¬ 
sive treatment, thereby implicitly condoning it. 
Only a few, the cream, stand up to it. That’s why 
I’m being so hard on myself for reacting the way 
I have to these jerks. I don’t want to be slime. I 
want to be elite, I want to be cream. Yeah! 

Anyway, this whole most-men-are-slime and 
most-women-are-slime thing brings me to my 
next point, and that is that most people are slime. 
God, I hate people. I’m not a man-hater and I’m 
not a misogynist; I am a misanthrope. But inci¬ 
dents like these make me dichotomize (is that a 
word?) my hatred. I hate men for being assholes; 
I hate women for passively accepting their be¬ 
havior. 

PART III: Cruelty-Free Lifestyle, 

My Vegan Ass! 

I’ve been a vegetarian since I was 15 years old, 
and a vegan since I was 17. When people ask 
about my reasons behind this dietary decision, I 
never use that “cruelty-free lifestyle” standby that 
so many members of my dietary ilk seem to fa¬ 
vor. It is funny that vegans often condemn omni¬ 
vores for failing to consider the origins of the 
meat they eat, buying it from the grocery store 
shrink-wrapped and bloodless. Most vegans, too, 
are guilty of this, for they are also distanced from 
the production of the food they eat; it is easy for 
a vegan to fantasize about his total disconnect¬ 
edness from cruelty in any form. One can easily 
slip into the delusion that his food was grown by 
a happy, loving farmer and shipped off to the 
nearest grocery store, leaving non-human animals 
in peace and intact. Or whatever it is that my fel¬ 
low vegans fantasize about when and //they ever 
ponder the origins of their produce. 

But why should we ponder the origins of our 
produce? They are plants, not animals, and as 
such, they were not mercilessly slaughtered! 
There is no blood on our hands when we pur¬ 
chase and consume such goods. Right? 

Well, not exactly. 

A “cruelty-free” vegan lifestyle. What a gran¬ 


diose and misleading term, one that ignores the 
workers (such as the illegal Mexican and Central 
American immigrants who are supposedly 
swarming across the border en masse to steal jobs 
away from decent white people everywhere) who 
are exposed to dangerous pesticides and harsh 
working conditions while picking the berries that 
I use every morning to make a vegan fruit 
smoothie. Or how about my black canvas Con¬ 
verse All Stars? I have no idea if the workers who 
made them were employed by a sweatshop. The 
same can be said for all the new clothes I pur¬ 
chase. This is one reason why shopping at thrift 
stores can be good, because by purchasing sec¬ 
ondhand items you are cutting down on conspicu¬ 
ous consumption. Learning to sew can also help 
you to evade the sweatshop problem (then again, 
who picked the cotton?), but most of us are all 
too busy with our “cruelty-free vegan lifestyles” 
to undertake such a mountainous task. 

Surprisingly, a vegan diet in and of itself is 
not even enough to lead a life completely devoid 
of a negative, cruel effect on non-human animals. 
It never occurred to me until one fine morning 
(May 20, 2000) when I was listening to a local 
public radio show called West Coast Live. The 
host was conducting an interview with a cultural 
anthropologist named Richard Nelson. He is the 
author of a book called Heart and Blood: Living 
With Deer in America , and he said that farmers 
all across North America, organic or not, kill 
“hundreds of thousands” of deer annually. Wild 
deer pose a threat to farmers’ crops, and if hunt¬ 
ers cannot keep the population down, farmers will 
get special permits to kill deer year-round. In 
addition to deer, in order to protect their crops, 
farmers kill other “pests,” including rabbits and 
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gophers, in droves. So, it is likely that animals 
did indeed die for your produce after all. Bon 
apetit, mon ami vegetarien. 

By the very act of being alive, individual hu¬ 
mans perpetuate cruelty and suffering. We can 
try to minimize this by being conscientious of 
the effects of our actions, but the only way to 
obliterate it completely is by killing ourselves. 
The system of life is inherently cruel, and suffer¬ 
ing is intrinsic to survival. Survival entails the 
domination of the strong over the weak, and thus 
far, no one, not even Karl Marx or Peter Singer, 
has been able to think of a way to circumvent 
this completely. And I will not elaborate upon 
any of these slightly “eccentric” claims because 
I am lazy and I’m not writing this for school. So 
there. 

Anyway, there isn’t anything that the sincerely 
caring vegan can do about all this, short of kill¬ 
ing himself. He can sew his own clothes, grow 
all of his own food and try not to step on bugs, 
but it won’t be enough. So, this article is just here 
to remind you that you, too, are still naught but a 
mere cog in the wheel. Have a nice day. :) 

Epilogue: Dedication 

This column is not dedicated to Satan and Lu¬ 
cifer, who are both running for president as ma¬ 
jor party candidates. There is so little difference 
betwixt the two of them that I’m tempted to think 
that one is the evil twin brother of the other. 

Rather, this column is dedicated to a hope for 
a better future. One that will never be realized 
until the entire fucking human race is extinct. 
Amen. 


PLAIN ENGLISH 

BY CURLS 


Funny how things can change, and funny how 
they stay the same, to paraphrase the old saying. 
And it’s funny how things can change so quickly 
in the space of a year, too. 

For example, as I write this, in May, it will 
have been a year ago that I was madly in love 
with someone whom I’d known at a healthy dis¬ 
tance (her in Ohio, me in MA) for some time. I 
was also madly stashing money away for an in¬ 
terstate move that many thought, and probably 
still think, I was crazy for doing. In September 
of this year, it will have been a year since I drove 
out from M A to Ohio over the course of two days 
with my lady love at that time, both of us deliri¬ 
ously happy. She because I was coming on out to 
be with her, me because I was finally leaving MA 
to be with someone I loved. And February of 2001 
will mark a year’s time since she angrily dumped 
me for reasons very shallow and not worth dis¬ 
cussing in public and I won’t kiss and tell. Rea¬ 
sons in question had to do with something that 
far too many people and couples take for granted; 
communication. Where am I going with this? 
Read on... 

When I was gearing up for my move, a bit more 
was changing than simply my address and home 
state. I was heading for what I thought would be 
a far more tranquil and peaceful environment than 
my home situation I’d been stuck in for a while 
had been. The reasons why it was as stressful and 
bothersome as it was and why I didn’t leave it 
sooner are not terribly relevant and are the sub¬ 
ject of another column in and of themselves. So 
I’ll leave them be for now. 


My need to escape was what was fueling my 
motivations at that time, as well as thinking with 
a certain part of my anatomy unique to us males. 
This led to my not especially considering the 
ramifications of such a vast move on my part, as 
well as not talking about them with my lady at 
the time. Little unimportant issues like, oh, how 
to talk over disagreements like adults, how not 
to step on each other’s feelings, how to commu¬ 
nicate period. We never really discussed nega¬ 
tive things that came up, preferring to gloss them 
over and idealize our way through it, confident 
in our abilities to handle them as they came up. 
Can you spell “recipe for disaster”? I’ll bet that 
many of you can, but might not care to admit it 
and think that all is well in whatever relationship 
you may be in right now, yes? You may well al¬ 
ready know of Friedrich Nietzsche’s classic 
phrase “That which does not kill us only makes 
us stronger.” No truer a sentiment was ever writ¬ 
ten, and I think a couple of other things figure 
into this as well. 

Obviously, to enter a long term relationship 
requires love and passion, but it also requires you 
to be fearless, for one thing. How so? To expose 
yourself as completely as necessary to someone 
as part of the important process of “Getting To 
Know You, Getting To Know All About You” 
(with apologies to Rodgers & Hammerstein!) 
takes a lot on anybody’s part. And yes, it is nec¬ 
essary if you expect to go beyond a few months 
of hot dates and hotter bed sessions. To tell an¬ 
other person things about yourself that you’d 
normally never tell anybody else, to open your¬ 
self up to potential emotional abuse and black¬ 
mail takes a major amount of intestinal fortitude. 
Being able to weather the inevitable storms and 
upheavals you will encounter in the daily routine 
of a live-in relationship and dealing with them in 
a mature fashion takes often demanding amounts 
of maturity, patience, understanding and bravery 
uncommon to many people. And often times it is 
too much to endure, as the huge amounts of di¬ 
vorces and breakups attest to. But why does this 
happen? 

We can go the opposite route and not open 
ourselves up at all to anyone, only allowing for 
the aforementioned hot dates and hotter bed ses¬ 
sions and never going any deeper. But how long 
can you endure that as well? How long can you 
endure an endless array of mindless sex and a 
constantly revolving door of boyfriends/girl¬ 
friends? Or, taking it further, to not have any¬ 
body at all? It varies per person, but in truth, it 
all comes down to fear of openness and honesty. 
Fear of what the other person may think of your 
faults and shortcomings real and perceived. Fear 
of being left alone again when the other person 
discovers these things about you and can’t be 
bothered to deal with them—as you can’t be both¬ 
ered to deal with theirs. Fear of being honest and 
getting to the point as opposed to keeping up a 
front for the other person to see as their ideal. 
And having that ideal crash down in flames in¬ 
evitably when they see the real you that you’ve 
striven to keep secret out of that fear. Love with¬ 
out fear is not terribly hard to achieve, in my opin¬ 
ion, but it has to start with honesty. 

Yes, let that other person see you as you really 
are. Yes, let them see your faults, your fears, your 
dark side as well as your dreams, your love, your 
light side. Some men and women never get the 
idea or the hang of this, and live a life of frustra¬ 
tion and desperation at never finding the “ideal 
mate”. And they allow their “standards” to grow 


outrageously high so as to avoid ever being hurt 
again. Or to avoid being dumped by the other 
person for fear of the pain of solitude. A former 
housemate of mine has fallen into that trap; she 
was abused as a child and seems to never be able 
to find the “ideal” as she mopes her way through 
life after numerous abusive boyfriends that 
mowed her self-confidence down even harder. But 
does she really communicate with these men she’s 
dated before? I doubt it, and if she did, they al¬ 
lowed themselves to fall prey to the mentality I 
described above; I can sum it up as “not my prob¬ 
lem, just don’t look at me!”. 

Without communication as open as it needs to 
be, any relationship is doomed to failure. I can 
vouch for that several times over at this time in 
my life, veteran of many a failed relationship 
myself. And now here I am entering another re¬ 
lationship with another lady with whom I am 
applying these hard lessons I’ve learned! And 
gearing up to move to Texas with her! But this 
time I am being crafty and wise and mature above 
all, as much as the lot of you are screaming 
“DON’T DO IT!!!”. Humour me, please, if you 
will. 

Without getting too into it, this lady and I had 
loved each other for some time and finally we 
had the chance to really expand on it when my 
now-ex dumped me. We talk about EVERY¬ 
THING and are brutally honest with each other 
about EVERYTHING. This has made for some 
uncomfortable moments, but has strengthened us 
for the better. And as uncomfortable as that level 
of honesty can be, well, that is the only thing that 
will make your relationship stronger instead of 
killing it. Like it or not. No Cinderella story about 
it, that is the nuts and bolts of it all. Only with 
the mutual respect for each other’s feelings that 
comes from this level of honesty and communi¬ 
cation can you ever hope to find real love that 
lasts. All you cynics out there may dispute this, 
but what is a cynic but an optimist who has been 
burned one too many times? And I’ve not been 
burned enough yet to think myself entirely a cynic 
when it comes to romance and love. Take this as 
you will, readers, which is all I ever ask of any¬ 
one who reads anything of mine that I’ve writ¬ 
ten. 

As always feel free to email me at 
<asakura_2000@yahoo.com> if you have any¬ 
thing to say at all, I welcome email! Makes my 
current unemployed status that much less bor¬ 
ing! 


squarepegroundhole 

by David Grenier 


Punk and Politics 

A few weeks ago I was talking to a buddy of 
mine who writes a straightedge hardcore zine that 
has been getting progressively more political (and 
politically more progressive) with each issue. He 
confessed to me that he was getting frustrated 
with the scene, with the focus on fashion, with 
the scenesters and the namedropping, with all the 
things that tend to frustrate punk rock radicals. It 
pained me to hear this because I know how much 
it can suck to pour your heart and soul into a scene 
and end up with nothing but frustration for your 
trouble. I didn’t want to see him put himself 
through what I put myself through for years. 

So I told him something I learned over my 
years in punk rock... Punk rock is essentially 
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meaningless 

This isn’t to say punk is worthless, or that 
punks as people are meaningless. But the end¬ 
less debates about what it means to be “punk” 
should show one that it essentially means noth¬ 
ing. Punk is nothing more than a form of enter¬ 
tainment, and it is no more political than any other 
form of entertainment out there. 

Yes, there are some incredibly radical punk 
rockers out there (and as usual, when I say punk 
rockers I mean everything from emo to crust to 
straightedge to oi!) and I have tried to feature 
some of them in Retrogression over the years. 
The existence of these radicals is not necessarily 
because of any radicalism intrinsic to punk mu¬ 
sic or fashion, but is simply a testament to their 
own conscience and desire for a better world. 

Punk is nothing more, nothing less than en¬ 
tertainment 

I’m not sure why we (and I include myself for 
several years in this) are so concerned with mak¬ 
ing punk out to be something more than it is, 
making punk out to be this radical political 
force—as if it were impossible for a radical move¬ 
ment to exist outside of a music scene. My own 
half-assed theory is that youth now (and for the 
past twenty years or so) place so much more of 
an emphasis on which music-based subculture 
one belongs to that there is a psychological or 
sociological need to justify this obsession. If one 
is going to be proud to be a punk, or if one is 
going to hate ravers, one needs a reason, and per¬ 
haps the mind balks at merely being “proud” of 
three chords, so it inflates those three chords into 
an anti-racist, pro-environmental movement. 

It also becomes an easy way out of doing the 
arduous nuts-and-bolts organizing necessary for 
a real movement for social change. Listening to 
a band sing about taking the streets becomes a 
substitute for actually taking the streets, wearing 
a patch or a t-shirt with a band name becomes a 
substitute for really living by the ideas that at¬ 
tracted you to that band in the first place. 

Getting ideas out there 

I’ve recently begun singing old union songs 
and talking a bit about working-class history at 
punk shows. Some folks think this is a great thing 
for me to be doing, but I’m not so sure. I know it 
isn’t a bad thing, but I am not yet convinced of 
its greatness. Sure, it makes me happy to be able 
to talk to and connect with folks, as well as to 
hang out with some pretty cool people and do 
fun stuff. But communicating ideas isn’t enough. 
At some point someone has to do something with 
those ideas. If everyone nods their head and says, 
“What Dave is saying is really interesting,” and 
genuinely thanks me for being there, we all feel 
better but we’re not a step closer to the One Big 
Strike or the Industrial Republic. 

If those same people all learn a bit about the 
history of the class war and maybe cover a few 
Wobbly songs with their own punk bands things 
may seem a little better, but really all that’s hap¬ 
pening is another genre of punk, another niche 
market, is being created. We can buy and sell all 
the radical music and literature we want, but 
philosophical discussions never won a revolution. 
It’s only direct action that gets the goods. 

Now if some of the folks in that audience join 
the fighting union that is the IWW and help or¬ 
ganize their shop and win demands for better 
wages, better hours, better working conditions, 
or whatever it is the workers in that shop want, 


then we are on our way to a better world. 

Luckily, we do have some really radical bands 
and really radical zines and really radical folks 
who are willing to join unions, organize tenants, 
put their bodies on the line with Cop Watch, feed 
folks with Food Not Bombs, and do a ton of other 
things that are necessary to building a real move¬ 
ment. We should be damned proud of those folks, 
I know I am. 

It may even be true that many of those folks 
became radicalized because of their participation 
in the punk scene. I know dozens of kids have 
told me it was reading Retrogresson that 
radicalized them. I know friends of mine in radi¬ 
cal bands have been told the same thing. How¬ 
ever, there are two factors that we need to re¬ 
member here... 

Punk does not equal radical, and vice versa 

The progressive and radical elements that ex¬ 
ist in the punk scene and the way they spread 
ideas is no different than in the hip-hop scene 
where bands like The Coup, Dead Prez or the 
venerable Public Enemy politicize and radicalize 
many of their fans. The rave scene has political 
folks in it, and in fact has raised tons of money to 
help the anti-sweatshop movement. Folk music 
has a radical tradition, and even Garth Brooks 
has some pretty good class-conscious lyrics. 
Outside of music scenes, there are radicals in 
sports (most boxers are reds, just check out the 
tattoo of Mao on Mike Tyson’s arm), radicals in 
the religous community (CISPES, SOAW), and 
just plain old radicals that don’t belong to any 
easily categorizable “subculture”. 

In that light, punk can’t really credibly claim 
any more of a radical mantle than other groups 
of people. 

Within the scene we find a great deal of dis¬ 
agreement over what it means to be punk. Most 
record labes push a simple consumerism, and 
most zines funded by them are glad to follow. 
Many kids will call for “unity” and say “we’re 
all here because we like the same music.” There 
are tons of apolitical or even anti-political kids 
in the scene, drunk punks, crushes, anarchists, 
vegans, nonvegans, reactionaries, what have you. 
Imagine how much more we could accomplish if 
we spent more time organizing and less time de¬ 
bating what is or isn’t “punk.” 

Granted, sometimes this “what is punk” de¬ 
bate takes the form of fighting racism, sexism, 
or homophobia within our scene. To that I would 
say that we should be fighting Nazis, facists and 
reactionaries wherever they rear their head and 
we should be fighting them because they’re a 
threat to our liberty, not because they “aren’t 
punk.” 

So what is punk? 

Punk, as I said, is a form of entertainment, pure 
and simple. Does that make it worthless? No, of 
course not, we all need to be entertained. We’re 
human beings after all, not revolutionary robots. 
In that sense punk cna play an important part in 
someone’s life, just as any other form of recre¬ 
ation can. We’re not all going to be entertained 
by the same things (and think of how boring life 
would be if we were) and we’re occasionally 
going to get bored of one form of entertainment 
after a few years. There is no shame in saying, “I 
am no longer entertained by punk rock, I’m go¬ 
ing to explore somethign new.” This is why I’ve 
gone to very few shows in the past year, but I 
bowl every Tuesday night. Bowling simply ful¬ 


fills me in a way that punk doesn’t. 

No one should ever be ashamed of being en¬ 
tertained, or for that matter, for being bored. Punk 
does’t make one revolutionary, nor does it make 
one shallow. It has no special claim to radical¬ 
ism, but it can coexist quite well with a radical 
life and provide a welcome release from the 
stresses of fighting the good fight. 

My philosophy on music is very simple now, 
if you like it, listen to it. If you don’t like it, don’t 
listen to it. Don’t feel you owe music any sort of 
loyalty, loyalty should be reserved for your broth¬ 
ers and sisters in struggle. 

Yours for the One Big Union, 

David Grenier 

Retrogression Magazine: 

A journal of music and revolution 
http ://www.retrogression.com 


SUCKERPUNCHLINES 

by Rich Mackin 


Let’s talk relationships. Now, first of all, let 
me tell you a story to let you know that I under¬ 
stand what a Jerry Springer world it is... 

Now, the other Monday, I was in Seattle. I was 
hanging out with James Squeaky ( ex 
Unamerican, now of Mister Ridiculous.com) and 
he was showing me around the WTO battlezone 
when we stopped for Coffee. Nowhere special. 
NOwhere I would expect to run into anyone ( as 
opposed to FUEL in Milwaukee, or Coffee Mes¬ 
siah in Seattle, where for a quarter in a machine 
in the rest room you can have the “disco experi¬ 
ence” and poop to a spotlighted disco ball and 
“disco inferno” playing) just some random cof¬ 
fee place we were in when I ran into Todd, a guy 
I worked at Sono Cinema back in the late 80’s in 
Norwalk, CT. That was a surprise. 

Then that next Saturday, I was in Chicago. I 
was doing a spoken word set as the opening act 
of a night time show. The headlining band of the 
afternoon show included Chris Clay and Ben 
Rosenthal of Zombie Squad, my favorite local 
band in my high school punk days! That was a 
surprise. 

It was also a surprise the next day when I ran 
into Dmitri. He was my friend Bri’s roommate 
in Ohio. He now lives in Milwaukee. I told him 
I was driving to his old house the next day and 
he came with me ( actually, he came with me all 
the way to Boston.) While I didn’t expect to run 
into him at all, I told him the above stories and 
that I wasn’t surprised to run into anyone in any 
circumstances any more. 

I spoke too soon. 

I was at Wendy’s house. I had tried to get spo¬ 
ken word show in Milwaukee that day to no avail, 
and the closest thing was an outdoor event that 
was rained out ( heck, there were even tornado 
warnings) and so it wound up just being who¬ 
ever Wendy could scrounge up at her house. 

One person that came was her ex boyfriend, 
who brought his new boyfriend (yes BOYfriend). 
His boyfriend looked a lot like a girl I knew from 
years back, and after hearing a story about his 
hometown, I was sure they were related. I was 
half right. It was actually the girl after a female- 
to-male sex change. I think running into an ex 
girlfriend who is now a guy who is dating the ex 
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of your female host in MILWAUKEE is the least 
likely set of circumstances I will ever run into 
anyone ever. Quote of the year from the person 
in question, “You had sex with me, that means 
your a fag!” So it looks like I am a retroactive 
fag. Good for me. 

But let’s go back to the boring world of boy/ 
girl hetero relationships for a moment. Not to 
oppress anyone, but those are the most common 
ones, and for all the gender bending, polyamorous 
shenanigans, even the straight boy meets straight 
girl story is complicated and weird. 

Now, for this argument, there are 3 types of 
men. (And I am going to talk like bad jokes and 
‘why men are better than...” lists, so when I say 
men and women I mean MOST heterosexual sta¬ 
tus quo people in our society) 

There are men who don’t understand women. 
That’s most of us. 

There are men who think they understand women. 
These are the poor souls. The way that the least 
educated are often the most outspoken, these are 
the guys who compensate for their lack of knowl¬ 
edge of how women work by telling anyone who 
might listen all they think they know. Think Joe 
and the guys in the Gas’ N Sip parking lot in Say 
Anything. 

Then there are those like me. I don’t know how 
women work. But I do know WHY I don’t know 
why. This doesn’t give me anymore clarity, but 
at least I have piece of mind. Like parents of miss¬ 
ing children are actually relieved to hear the kid 
is dead, it at least has closure of sorts. 

OK, here is my theory. The thought process of 
women is just plain more complicated than that 
of men. Men have the equivalent of seeing black 
and white. Women have full color. 

Now, often this works just fine: color has lights 
and darks which the men can see and approxi¬ 
mate as shades of gray, and everyone gets along. 
The problem in gender relationships is that there 
are many colors that seem to be the same level of 
gray. When I watch I Love Lucy, I see a light 
gray wall that matches Lucy’s light gray sweater. 
I have no idea that in real life the wall was green 
and the sweater pink. To me, they were matching 
gray. To someone there, or a woman in my meta¬ 
phor, I would be an idiot. Green and pink are so 
different, how could I possibly mix the two up? 

I know I am treading dangerously close to the 
Erma Bombeck or Dave Barry school of obser¬ 
vation (and I hope everyone does keep in mind I 
am being light hearted with all of this), but these 
do have their own threads of wisdom. So do the 
occasional email cc list (in fact, here are a few 
things I have seen on one of these that I actually 
think make valid points that makes it’s way on 
office bulletin boards. I think this is a valid point. 
Women get upset at things men do in different 
ways at different ways for different reasons, men 
often see that it has something to do with what 
just happened, but we can never figure out what 
the actual chain of events was that lead from ac¬ 
tion to upset. 

On somewhat of a tangent, I was walking down 
fashionable Newbury street in Boston when I ran 
into my friend Scott and a bunch of related 
friends (people I would call friends but are more 
friends of friends than my own)sitting in front of 
the coffeeshop that he pretty much sits at from 
March until October, and we started talking about 
my best friend who’s mother had just died with¬ 
out warning. I had dropped my life for a week 
and helped her deal with not only the grief, but 
also the huge pile of responsibilities she suddenly 


inherited. A few people seemed surprised that I 
would do this, since my best friend was also my 
recently ex-girlfriend. 

It has always seemed odd to me that two people 
could love each other and then never want to see 
each other. It does happen, sometimes what ends 
the relationship is so bad- a betrayal or horrible 
instance that means you don’t like the person him/ 
her/itself. Often it is just human nature and rela¬ 
tively minor things that end a relationship, and 
so it seems to me that two people might want to 
continue a relationship without it being roman¬ 
tic. We are all familiar with the concept of stay¬ 
ing friends or liking as friends or whatnot, but 
usually ending a relationship as friends means “I 
won’t give you bad looks if I run into you.” The 
idea of eliminating the romance, but only the ro¬ 
mantic aspects, of a relationship and keeping the 
rest of it seems unthinkable to many people. 

What this means basically is that every time I 
mention helping this friend out, the response is 
“but I thought you guys broke up” as if I stopped 
caring about her, and she stopped needing me 
because we don’t call each other boy or girlfriend 
anymore. 

During this conversation, Scott’s friend Mike 
(I think it was Mike) piped up with something to 
this effect ( I won’t use quotes, since I am not 
QUOTING him, but let me be clear these area all 
his thoughts... 

If you had a male friend who was pretty much 
your best friend, would you ask him all the time 
about whether he is your best friend or not? Like, 
would you tell him that you had two tickets to 
Ozzfest, but you would only go if you were 
agreed that you were BEST friends? If you did, 
people would think you are nuts. You never call 
up your friends and talk about where the rela¬ 
tionship is going, but that is exactly what people 
do all the time when that friend happens to be 
the person you are romantically or sexually in¬ 
volved with. 

With this, he summed up many scrambled 
thoughts I have had for years. It was like the first 
time I read the Tao Te Ching. It was beautiful. I 
certainly can’t expand on the thought, so instead 
I close with another tangent... 

To quote Kurt Vonnegut, “All women are psy¬ 
chotic, all men are jerks.” 

Thanks 

Rich Mackin 
PO Box 890 
Allston, MA 02134 


Striving and 
Struggle Extra 

by Chris Force 


“Your own self is your ultimate teacher” - 
Nisargadatta Maharaj 

As punks, we experience many different po¬ 
litical motivations. Obviously music is one of 
them, and we can all relate to the sense of iden¬ 
tity and sincerity we invest in it. While we may 
disregard many of the ideas put forth in punk rock, 
we also hold on to many of them. These ideas 
become part of our lives, part of our identities, 
part of our motivations. These ideas help us form 
goals. When I learned about slave labor and NIKE 
through punk rock, I was motivated to become a 
conscious consumer. When we come across me¬ 


dia that are censored by corporations and gov¬ 
ernments, we take the media into our own hands 
by starting DIY record stores, labels, zines, etc. 
In many ways our experiences as punks, I can 
only assume, are similar to experiences of politi¬ 
cians in that: we both are enveloped in a tightly 
orchestrated scene, with rules and standards of 
common practice, we are both put in situations 
that give us hands-on experience and, due to these 
experiences, we become motivated to affect, 
change or support these situations and lastly these 
motivations (that the entire group often shares) 
go on to covertly root our entire identities within 
the group—abandoning all other forms of the self. 
I think that concept is rather intriguing—form¬ 
ing an identity around the experience-motivation- 
political view style of evolution. However, I think 
this practice is riddled with problems, and in the 
end, it will only keep the individual as a tiny face¬ 
less part in a bigger machine. 

One problem that can stem from this style of 
identity-resolution can be seen through racism. 
While experiencing face to face racial hatred and 
watching Pat Buchanan on television can’t re¬ 
ally be compared from the minority’s perspec¬ 
tive, if you look at them from the white male’s 
side there are similarities. Both evils, racism and 
Pat Buchanan, stem from a complete avoidance 
of reality. A complete denial of clarity and clear 
seeing, a rejection of natural compassion. Add to 
that ignorance, cultural segregation (especially 
in school) and it spells trouble. Buchanan is an 
example of someone who formed his identity 
around his own, mainly political, motivations 
instead of inherent human compassion. Maybe 
not. I don’t know anything about this particular 
man, but this situation definitely exists on a large 
scale. For instance look at the political conven¬ 
tions held before election time. These political 
circuses, or conventions, flaunt a total lack of 
humanity. They present Corporate icons who rep¬ 
resent only financial and political motivation with 
no human identity—something that would not 
happen without the presence of an organized 
group consciousness. 

I think A1 and other more cerebral contribu¬ 
tors to this zine could better explain the faults of 
these conventions—the Hollywood style produc¬ 
tion, the blatant racism, stylized and sterilized 
supporters, celebrity and corporate influence, the 
media’s portrayal of America being white and 
upper class, etc . I feel my contribution to this 
subject needs to be much broader and emotional. 
(Did I say emotional? Let it be known that I’m 
listening to Government Issue right now! ) The 
problem and solutions here are not new. The prob¬ 
lem dates back to when Americans scammed com 
from the original people of this land. While the 
conventions boast politicians, new policies, old 
policies, new promises, and old promises, they 
do so without an ounce of humanity. I do not see 
one human being at any of these of conventions, 
only capitalist machines and robots for the upper 
class. 

As I watched Pat Buchanan speak at the Re¬ 
form convention, I became angered by the fact 
that not only is racism still an essential part of 
America, but it is so widely accepted and sup¬ 
ported that his messages of hate can head up a 
political party and be broadcast all over the me¬ 
dia. I was awed by the fact that he produced a 
racist black woman to run with him, a female 
Clarence Thomas. As I tried to apprehend the 
mindless jabber of George W. Bush, my anger 
changed to appallment. Could people actually 















relate to what this man is saying? Could these 
presidential candidates’ families relate to them? 
Could their brains and souls actually feel com¬ 
passion towards a person like this—so much so 
that they would want to dress up in fruity hats 
and pants, paint their children’s faces, and bring 
them to rallies like this to scream in support? Or 
is this all a game, a game that provides social 
status, reliability, and self-validation? These feel¬ 
ings increased tenfold once A1 Gore began to 
speak. Politicians are human. They are people 
with hearts and brains and toes like the rest of us. 
They grew up enjoying sunny days and playing 
with friends. At what point did these people de¬ 
cide to disregard their hearts, their moms, their 
friends, and their compassion towards humanity 
to become politicians? And at what point did so 
many Americans do the same thing so that they 
could wear buttons and bumper stickers promot¬ 
ing their rhetoric? At what point did funny pants, 
and funny hats, and mindless jabber about mis¬ 
sile pointing get mistaken for meaning? 

At what point did these people allow their po¬ 
litical motivations to form their entire identity? 

This government has to deal with all the real 
issues of the world. Why don’t we ever really 
hear about them? Isn’t it odd that no one men¬ 
tions things that we all know, like right now, the 
average American has never told anyone outside 
his family that he loves them. Shouldn’t that re¬ 
flect on the fact that our priorities are completely 
askew, and this is due largely in part of corporate 
and government influence? Right now television, 
newspapers, magazines, billboards, workplaces, 
radio, automobiles, expensive housing and taxes 
are designed to divided us and make us greedy 
and that’s not a good idea. I expect to hear people 
speaking from their hearts at conventions. I hear 
only mindless garbage. I hear things that don’t 
relate to my life in anyway at all. And while, I do 
not mean to neglect the tragedies that are hap¬ 
pening all over the world, I think human com¬ 
passion could help a lot of Americans. I think 
abandonment of group identities and finding the 
self would lead to clearer vision—something that 
is punk in essence, or should strive to be. If poli¬ 
ticians were more concerned with tolerance, 
peace and education things would be a lot better. 
Then I again, I am a naive writer with little to no 
experience of how American politics work. I have 
no understanding of capitalism and economy. 
Maybe if the government were able to educate 
and tolerate us all, we would starve to death and 
have no indoor plumbing. 

While it can be responsible and appropriate 
for us to be involved with politics, it wouldn’t be 
a waste of time to examine ourselves and cut di¬ 
rectly to our insides, to our natural state, and at¬ 
tempt to take a clear look at our selves, and aban¬ 
don the identities we have formed out of mind¬ 
less absorption into the punk state of “being.” In 
some ways as punks we are just as susceptible to 
group homogenization from punk as politicians 
are to politics. Punk can, and does, strip of us 
our own identities at least on some level. And 
while I think abandonment of the ego and form¬ 
ing a community are strong points of the punk 
scene, I also think it is important to question 
where our identities really come from, to find out 
if we are more than just products of our motiva¬ 
tions from experience with punk rock. We should 
ask, “Who am I? What do I stand for? Why am I 
involved in punk? What do I get out of punk? 
What do I want to give to punk? What do I want 
to get out of life? What do I want to give to life? 


Am I a good person? Do I want to be a good 
person? Am I a good friend?” Even questions like, 
“Do I dress well? How do I treat my friends? 
Who are my enemies, and how do I treat them?i”I 
don’t think these questions are silly, and if you 
do, my challenge is, “Well, can you answer 
them?” 


Myself and others, including A1 Quint, do a 
zine called ALARM. Issue #7 is out now, and it 
has some great writings in it, both fictional and 
not, along with ALL, The Nerve Agents, Shai 
Halud, The Casket Lottery, Shiner and more. It’s 
available for $3 PPD in the USA. 

I am also trying to put together a nice zine book 
of art, a color thing, with photos of different styles 
of work, then a short interview with the artist. 
Photographs, paintings, sculpture, ceramics, 
printmaking, etc... I may try to have videos avail¬ 
able too on a CD-ROM. If you, or someone you 
know, would be interested in participating and 
having your work represented, get in touch or 
send some slides. Thanks. 

Chris Force/ALARM PRESS 
PO Box 200069, Boston, MA 02120 
www.alarmpress.com 
E-mail: alarmpress@mindspring.com 


MASS APPEAL 

by The Old Man 


Prelude 

I’m not sure that there is an overwhelming rea¬ 
son why you should care about this particular 
column on the coming election, yet it is impor¬ 
tant for me to share it. The reason? I guess in 
part it is because I got involved in my first politi¬ 
cal campaign at the age of 12. Or that I also got 
tear gassed for the first time at that age. This is 
not to pat myself on the back, cause there are 
many others out there today, who do the same 
and probably better, but to simply note that time 
forward, it has always important to me to be in¬ 
volved. 

Sure, the times were different. Civil Rights and 
the Vietnam War not only made the headlines of 
a day, they were the headlines of the time. Sure, 
many of the people that were also on the front 
lines then, now ignore those things they once 
sweat, and sometimes spilled blood for. 

Comparatively speaking, there appears to be 
no similar compelling issues for one to get ex¬ 
cited about. 

Yet, just beneath the veneer of this GAP, Nike, 
Armani society, there rest issues that are fester¬ 
ing, and which ultimately will eat at the very soul 
of mankind. I suspect that there a few of you out 
there that sense, and feel that something is a bit 
askew. Or that there might be some of you who 
regretfully live among a forgotten cadre of people 
that grows day by day, while at the same time the 
pocketbooks of the world’s richest grow heavier. 

So I compose the following thoughts are for 
you, those who do not feel that age is the issue in 
deciding that they are too young, nor too old to 
be a punk activist. 

The Election 

I have always been the type of person willing 


to share my thoughts on politics, and my com¬ 
mitment to punk, regardless of with whom I might 
be speaking. A year or two back, I was in Okla¬ 
homa City, with two avowed religious right folks, 
discussing my views on the military. Their faces 
turned red, they perspired, and they could barely 
construct a sentence in reply to my tirades on 
how we have helped shape the world of today. 
Of course, I realize that there is sometimes no 
point to these conversations, but I just can’t help 
myself. I guess in the back of my mind, I think 
that if I can plant a seed, that maybe something 
over the course of time will take root. 

There are too those times in which I have con¬ 
versations with supposed liberals, who when hav¬ 
ing presented my case well, might at least have 
recognized the validity of my argument. This 
week, however, I ran into a case where I wasn’t 
prepared, and therefore didn’t budge this person 
from their inherently flawed position. 

It started innocently enough. “Who are you 
voting for,” she asked? “Ralph Nader,” I re¬ 
sponded. “Well you are guaranteeing the elec¬ 
tion of George Bush!” she noted with a certain 
abruptness. “How can I be blamed for that?! I 
didn’t make the Democratic party more Repub¬ 
lican than the Republican party! Nor did I make 
the Republican party ooze a semblance of hu¬ 
man compassion! To me, they are both the same, 
leaving me with no choice, but to go with Ralph. 
If Bush wins, then hopefully, someone, some¬ 
where will learn a lesson!” was my reply. She 
looked somewhat puzzled and asked what do I 
mean about being the same? 

So I went off in rapid fashion, on how Clinton 
signed a bill granting Columbia over a billion 
dollars in aid, mostly for the military. How this 
country based largely on US policy, has turned 
into one of the most violent places in our hemi¬ 
sphere, as well as one of the poorest. A land in 
which the children live on the streets, and the few 
who have money, spend it trying to eliminate the 
kids. I spewed venom on how Bill has been a 
bigger proponent of increased military, than many 
of his Republican predecessors. Angering world 
foes and allies alike with his Reaganesque vi¬ 
sion of a Star Wars defense. I spoke in contempt 
of how Mr. Bill supported Trade with China, even 
though they maintain an unhealthy attitude to¬ 
wards Human Rights. And most importantly how 
I have failed to identify anything more than a very 
few substantive issues in which Bush and Gore 
disagreed. 

Of course, using this scattered gun approach 
to win a new convert, didn’t even result in a blink 
of her eyes. Instead, she replied, “what about the 
economy? It has never been this good, and it is 
all do to Clinton and the Democrats!” A good 
debate technique, and it worked. 

As it was at this juncture where I made my 
strategic blunder. Instead of discussing how there 
is no proof that the reform of welfare has done 
anything but make the lives’ of the forgotten any¬ 
thing but worse. Or that for the first time in nearly 
100 years, we are losing middle class to the lower 
class. All, and more, at the behest of the two party 
system! Or, even that for the benefactors on this 
economic “miracle,” it wasn’t what was done, in 
so much as it was a matter of Bill just happening 
to be in office at the time of the blossoming of 
the technological revolution. Instead, I said that 
these events do not happen overnight, and that 
we might as well just credit Bush senior, as 
Clinton, for these “great” times! I blew it, and 
she resultantly blew up. 









So on every level of this conversation, I failed 
to connect with a person who at least theoreti¬ 
cally I shared some commonalties, a person, who 
might with the right facts might have swayed 
away from the fruitless position of supporting 
Gore. 

I’m not sure if I’ve proposed a better argument 
of that here either, but I’m not sure if it really 
makes a difference. Today and tomorrow, I will 
support Nader, and come November, given the 
opportunity, I will vote for Nader. As for you, I 
can only hope that you take the ramblings of this 
article, underline the snipits that are important to 
you, and those which define the kind of world 
you want to live in, investigate those points, and 
act. 

As good as civil disobedience is in being one 
of the great tools for letting people know where 
you stand, voting should be one of the places in 
which you act upon your stance. For those of you 
who are too chronologically young to vote, act 
with your time. Let people know that there is 
much more at stake here than what Gore, Bush, 
and the plutocracy will ever lead you to believe! 

Music for the masses 

It has been a great period for reissues and col¬ 
lections. Captain Oi has put out massive quanti¬ 
ties of collections, and a few of the stand out. 
The Lurkers, The Vibrators, and Slaughter and 
the Dogs rank highly as must haves for those who 
appreciate the 70’s scene. Broken Rekids released 
a Fuel compilation that is really, really great. All 
the material was recorded around 1990. All top 
notch. Never thought I would say that either. Fi¬ 
nally, a long overdue recognition of the False 
Prophets was achieved through a compilation 
released by Alternative Tentacles. So, there you 
have it. Some great old stuff to mesh in with the 
great new stuff. 


logical 

Compassion 

byMflall 
(aka Jeff -Kookio) 


More Urgent than Unity: 

Lending a Hand (or an Ear) 

“I'm sorry things didn't work out with ( )!’ 

“It’s alright. I don't really let myself get close 
to people anymore ” 

‘7 understand. Why?" 

"Oh, had stuff'.' 

And the part that really kills me is that I virtu¬ 
ally always know what ‘bad stuff’ is meant to 
imply. The number of people, both men and 
women, especially among those in our ‘subcul¬ 
ture’ who’ve had to experience and cope with this 
‘bad stuff’ astounds me. 

The frequency of both rape and child abuse in 
the United States is on the rise. It seems like al¬ 
most everyone I’ve met through this scene has 
been violently abused by either a family member 
or a stranger. Again and again I watch, often feel¬ 
ing like there’s nothing I can do to help, as those 
friends and acquaintances suffer through disturb¬ 
ing patterns of self-abuse. Not to mention those 
who have been socially or emotionally paralyzed 
by their experiences. 

Self-mutilation. Drug abuse. Consistently 


making decisions that destroy loving friendships 
and relationships. Struggling to trust the trust¬ 
worthy. Fearing intimacy on many different lev¬ 
els even with the most sensitive and caring of 
people. 

It is in the eyes, scars, words and anger of my 
peers that I sense feelings of betrayal so deep that 
it’s no surprise where many of us find the drive 
to take that first step of saying, “Screw normal!” 
These feelings and shattered illusions of safety 
in our homes, in our neighborhoods or in our 
schools, for many of us, serve as an initial push 
from the thinly veiled mendacity of society. In 
turn they offer a sense of clarity and a desire for 
‘truth’ from our friends, from our music, and from 
those by whom we find ourselves governed. 

However, despite this hard won lucidity, there 
is little that compares to the confusion of a child 
whose preconceived sense of safety has been se¬ 
verely or completely compromised. 

The trauma tends to linger, whether we real¬ 
ize it or not. It would not be unreasonable to sug¬ 
gest that such trials have the potential to make us 
more sensitive to the suffering of others. Although 
that is not always how things turn out. 

There are those who refuse to believe this is a 
country with innocents on death row, a great many 
homeless veterans, an even greater number of 
starving children and a police force with an in¬ 
ternational reputation for shooting first and ask¬ 
ing questions later. 

Also, there are those among us who acknowl¬ 
edge these problems but feel there is little we can 
do to affect them. Some have tried and some 
haven’t, but understanding the plight of mankind 
and feeling that there’s little to be done about it 
certainly doesn’t raise anyone’s spirits. Such con¬ 
flict only serves to make us outwardly destruc¬ 
tive, self-destructive and depressed. 

Meanwhile, those of us who continue to seek 
avenues for change find ourselves caught up in 
the largest, most significant counter-system 
movement in this country since the Vietnam War. 
Slowly but surely, we’re shedding light on the 
cruel policies and dirty politics of the institutions 
and corporations targeted by the unionists, envi¬ 
ronmentalists, and activists at the WTO, Bio- 
Devastation, IMF, and R2K protests. 

Speaking as a young activist from a working 
class family, I hope we all can acknowledge the 
connection between the fact that parents are work¬ 
ing longer and harder hours for less pay and less 
benefits and the fact that more and more chil¬ 
dren are being abused or mistreated in their 
homes. 

In the past 25 years, the number of suicides by 
those between 15 and 24 has tripled. (Richard 
O’Connor Ph.D, Teen Suicide, http:// 
www.focusas.com/Suicide.html) 

Are we foolish enough to think this has noth¬ 
ing to do with the escalating levels of domestic 
abuse in American homes? And are we foolish 
enough to believe that the escalating abuse has 
nothing to do with the deteriorating standard of 
living for working people in this country? Cer¬ 
tainly we don’t believe that this new ‘miracle 
economy’—with its inflation, absurd wealth gap, 
and exploding utility/rent rates—is actually mak¬ 
ing life more pleasant for working people and 
their children. I doubt many of us are falling for 
the lie that the domestic and psychological prob¬ 
lems caused by the struggle to make ends meet 
can be assuaged by re-introducing religion into 
our homes and schools. 

Along those lines, we must understand the 


consequences it has on outwardly unique or 
troubled children when we allow conformity to 
be the modus operandi on our streets and in our 
schools. The corporations have realized that hav¬ 
ing everyone grow up eating the same food, lis¬ 
tening to the same music and wearing the same 
clothes can be as profitable as union busting! 
Children facing issues of abuse, rape or neglect 
often consciously or unconsciously distance 
themselves from their contented peers, not only 
emotionally and socially, but often through then- 
interests, clothing and music. Their problems are 
soon compounded by the thriving intolerance 
towards (social) diversity in American schools, 
which has only grown worse since the Colum¬ 
bine massacre. 

However, putting these issues aside for a bit, 
the point of this article is to ask if those of us 
struggling against ‘big brother’ and ‘corporate 
power’ are paying enough attention to the emo¬ 
tional and psychological toll this world we’ve 
been bom into is taking on people, not only on a 
global or national level, but in our very own scene 
and circles of friends? 

If a friend is abused or raped, our anger is first 
directed towards the abuser or rapist. Eventually, 
some begin to channel that anger towards the vio¬ 
lent, repressive, patriarchal institutions and value 
systems that breed the abusive, rapist scum in the 
first place. 

However, we must not only confront and at¬ 
tack the assailant(s). It is nothing less than our 
obligation to make certain that there is support 
and aid for our friends and family who have been 
victimized. This means providing something 
much more than a vengeful beat down, a sympa¬ 
thetic ear or a shoulder to cry on. 

We can rest assured that the state will not pro¬ 
vide effective help for the children the politicians 
pretend to care about. The Boston Globe may be 
a worthless rag, but last year they ran a great ex¬ 
posure article on the Massachusetts DSS (Depart¬ 
ment of Social Services) hotline for suicidal or 
abused children. The investigation was quite 
simple. Reporters from the Globe called the 
hotline, a toll-free number that had been adver¬ 
tised in schools and on billboards as a resource 
for teens suffering from depression or suicidal 
tendencies to call in the case of an emergency. 
The reporters doing the story got busy signals. 
Time and time and time again. 

Just imagine the message those dial tones sent 
to the people calling the hotline who were not 
professional journalists. 

Of course, this atrocity is not the fault of the 
men and women employed by the DSS. They can 
only hire so much help on the bare bones budget 
afforded them by the Massachusetts legislature. 

This is a perfect example of the absurd fiscal 
priorities set by the people running the show at 
the state house. They give million dollar kick back 
subsidies to local corporations like Raytheon and 
Verizon, as both companies do whatever they can 
to cut jobs and roll back employee benefits, as 
they tell teachers, parents and concerned citizens 
demanding better schools and counseling options 
for children that the money isn’t there. 

But oh yes, they’ve given us those splendid 
MCAS tests! The kids have to take numbers to 
talk to an overworked guidance councilor about 
getting smacked around at home but it’s OK be¬ 
cause we’re spending millions to make sure the 
ones who go to under-financed or inner city 
schools don’t graduate! If this were not a matter 
of life and death, I would probably be laughing. 











In any case, we understand that the govern¬ 
ment isn’t doing anything to help our friends who 
have been victimized or need help. We under¬ 
stand that we can be there for our friends, but 
that we don’t know and can’t help everyone. Most 
people cannot afford the luxury of seeing a pro¬ 
fessional counselor or psychologist. I don’t know 
too many kids in the hardcore/punk community 
who feel comfortable bringing their problems to 
a priest. 

I say that supporting our scene should involve 
more than booking shows and buying records. It 
should involve more than ‘having each other’s 
backs’. There is a pressing and urgent need for 
our community to start paying more attention, 
not only to social injustice and global suffering, 
but to the lives and suffering of the people within 
our D.I.Y. scene. 

Not many schools have the sensitivity or the 
initiative to organize group therapy sessions for 
rape victims, even when they know that rape is a 
problem on their campus or in their community. 
And what if a kid isn’t comfortable discussing 
personal problems with the same person who 
suspended him or her for wearing a Dead 
Kennedys shirt the week before? Why not take 
our cue from projects like the survivor’s circles 
or self defense sessions that groups like Riot Grrrl 
have organized in the past, and make sure any¬ 
one in our scene, or outside of our scene for that 
matter, has a tolerant, accepting group (whom 
they can identify with) to turn to when they need 
it most? 

Can’t our scene offer something more to people 
who want help for drug addiction than the heavy- 
handed stupidity of “hardline”? Maybe we can 
work on an alternative that won’t subject people 
to the Jesus speak of most AA programs or the 
high costs of most (decent) sobriety homes. 

In addition to distributing literature on Mumia 
Abu-Jamal and the Zapatistas at shows, I’d en¬ 
courage people to provide information for people 
on where they can turn if they’ve been raped, 
abused or just need somebody to listen. There 
are some amazing sites on the Internet to help 
self-mutilators, such as the SCARS project at 
http://www.dork.com/razors. Similar resources 
are available for people who are suicidal or de¬ 
pressed. In addition to links for political prison¬ 
ers, scene pages and cool bands, maybe those of 
us who do websites could take the time to hook 
up some of those links? 

Now I’m not saying every punk has to be a 
happy punk. I’m not expecting people to renounce 
cynicism and go ultra-‘posi’. But anyone who has 
lost a friend to suicide or experienced depression 
understands that those are not issues to be ig¬ 
nored or taken lightly. 

We’ve got D.I.Y. shows, records, zines and 
squats. Let’s work on D.I.Y. resources for D.I.Y 
kids to turn to when they’re in trouble, whether 
it’s a suicide hotline that someone actually an¬ 
swers, or an organized network of people will¬ 
ing to befriend/council kids who need help. 
Granted, most of us don’t have PhD’s in psychol¬ 
ogy or anything, but sometimes a simple word or 
piece of advice can make all the difference. 

We know this system is screwed up. We know 
many rapists get shorter prison terms than non¬ 
violent drug offenders. We’ve all heard the sto¬ 
ries about, or perhaps experienced firsthand, how 
completely screwed up the foster care/child ser¬ 
vices systems are in our respective cities and 
states. We know we can’t trust the governments 
or corporations who have taken control of this 


world to alleviate the suffering their society cre¬ 
ates, so let’s DO IT OURSELVES. 

In addition to taking a stand against the bosses 
and bastards causing global suffering, let’s pay 
attention to the kids sitting by themselves in the 
comer at the show, whether we know him/her or 
not. 

The most genuine and sincere activists I know 
incorporate activism into their lives, not because 
of dogmatism, but because they want to help 
people. The most genuine and sincere punks and 
subculture kids I know, whether they consider 
themselves ‘politically active’ or not, care about 
their friends. 

So it only makes sense that we work on this 
together. It’s hard enough being different as it is. 
Let’s watch out for each other. Let’s take care of 
each other. 

Byline: 

Jeff Hall’s zine, My Bad Poetry , is available for 

two stamps or trade: Jeff Hall, PO Box 9145, 

Room #T 1209A, Boston, MA 02117 

More writing available on his personal homepage: 

http://myfreeoffice.com/jeff8163 

Jeff also sings for the activist punk/hardcore band, 

Disaster Strikes: http://myfreeoffice.com/ 

disasterstrikes 


Jason Schreurs- 
Bullshif Artist 


So, yeah, my straight edge band broke up a 
couple years back because we all lost the edge at 
a house party that we played at. After some seri¬ 
ous soul searching, I got out of music for awhile 
and took up professional kickboxing. 

It wasn’t until about six months later that my 
interest in playing music was rekindled when an 
old friend of mine asked me to join a band that 
was gonna be “hot shit.” I was stoked because 
the straight edge band had a pretty hardcore fol¬ 
lowing but hardly any girls liked us, and this new 
band was sure to draw the chicks. We even had 
plans to make great merchandise like girls pant¬ 
ies with the band’s name sewn on it and girls tank- 
tops in extra small sizes. At the band’s first jam 
we were able to decide on the name The Bay 
Window, but we had this huge argument over the 
direction of the band. The bass player, Tristan, 
said he wanted to sound exactly like The Prom¬ 
ise Ring and me and Johnny, the guy who asked 
me to join the band, thought that was a really 
lame way to start out a band. Too many bands 
were starting out trying to sound exactly like the 
Promise Ring and we thought that was totally 
the wrong way to go about doing things. Johnny 
and I said we wanted to sound just like Lifetime, 
and we were not going to back down on that one. 

Anyway, by the time we were ready to play 
shows we were coming along pretty good, a cool 
cross between Lifetime and The Promise Ring, 
but totally our own sound too, ya know? We re¬ 
corded a three-song CD-EP to sell at shows and 
decided $10 would be a fair price for it, consid¬ 
ering all the money we had spent on the record¬ 
ing. Our first show went pretty good but we got 
dicked around by the promoter who had us play 
first for some reason, so hardly anyone got to see 
us. Unfortunately, things went sour with the band 
right after what was supposed to be our second 
show. Another promoter decided that there wasn’t 


room on the bill for us at our first bar show, and 
we ended up not playing. On the ride home in 
my mom’s mini-van the band had a huge argu¬ 
ment when Tristan informed us he had another 
band going and they were really close to signing 
to Equal Vision, so we basically told him to take 
a hike and we didn’t want his ass anyway. Since 
Tristan wrote and sang most of our songs that 
was pretty much it for The Bay Window. 

It wasn’t too long before I was approached by 
some of my old straight edge buddies about join¬ 
ing their new band, Rib Cage, who played awe¬ 
some evil metal hardcore. How could I turn that 
down? I mean, I owned every single Iron Maiden 
CD at home, I even had their first record with 
that Rob Halford guy, way before Ozzy joined 
the band. Plus, I was super into all the metal bands 
Revelation Records had been putting out lately. 
Metal was where my roots were man, ya know? 
Rib Cage was a very important band for all of us, 
especially the singer Tommy. Tommy wrote great 
lyrics about things like friends who stab you in 
the back, and how serial killers are really bad. 
He even had one song about Chiapas which was 
really important to me because I totally support 
those people over there in Tibet and I hope the 
get their country back or whatever. The best part 
about Rib Cage was we totally went off live. At 
one show we got so aggro that the band smashed 
up the hall and the PA, and our guitar player 
Danny smashed up his mouth and he bled all over 
the fucking place. It was awesome! Oh ya, and 
our drummer Ricky smashed up his fingers he 
was hitting so hard. Later we found out that the 
guy who booked the show had to pay a bunch of 
damage costs on the hall and he wasn’t allowed 
to do shows there anymore. Ah well, just another 
victim of the Rib Cage wrecking machine! 

Sadly, Rib Cage only lasted two months be¬ 
cause we all decided to go our separate direc¬ 
tions. Personal differences, ya know? Also, 
Tommy accused me of not even liking metal, 
which totally blew my mind because I own ev¬ 
ery Megadeth record, including “Garage Days.” 
Whatever though man, it was time to move on. I 
think Tommy plays in a krishna band now and 
they are really close to signing a deal to Equal 
Vision. Like I care. 

I didn’t know what was next for me but I did 
know it was time for something new and differ¬ 
ent. So I kept my eyes and ears on the street and 
hoped for the best. One day I saw an ad hanging 
on a bulletin board at a local record store that 
said: “Wanna play some groovy rawk tunes? Got 
lots of hair and attitude? Call us, we’re looking 
for a keyboard player. 555-5482.” I was totally 
stoked. I mean, I’d never played keyboards in a 
band before, except for the piano intro I played 
on the first track of The Bay Window CD-EP, 
but I knew I could give ‘er a try and this was 
definitely something different. What I didn’t 
know was that this band was playing almost ex¬ 
actly the same type of rock as my new favorite 
band, The VSS. They went by the name The At¬ 
traction, and the first thing I noticed when I met 
my new bandmates was all the hair. Wow, these 
guys all had huge back-combed mop tops and I 
was impressed! I made the decision right then 
and there to grow out my buzzcut and finally get 
that dye job I had always wanted. Some people 
say redheads don’t look good with dyed hair, but 
I say that is bullshit man. 

So, yeah, that’s where I’m at now, just jam¬ 
ming with The Attraction, bringing in some fresh 
new sounds with the keyboard, keeping it real 








and kicking it brother. I’m just hanging loose. 
The band’s doing really good too. We’ve only 
played three shows and we’ve already had offers 
from some smaller labels to press a one-sided 14 
inch picture disc. We could have a record out right 
now if we wanted, but we’ve all decided we want 
to take our time and hold out for a deal with GSL. 
Either that or Epitaph. I heard they want to sign 
some new bands now that The Refused broke up. 


Metal Heart 

by Greg Pratt 


NO MINORS 

Like many of you reading this, underground 
punk/metal/hardcore, etc. saved me from going 
insane when I was a teenager. It was music that I 
could relate to and take away the loneliness and 
alienation of being young and feeling fucked up. 
The happiest memories of my teen years are go¬ 
ing downtown with friends, buying records and 
racing home and listening to them, over and over. 

Of course, that can’t compare to the shows. 
Actually seeing the same bands play live, right 
there in front of us, was incredible. Everyone from 
us scrawny shy 15 year olds to the intimidating 
30 year olds were having the time of our lives. 

I never put any thought to bar shows or all ages 
shows until one of my favorite bands at the time 
came to town. They were from New York and I 
couldn’t believe they were actually playing here, 


Victoria! I was stoked, to say the least. Then I 
found out it was at a bar, and you aren’t allowed 
in the building unless you’re 19 years of age or 
older. 

That night was very depressing to me, as mu¬ 
sic was holding the frail strands of my teenage 
sanity together, and there, in the same town, was 
a band I listened to all the time, and I wasn’t al¬ 
lowed to go see them play and meet them. Inci¬ 
dentally, the band broke up recently and I never 
did get to see them play. Punk and metal are forms 
of music based around youth, no one can deny 
that. So can someone tell me why the fuck punk 
and metal bands insist on playing shows that 
youth can not attend? 

The most common answer I hear when rallying 
on about how shitty bar shows are is that “people 
feel uncomfortable at all-ages shows so we’d 
rather play a bar.” I don’t really need to point out 
the fact that at least people CAN come to all¬ 
ages shows. The next most popular excuse is that 
bars pay more. Uh, sure... I mean, they do, they 
do. But for that matter, quit your band and be¬ 
come a cop or something, that pays even more! 
This opens up the “making money off your band” 
thing, which we won’t get into here. However, if 
the reason you’re in a band is to play shows that 
pay the most, start a band that sounds like The 
Tragically Hip (Canadian joke, sorry) and go play 
some beer company-supported moshfest, don’t 
try to make your living off of the punk scene. 

This brings up another point: alcohol. I’m sure 
a lot of ya’ll drink so this won’t gain me many 
friends, but, come on... as a child, the old swill 
brought a lot of bad times into my family. This 


problem was solved soon enough, but sure got 
me off to a bad start with the monkey juice, and 
I’m sure that a good amount of you can relate. In 
my teen years, the shit brought more troubles and 
more alienation, and now that I’m older it just 
doesn’t go away—from the drunken interroga¬ 
tions if you are out walking around at night to 
the shitty neighbors that party all night, drinking 
and grunting at each other to the horrible adver¬ 
tising that these companies use. Call me a party 
pooper, but, boy, the shit sucks. So, you play a 
bar show and you get paid some good fuckin’ 
flow, and it’s from the sales of this magic juice 
that destroys families and kills people. Cheers! 

I had made up my mind a couple years ago 
that I am really not into bar shows, but would 
still go to a local bar when one of my favorite 
bands came through. This only happened a few 
times (I can still smell the smoke), and now I’ve 
come to the conclusion that I will not step foot in 
a building that declares that a certain segment of 
the population cannot go in. I wouldn’t go in a 
building if women weren’t allowed in, if blacks 
weren’t allowed in, and I won’t go in if youth 
aren’t allowed in. Join me in this, book all-ages 
shows yourself. If you don’t know how, ask some¬ 
one in your town who has, it is easy and anyone 
can do it. Contact some bands you like who come 
through your town and play the bars, and tell them 
you’ll do an all-ages show for them instead. Un¬ 
derground music shouldn’t be about discrimina¬ 
tion, let’s make it available for all ages, always. 

Feel free to contact me at demento 
@islandnet.com or PO Box SI83, Victoria BC, 
V8W 3R8, Canada. 



..And From The Zero Boys, 
Prices: (via Mail Order) Coming October 

Cassette $7.00, 7" EP $3.00 

Make Payments in U.S. Funds, - 1 

For U.S. orders, price includes postage. if 

For orders to Canada, add SI per item: to '!/■'*' J| * 

Mexico, Central America. South America 

and Europe add S2 per Item: to Asia. Africa 

and Australia/Pacific Rim, add S3 per item. gPjHEifiSEBuIasSB 


Include your name, address, the catalog 
numbers and format (CD, LP or whatever.) 
Write us for a Free Catalog or check out 
our website at panicbuttonrecords.com 


: ^ Screeching Weasel- 
I « Teen Punks In Heat 

Available on LP, CD & Cassette 
Release Date: September, 12th 
Catalog #: PB 285 
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Chicago, IL 60614-8010, USA 
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Livin’ in The 80‘s 
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PRINTED MATTER 


More zine reviews. One of the tough¬ 
est sections to complete. Kudos to any¬ 
one who makes an honest effort to put 
out something provocative, thoughtful 
and, most important, readable. As ifVm 
any great example of the above. 

Oh yeah, any place where / listed the 
price as “postage,” there wasn’t a price 
to found on or in the zine, so send $1 
plus maybe a few stamps to at least 
make sure costs are covered. Vve also 
included e-mail addresses where avail¬ 
able, to get more mailorder info from 
these zines. 

KEY: 

X = Xeroxed 
O = Offset/Printed 
D = Digest-sized 
T = Tabloid or over-sized 
N = Newsprint 
G = Glossy cover 

ALARM PRESS #6-7 and 
S TRAIGHT FORCE #5 (PO Box 

200069, Boston, MA 02120, 
alarmpress@mindspring.com, 0,64 pg., 
$3) Same ‘zine, but they decided to 
change names. Over the past few issues, 
there’s also been a metamorphosis, bal¬ 
ancing the music coverage with non-mu¬ 
sical issues. There's been an aesthetic 
metamorphosis, as well, with a full color 
cover and heavier paper stock. In #5, 
there’s a lengthy piece on the abortion 
issue, featuring interviews with a physi¬ 
cian at a reproductive clinic, a clinic es¬ 
cort and an anti-abortion counselor, plus 
Jimmy Eat World and Apocalypse 
Hoboken. #6 includes an interview with 
Steve Provizer from Allston-Brighton 
Free Radio, a community station in Bos¬ 
ton on which I do a hardcore show. There 
are also conversations with Vinny from 
Grey Area, Rob from Judas Factor, Jonah 
from OneLineDrawing and a fictional 
piece. #7 has interviews w/Nerve Agents, 
All, Casket Lottery, Shiner, Shai Halud 
and the people behind Vinyl Video, where 
they've apparently found a way to record 
video onto LP records... hard to explain. 
Read the interview. Each issue also has 
columns, reviews and fiction. This zine 
has come a long way. 

ATTENTION DEFICIT DISORDER 

#8-9 (PO Box 8240, Tampa, FL 33674, 
addzine@gte.net, ONG, 84 pg., $3) In¬ 
terviews w/Aaron of Probe, Kid Dyna¬ 
mite, Fifteen, Leatherface, plus a history 



of that band by Tiltwheel’s Davey Quinn. 
Also a diary of a stint in county jail by 
one writer, a metal update and toy re¬ 
views, including a list of toys that “must 
be destroyed” (beanie babies and wres¬ 
tling toys make the list). The comics 
supplement also has more mullets than 
you probably want to look at. #9 has an 
“Ask The Mullet” advice column (had 
to happen!), plus an interview with a re¬ 
formed mullet-head, a piece on up & 
coming hip-hop acts and interviews w/ 
Var from No Idea, Drew from Fastmusic, 
Virgil from Suburban Home, SOIA and 
the loser who publishes Suburban Punk 
or some zine like that. 

AGREE TO DISAGREE #8 (PO Box 
56057, 1st Avenue Postal Outlet, 
Vancouver, BC CANADA V5L 5E2, 
a2d@hotmail.com, ON, 32 pg., post¬ 
age?) Standard column, interview, re¬ 
view format, this time including Trial, 
Infiltrators and Flashlight. The columns 
tend to touch on the personal and can 
tear at the soul, such as with Brian 
Disagree’s. 

BI G TAK E OVER #45-46 (249 
Eldridge St., #14, NY, NY 10002, 
jrabid@bigtakeover.com, OG, 200+ pg., 
$4.95 ppd/$ 18 for 4 issues) The typically 
mammoth effort and, for these two is¬ 
sues, there are interviews with Joe 
Strummer (spread over both), Brian Wil¬ 
son of the Beach Boys (wow!!), Aveng¬ 
ers, Promise Ring (can’t have every¬ 
thing), Supergrass, Wipers, Bad Brains, 
Hugh Cornwell (Stranglers), Mekons, 
Leatherface, Colin Blunstone of the 
Zombies (wow, again!) and others. The 
60s to the present, whatever catches Jack 
and his staffers’ fancy. He’s loyal to the 
bands/music he champions and it comes 
out through the writing. An encyclope¬ 
dia-like attention to detail, I might add. 
With all the articles, reviews and col¬ 
umns, there’s weeks of reading in here. 
Maybe months. Looks great, too, with 
glossy pages and a color cover. 

BOO K OF LETTERS #12 (PO Box 

890, Allston, MA 02134, 
richmackin@earthlink.net, XD, 42 pg., 
$3 ppd) Letters to corporations and then- 
responses. Only there don’t seem to be 
as many taking the bait this time. You 
know the drill by now. Rich even gets 
poetic this time (see, he really is a con¬ 
sumer defense poet!), sending some 
haikus to the victims, uh, companies. 

BRIDGES FREEZE FIRST #6 (301 
Newbury St., #154, Danvers, MA 01923, 
XD, 48 pg., 250 + stamps) Cut ‘n paste 
and tiny print, and looking like it was 
slapped together in a haphazard fashion, 
but some interesting interviews, particu¬ 
larly where Matt gives Karl Earth Crisis 
a hard time (well, not too hard a time). 
Anti-Flag, Vic Ruggerio, Hepcat and 
Anti-Flag are featured, as well. 

CA RNAGE AS ADA #2 (1331 Kelp St., 
Oxnard, CA 93035, X, 34 pg., $1) From 
the same town as It’s Alive and, as with 
that ‘zine, the emphasis is on the visual. 
Basically a photo-zine, although with 
accompanying thoughts on the band or 


show where they played. Done in a cut 
‘n paste, collage format. Creative. 

CA USTIC TRUTH S #74 (PO Box 

54298, 152 Carlton St., Toronto, ON 
M5A 2K0, caustic@interlog.com, ON, 
32 pg., price?) 74 issues? These people 
might be as me. OK, maybe not, but 
still... Columns, reviews and interviews 
w/Frank Kozik and the editors of Punk 
Fiction ‘zine. 

CHICKEN US GQQD FQQ P #6 (PO 

Box 642634, SF, CA 94164-2634, 
info@chickenisgoodfood.com, O, 80 
pg., $3) No mad-libs, this time, but there 
are IQ tests with American Steel, Teen 
Idols and Mustard Plug and an interview 
with the Vindictives. This is the technol¬ 
ogy issue, as well, with a time-line his¬ 
tory of computers, a tribute to early 80s 
computer games and dates of noteable 
inventions. Plus a run-down on possibly 
gay cartoon characters, fun things to do 
at Wal-Mart and the obligatory review 
section. 

CLAMOR #2 (PO Box 1225, Bowling 
Green, OH 43402, clamormagazine 
@hotmail.com, OG, $4 ppd) A glossy 
magazine that’s basically a cultural/po¬ 
litical journal with more of a pronounced 
musical emphasis and co-edited by Jen 
Angel. Everything from women in hip- 
hop to travel articles to a piece on grow¬ 
ing on economic disparity to punk fash¬ 
ion to male sexualilty. Doesn’t have that 
consume or die aesthetic, either, as it’s 
not overrun with advertising. The writ¬ 
ing is informative as well. Definitely 
some potential, here. 

CO UN TER T H EORY #2 (12850 St. 
Rd 84, Davie, FL 33235, CounterTheory 
@hotmail.com, ON, 72 pg., $2 ppd) 
Punk, hardcore, ska and indy rock is cov¬ 
ered in this fairly thick zine. The usual 
interviews (mainly 1-2 pages apiece), 
reviews, columns, short fictional pieces 
and some of the interviews are done “20 
Question” style. Subjects include Hot 
Water Music, Kid Dynamite, In My 
Eyes, Olivia Tremor Control. Panthro 
UK, Discount, Judas Factor, Reel Big 
Fish (ugh), plus the movers ‘n shakers 
behind the Boxcar and Crank labels, 
Hodgepodge ‘zine and Holiday Matinee 
publicity. 

DISCO N NEC T ED #1 (PO Box 4692, 
Pocatello, ID 83205-4692, disconnected 
@ida.net, ONT, 22 pg., $1) A couple of 
the pages in this tabloid-sized ‘zine are 
intentionally left blank and that seems 
like a waste of space. The writing isn’t 
too well-developed yet, to be honest, nor 
are the interviews all that substantial 
(Misfits, Sick Of It All, Boils, AFI). No 
photos, either. And the term “PC fags” 
in Aaron’s column is an immediate turn¬ 
off. Can’t find too much positive to say. 
Sorry. 

ENGINE #5 (PO Box 64666, Los An¬ 
geles, CA 90064, engine98@ 
hotmail.com, ON, 64 pg., $3 ppd) Un¬ 
derground punk and hardcore with a 
solid graphic presentation, but not of the 
over-artsy variety. You won’t find the 
Bouncing Souls or MxPx in here. In¬ 
stead, it’s the likes of Devola, Society 
Of Jesus, DS-13, Opstand, Devoid Of 
Faith (RIP), Los Crudos (RIP) and 
Hellnation. Plus zine and record reviews 


and a Spazz tour diary from ‘97. 

FLIPSIDE #120-122 (PO Box 60790, 
Pasadena, CA 91116, flipside@ 
ix.netcom.com, OGN, 180 + pg., $3) A 
continuing dedication to the music they 
love, but more than just that. A column 
in #121, for instance, has an interesting 
tribute to the Dave Clark 5 and there’s 
also a piece on the Pinkerton detective 
agency—you know, the “thugs” that a 
certain New England band took their 
name from? Also, there’s an interview 
with a long-time, pseudonymous insider 
providing a look “behind the scenes” of 
the music biz’s mechanations, a history 
of Circle One and interviews with Fear, 
Dictators, One Man Army, Lunachicks, 
Lydia Lunch and others. Moving back 
to #120, the history lesson is about the 
Molly Maguires, a 19th century group 
of radicalized mine workers who engage 
on a path of retribution and, in the mod¬ 
em era, interviews with the controver¬ 
sial Blood Axis, plus Hot Water Music, 
the Hookers, Leatherface, Von Zippers 
and the asshole who publishes the zine 
you’re holding. #122, coming out after 
a long delay (due to problems and liti¬ 
gation w/their ex-distributor) includes 
Boris The Sprinkler, Make Up, Jordan 
from Revelation Records, Tiltwheel and 
WHN? Don’t overlook the columns, as 
they’re packed with not only scene data, 
but ruminations on topics both inside and 
outside the musical realm. 

FU CKTQQTH #24/ SPECTACLE #5: 
THOUGHTS ON TECHNOLOGY 

(PO Box 353, Mentor, OH 44061, OD, 
100 pg., $3 ppd) More a booklet or jour¬ 
nal than a zine, as Jen and Theo from 
Fucktooth and Spectacle, respectively, 
team up for this series of essays and ar¬ 
ticles on “the effects of technology on 
our lives and the world.” Pieces on bio¬ 
technology, a history of the Luddite 
movement, Israel’s nuclear weapons ca¬ 
pacity and a critique of computers. There 
are also interviews with a young animal 
rights activist named Tony Wong and 
Nathan Berg, who writes for MRR and 
has served as a city councilor in Wis¬ 
consin. This made me think of the Baf¬ 
fler to an extent and that’s not a bad thing. 

FULL FORCE ATTAK #1-2 (PO Box 

1427, Concord, MA 01742, XD, 32, 44 
pg., postage) Skinhead orientation, with 
interviews of the guy behind 
skinheads.net, an incarcerated skin and 
such bands as Special Duties, Vicious 
Rumours and Iron Cross (now that’s 
pretty impressive). They also talk to the 











































Dropkicks and the creators of Troma. 
Second issue shows improvement from 
the first. 

GAME OF THE ARSEHQLES #3 (9 
Fenwick Rd., Whippany, NJ 07981, X, 
6 pg., stamp) Small, but I like this mini- 
zine’s coverage of hardcore records both 
old and new. The affection for obscure 
international HC wins 'em points, in my 
book. I’ve seen a lot of distros carrying 
this zine, or write to Stuart. 

HE ARTATTACK #24-26 (PO Box 848, 
Goleta, CA 93116, heartattack@ 
ebullition.com, ON, 76 pg., $1.50 ppd) 
Always plenty of food for thought in this 
‘zine, from the lively letters and column 
section to the probing (but not always 
lengthy) interviews to the thematic is¬ 
sues they do from time to time. For Kent, 
hardcore can be both a source of tremen¬ 
dous inspiration and also frustrating as 
hell—he takes the latter tack for an open¬ 
ing editorial in #24, critiquing the lack 
of substance or content he perceives in 
today’s music. He wants it to touch his 
soul, to be revitalizing and I’ll concur 
that, at it’s best, that’s what punk or 
hardcore (or any style of music that one 
is passionate about) can accomplish. #24 
includes interviews with Catharsis and 
Noothgrush; #25 features an article on 
the unrest in the Balkan region from the 
point of view of people who live there. 
The myriad of columns cover wide ter¬ 
ritory, from personal to societal issues. 
#26 focuses on non-white folks involved 
in the punk scene—people of Asian, 
Latino, African-American and other 
backgrounds contribute columns or are 
interviewed. Among the people heard 
from are Taina from Anti-Product, Felix 
from Life’s Halt, Steve Aoki of Dim- 
Mak Records, Zanne from Rehash zine 
and Jose Palofax from Bread & Circuits. 
Heartattack is more a collection of voices 
generating a dialogue than a forum to 
promote the latest hot band and there’s 
definitely a need for that. 

HIT LIST Vol. 1, #5-6; Vol. 2, #1-3 (PO 
Box 8345, Berkeley, CA 94707, 
bigunit@pacbell.net, OG, 150+ pg., 
$3.95/$20 ppd for 1 year) Some people 
don’t like this zine’s attitude, so I sup¬ 
pose they’re doing something right. 
Truth be told, / don’t always like what I 
read in there and I write for ‘em. This is 
a journal of low-down, dirty punk, rock, 
hardcore and garage forms, along with 
columns touching on everything from 
these style of music to its history to per¬ 
sonal, sexual and political issues from 
all sides of the fence. Jeff Bale bashes 
the WTO protesters, for instance, in his 
typically contrarian method. Other col¬ 
umnists dishing their POV every issue 
include Vic Bondi, Larry Livermore, 
Jack Rabid from Big Takeover , N0rb, the 
Feederz’ Frank Discussion, Mel 
Cheplowitz, Phil “Whiskey Rebel” 
Irwin, Tim Chandler of Mutant Pop 
Records, Ed Dawson from Flipside and 
the Angry Samoans’ Gregg Turner, to 
name names. The interviews are often 
lengthy and in-depth, such as the 20+ 
page piece on the Dwarves in Vol. 1, #6, 
that tells you everything you’d want to 
know or perhaps more than you need to 
know. That one also includes a history 
of power pop and a diary of the Social 
Chaos tour written by DOA’s Joey 
Shithead. Joe Strummer gets the cover 


for #5 and there’s also an interview with 
the promoters of Incredibly Strange 
Wrestling, plus Leatherface and the 
Bellrays. Vol. 2, #1 features Kid Dyna¬ 
mite, American Steel, Supersuckers, Lib¬ 
ertine and also has an article on military 
use of mind control technology that’s 
quite chilling. V.2#2 is fucking massive, 
up over 200 pages and features Hudson 
Falcons, AFI, Tiger Army, Hot Water 
Music, Randumbs, plus a piece on psy¬ 
chedelic poster art. V.3#3 has a series of 
articles on the anti-WTO protesters and 
some of the unsavory elements lurking 
in that movement, plus Demonics, Val¬ 
entine Killers, Bulemics and Bad Luck 
13. Each issue includes a lengthy review 
section, as well. It’s not a candy-coated 
‘zine, for sure, and shock value is a cal¬ 
culated element, but there’s definitely a 
genuine love for rock music running 
through this. 

HODGEPODGE #6 (983 Little Neck 
Ave., N. Bellmore, NY 11710, 
cestpodge@aol.com, O, 96 pg, $3 ppd) 
Impressive-looking, with a heavy stock 
cover and newsprint and the contents are 
equally impressive. Thick and wordy, 
with lengthy pieces on the Seattle pro¬ 
tests, genetic engineering and the WTO, 
plus an interview with human rights ac¬ 
tivist Anuradha Mittal. On the musical 
side, there are interviews with Cathar¬ 
sis, Rainer Maria and Dismemberment 
Plan. An intersection of activism and 
music. To Mike, it “isn’t just about mu¬ 
sic. It’s about beauty and struggle and 
resistance and making this world a bet¬ 
ter place.” 

IM PAC T PRESS #23-28 (10151 Uni¬ 
versity Blvd., #151, Orlando, FL 32817, 
impact-press@mindspring.com, ON, 48 
pg., $2 ppd) The hot-button issues of the 
day in a readable format... creationism, 
the death penalty, prison issues, genetic 
engineering, greyhound racing, same- 
sex marriage, the growing economic gap 
and censorship, to name just a few top¬ 
ics in recent issues. A journal of progres¬ 
sive though and, despite the preponder¬ 
ance of record label ads, the music cov¬ 
erage remains largely restricted to a short 
review section. To be honest, the reviews 
aren’t as well-written as the other stuff 
in here (and sometimes just seem like 
rehashes of the press release), but they 
do have more of a connection to under¬ 
ground music than Z or The Progressive, 
both of which tend to have too much of 
a granola-head emphasis. 

I N SIP E F R O N T #12 (2695 Range- 
wood Drive, Atlanta, GA 30345, ON, 
136 pg., $4 ppd) To the Crimethlnc. col¬ 
lective, the group of people behind this 
‘zine, hardcore is a stimulus to thought, 
to knowlege, to action. Needless to say, 
Inside Front is a bit deeper than the typi¬ 
cal interview/review ‘zine, although 
those elements are in here. A long ar¬ 
ticle/interview with Refused. In addition, 
there’s an interview with Federico of the 
Brazilian band Point Of No Return that 
touches not only on the Brazilian 
hardcore scene, but also on their connec¬ 
tion with the EZLN. Scene reports, ac¬ 
tivist information, even a piece from 
Brian of Catharsis on how to take care 
of your voice if you sing in a band. Ev¬ 
erything here—the articles, interviews, 
columns and reviews— make the effort 
to be as in-depth as possible. The zine 


comes with a 6” record by Finnish band 
Umlaut and there’s also a reprint of an 
MRR interview with the band. The 6" 
comes in its own sleeve and is com¬ 
pletely raging (see record review sec¬ 
tion). I look forward to the next install¬ 
ment. 



IT’S ALIVE #18 (PO Box 6326, Ox¬ 
nard, CA 93031-6326, itsalive@ 
hotmail.com, O, 56 pg., $2 ppd) Pack¬ 
aged inside a printed manilla envelope, 
with a zine and extra flyers with remi¬ 
niscences about the particular show on 
the back. A collection of photos and fly¬ 
ers and, without words, effectively con¬ 
veying the bands’ energy and intensity. 
Fred’s got a talent as a photographer. 

JADEP IN C H IC A GO #8 (4031 For¬ 
est Ave., Western Springs, IL 60558, 
JadedNChi@aol.com, O, 32 pg., $1) 
Short interviews w/Anti-Flag, Get Up 
Kids, Apocalypse Hoboken, Small 
Brown Bike, reviews, columns/commen¬ 
tary. The photos are good, here. 

JERSEY B EAT #66-67 (418 Gregory 
Ave., Weehawken, NJ 07087, 
Jim@jerseybeat.com, OG, 116, 120 pg., 
$3 ppd) #66 has an exploration of the 
future of rock ‘n roll, from different 
points of view, plus the standard wide 
range of musical coverage. Interviews 
this time with Dave Smalley, Kill Your 
Idols, Bill from Blackout Records, MTX, 
Agnostic Front, Get Up Kids and oth¬ 
ers. #67 gets kind of indy rock ‘n emo 
on ‘ya, with Saves The Day, Rainer 
Maria, The Lapse and the Anniversary. 
There are also diaries of the weaselly 
SXSW conference and more grass-roots 
WE Fest. I do skip over the ska and soft 
rock columns, but there’s definitely 
something for every taste in here. 

THE KIDS HAVE HAD THEIR SAY 

#1 (Clint, 34 Atchison Rd., Macquarie 
Fields, NSW, 2564, AUSTRALIA, X, 38 
pg., $3 + postage) Cut and paste and 
dedicated to old-school hardcore, in case 
you couldn’t tell. A reprint of an old 
Project X interview, plus new interviews 
with Dicky Barrett about Impact Unit 
and Craig and Armand about Straight 
Ahead. Other bands interviewed are 
Blood Of Others, Eyeball and Bare 
Knuckle Fight, plus the usual reviews 
and columns. 

LOLLIPOP #50 (PO Box 441493, Bos¬ 
ton, MA 02144, feedback® 
lollipop.com, OGN, 148 pg., $4.95) The 


millenial issue, so it sez, which means 
they look both into the glass and back 
over time a bit Scott Hefflon’s editorial, 
“Why The Music Industry Is So Screwed 
Up” is a humorous kvetch about the 
workings of the biz, detailing how the 
so-called game works. Of course. Lolli¬ 
pop (and SV!) do act as pawns in this 
game to an extent, by reviewing the shit 
they send us and running their ads. Any¬ 
way, a wide scope of music, film, games 
and video, featuring Nebula, L7, Greg 
Shaw from Bomp Records, NUFAN and 
others. Can’t say that I dig all the stuff 
they cover nor are all their writers always 
that astute, but Lollipop also surprises 
me on occasion, and in a good way. 

MANIC DEPRESSANT #8 (4034 N. 
Mississippi, Portland, OR 97227, XD, 
36 pg., postage?) The note that came 
with this zine mentioned SV’s “overall 
glossiness and professionalism.” Ha! 
That’s a laugh. Amazing how people 
perceive things. Anyway, this ‘zine con¬ 
sists of a collection of reviews, observa¬ 
tions, plus there’s an interview with 
people squatting a building in Seattle and 
an article on primate research. An em¬ 
phasis on activism. 

MA N GELSLAK.T #2 (PO Box 

580402, Minneapolis, MN 55458, 
mangelslakt@aol.com, XD, 80 pg., $2 
ppd) Felix Havoc slid me a copy of this 
when he came through with DS-13 and 
it’s a pretty cool zine. Small type, cut ‘n 
paste style and packed with reviews, in¬ 
terviews and scene reports that have a 
world-wide DIY punk and hardcore 
scope. Interviews w/Discontrol, 
Warsore, Forca Macabra, columns, a re¬ 
view of the Old Bam Fest and more. 

MA XIMU M P U N K SIZE #2 (Boberic 
Dejan, R. Rakocevica 9b, 23272 Novi 
Becej, Serbia, YUGLOSLAVI A, XD, 68 
pg., price?) Not sure what language this 
is in, but it’s not English. A lot in this 
half-sized zine, though, including an in¬ 
terview w/Showcase Showdown (!). 
Vapids, Dirt Bike Annie, Hellacopters 
and Mad Parade are also in here, and 
there’s a Bruisers’ discography. A wide 
selection of bands. 

MO T I ON S IC KNESS #8-9 (PO Box 

24277, St. Louis, MO 63130, ON, 80 pg., 
philsick@swbell.net, $2 ppd) I guess my 
fears about the demise of this zine were 
unwarranted and Phil’s published two 
more issues. Continuing to be an inter¬ 
esting, entertaining read, a reflection of 
personality as well as musical taste. #8 
has an interview with Steve Harris of 
Iron Maiden, talking about their albums, 
plus short talks with Discount and Dig¬ 
ger and, at its heart, a plethora of writ¬ 
ings and reviews from Phil and his co¬ 
horts. #9 is the Punks Over 30 issue, fea¬ 
turing interviews with a bunch of old 
farts, including yours truly, Dan Yemin 
of Kid Dynamite, Tilt, Chris Dodge from 
Spazz, Dave Smalley, Russ Rankin of 
Good Riddance, Jeff from Capitalist 
Casualties, Buzzcocks and others. I al¬ 
ways enjoy receiving this ‘zine. 

MUTANT RENEGADE #13-14 (PO 

Box 3445, Dayton, OH 45401, 
grog@mutant-renegade.com, ONG, 68 
pg., $3.00 ppd) Witty, a bit off the wall, 
as they cover music and other so-called 
culture. Short interviews with the 

























Streetwalkin’ Cheetah, Sheila Chandra 
and a local dominatrix in #13, which also 
includes a personal reminiscence of the 
guy who wrote “Heartbreak Hotel,” can¬ 
didates for the Anti-Christ (Pat Buchanan 
and Martha Stewart make the cut). #14 
has an interview and tribute to Joan Jett, 
pieces on some local Dayton art and 
music luminaries (Gary Thompson, Irish 
Leo, Tom Watson, Dr. Creep, who hosted 
a local TV show), plus a review of a 
neighborhood bar. Each issue also has 
an extensive music review section. 

M Y bad POE TRY #1-2 (PO Box 

9145, Room #T1209A, Boston, MA 
02117, jeff8163@aol.com, XD, 56 pg., 
2 stamps or trade) Two booklets of po¬ 
etry, fiction, photos and essays by Jeff 
Hall, who contributes to SV. I’m not re¬ 
ally into poetry, to be honest.. Jeff’s work 
veers towards the abstract and intensely 
personal. He’s also committed to larger 
issues, though, as the piece on Iraqui 
sanctions quickly indicates, as does his 
essay on the post-Columbine crackdown 
on kids (a reprint of his last SV column). 
Balancing the personal and political. 

NO LONGER BLIND #7 (Daniel 
Stewart, 74 Gladstone Ave., Wollon¬ 
gong, NSW 2500, AUSTRALIA, nxlxb 
@yahoo.com, 0,40 pg., $3 ppd or trade) 
Interviews with In My Eyes, Grade, 
Found My Direction, Reach The Sky and 
Self-Reliance. There’s also a section that 
discusses “spirituality within hardcore” 
and features an interview with a mem¬ 
ber of CeaseFire, who has rather scary/ 
regressive viewpoints on homosexuality 
(a “perversion”) and states that yer goin’ 
to hell unless you accept his god. Makes 
me glad I rejected their CD for review 
when it was sent to me. The interview 
with Suicidal Tendencies is just idiotic 
and shouldn’t have run (no substance at 
all). There’s also a reprint of an old 
Crippled Youth interview from MRR. I 
like the cut ‘n paste format—it’s a throw¬ 
back and an enjoyble one. 

QX #37-39 (c/o Joachim Hiller, POJJox 
143445, D-45264 Essen, GERMANY, 
OG, 148-156 pg., $5 ppd) #37 has a bu¬ 
colic mountain scene on the cover that 
runs contrary to the less-than-bucolic 
music covered within. #38 says the fuck 
with being bucolic and puts rock 
scuzzbuckets the Dwarves on the cover. 
A variety of band, articles, all of it in 
German. #37 features an article on por¬ 
nography, int. w/Hot Water Music, 
Spermbirds, Get Up Kids, Avail and the 
Bevis Frond. #38 has the Wipers, Radio 
Birdman (a history of the band and short 
interview with Deniz Tek), NRA, 
Supersuckers and an article on the MP3 
format. #39 has the ever-beautiful New 
Bomb Turks on the cover, plus Burning 
Airlines, Zeros, UK Subs and Vision. It’s 
not just the bands they cover, either, but 
the labels behind them. Jade Tree, Howl¬ 
ing Bull and Asian Man are featured in 
these issues. Each installment is packed 
with a ton of interviews, reviews and 
other whimsy and also comes with a CD 
sampler averaging over 30 tracks apiece 
and with bands from all over the world. 
The sampler with #39 has an absolutely 
smokin’ piece of garage punk from 
Superhelicopter. 

PASAZER #13-14 (PO Box 42,39-201 
Debica 3, POLAND, pasazer@ 


mtnet.com.pl, OGD, 164 pg., price?) A 
lot in here, plus a 30+ song CD of Pol¬ 
ish and European bands (far as I can tell) 
in each issue. All in Polish, though, 
which doesn’t help me in reading it... too 
bad, because there are interviews, in #13, 
with Subhumans, Oi Polloi, Active 
Minds, Avail, Agnostic Front and, in #14, 
there are pieces on the Buzzcocks, Good 
Clean Fun, Ray Cappo and the DK’s. 
The CD’s are a mixed bag of punk, 
hardcore, pop, ska and weirdness. 
Among the highlights are the urgent 
hardcore from Misconduct, Rezim, remi¬ 
niscent of Inferno, rage and fury from 
1125, Lesser Of Two, Mars Moles, 
Schizma and Separation. Pidzama Porno 
appropriate the Ruts’ “Babylon’s Burn¬ 
ing” into their own punky/skank song 
and do a good job of it. Not sure of the 
price—you should write to them first, if 
you’re curious. 

PLASTIC BOMB #30 (Postfach 
100205, 47002 Duisburg, GERMANY, 
plastic-bomb@punkrawk.com, OG, 140 
pg., 5 DM) On glossy paper and with a 
color cover, but there’s still a DIY feel 
to it, even if I can’t understand the Ger¬ 
man text. You know, I did buy a German 
dictionary for $2, but I just don’t have 
the patience to sit and look up words. 
Oh well. A diary of a tour with GBH, 
New Model Army, Napalm Death, Re¬ 
ducers SF, Brazilian band Ohio Seco, 
and a history of Finnish punk. Looks 
cool, anyway. Also comes with a CD of 
bands from both side of the ocean, in¬ 
cluding hot tracks by Throway Genera¬ 
tion, Bubonix, Bonehouse, Sonic Dolls, 
Suburban Rebels and others... a mix of 
punk, oi, hardcore, ska and a great roots- 
reggae song from Rhythm Doctors. 

THE PROBE #8 (PO Box 5068, 
Pleasanton, CA 94566, theprobe@ 
pacbell.net, OG, 108 pg., $4) Hey, there’s 
nudity in there. Heck, even on the cover. 
Well, unless you’ve never heard of The 
Probe , the nekkidness should come as 
no surprise. All I know is they didn’t have 
any nude clerks the time I visited Mis¬ 
sion Records in SF, as are pictured in the 
interview with that store’s owner in here. 
Then again, there was enough interest¬ 
ing stuff going on in the back room dur¬ 
ing the show I saw there, anyway. There 
are profiles on Mission, Howling Bull 
and a couple of other stores in the re¬ 
gion, interviews with the Bananas, Weird 
Lovemakers, advice on sex and relation¬ 
ships (“how to be a god in bed!”) and a 
review of Aaron as a lover, turning the 
tables on his girlfriend reviews from 
previous issues. Plus live and record re¬ 
views that are quite entertaining. 

O.U.E.E.R. #4-5 (PO Box 52812, New 
Orleans, LA 70152-2812, khweeouge 
@hotmail.com, ON, 32 pg., $1 ppd) 
Musical coverage and queer issues, in 
case you couldn’t figure that out. #4 fea¬ 
tures an interview with the head of the 
“ex-gay” group Exodus International, a 
piece on gay cops and a talk with Nash¬ 
ville Pussy. #5 includes Penis Flytrap 
(with ex-45 Grave vocalist Dinah Can¬ 
cer) and an interview with a gay 
skinhead. Each issue includes a column 
from the editor and a review section. 

QUI. CKDUMMIES #13 (6810 Bellaire 
Drive, New Orleans, LA 70124, 
Quickdummies@webtv.net, ON, 48 pg., 


postage?) This ‘zine goes full-size and 
it’s much easier to read. A lot of text, 
without many pictures to break it up and 
it’s the columns that are the heart of the 
thing. Touching on musical and, also, 
non-musical issues... stuff on 
globalization, primate research and per¬ 
sonal issues. Int. w/Templars, Travoltas, 
Boulder and the guy who does the cover 
drawings for the zine and is both an art¬ 
ist and clothing designer. 


RLIMPSHAKER I 



RAPID FIRE #20 (RD#1, Box 3370, 
Starksboro, VT 05487-9701, X, 40 pg., 
$2) OK, so Paul disses me in here be¬ 
cause I’ve been critical of the Warped 
Tour. Well, to each his own. If you want 
to stand around with a bunch of moronic 
teenyboppers, watching mainly shitty 
bands, that’s your prerogative. Anyway, 
the latest RF has interviews w/the US 
Bombs, Vice Squad and Lunachicks, 
tons of reviews (some of the live ones 
are very out of date) and a diary of Paul’s 
motorcycle adventures. 

RATS IN THE HALLWAY #13 (PO 
Box 7151, Boulder, CO 80306, wilds@ 
colorado.edu, ONG, 92 pg., $3) The 
bands interviewed this time—A New 
Found Glory, Guy Smiley, Anniversary, 
Consumed and a few others—aren’t nec¬ 
essarily among my favorites, but this is 
still a decent ‘zine. There’s an essay on 
college hazing, fiction and the usual re¬ 
views. Also comes with a 29 track label 
sampler CD, with bigger and smaller 
names and the inclusion of Naked 
Ray gun’s “Treason” makes it worth¬ 
while, alone. Other songs of note are 
from Snapcase (really), Crispus Attucks, 
Still Left Standing, Throwaway Genera¬ 
tion, Uncle A1 and Fit Of Anger. Those 
stand out from the mainly pop/punk bal¬ 
ance. 

REFLECTIONS #13 (de Nijverheid 
30, 7681 MD Vroomshoop, NETHER¬ 
LANDS, info@reflections.demon.nl, 
OG, 92 pg., $2.50 + postage) Full color, 
heavy stock cover and pretty slick, with¬ 
out being over-busy (although some of 
the white text on black background was 
hard to read). From Holland, but it’s in 
English. Interviews w/Nate Wilson from 
Devoid Of Faith/Gloom Records, 
Bloodpact, Catharsis, What Happens 
Next, Trial, Dillinger Escape Plan, plus 
a Mainstrike tour diary from their US 
jaunt, plus the usual zine features of col¬ 
umns and reviews. The writing and in¬ 
terviewing are above average. 


REHASH #1 (PO Box 201, Troy, MI 
48099-0201, X, 28 pg., $1 ppd) I’m get¬ 
ting a sense of deja-vu, here. Minor 
Threat? Flux? Anti-Cimex? Life Sen¬ 
tence? Iron Cross? Not bands you see 
interviews with that often. And that’s 
because the point of Rehash is to re-print 
old interviews from these bands, from 
back issues of MRR and other sources. 
There’s also a column on internet auc¬ 
tions and classifieds. I consider this a 
public service, considering the lack of 
availability of the vintage sources. 

RUMESHAKER #5 (Eric Weiss, 72-38 
65 Place, Glendale, NY 11385, 
Rshaker5@aol.com, OG, 188 pg., $5 
ppd/$6 world) Wow...what a zine. Ap¬ 
parently, Eric worked on this issue for 
quite some time and persistence pays off. 
Bound like a softcover book, with heavy 
stock cover and packed with in-depth 
interviews, reviews and a humorous 
guide to different types of zines. For 
something different, Eric interviews Ian 
MacKaye, Ray Cappo and Caithlin from 
Rainer Maria with their mothers. There’s 
also interviews with various punk/ 
hardcore photographers (Justin Borucki, 
Chrissy Piper, Teru Kuwayama, Kevin 
Lysaght), as well as Crudos, Atom & His 
Package, Kid Dynamite (about their 
break-up), Indescision, Disembodied, 
Good Clean Fun and a few more. 
Straight-forward, not-too-artsy layout 
and some excellent photos and artwork. 
I haven’t even gotten through the whole 
thing yet, having received it close to 
press time, bul Rump shaker shouldn’t be 
missed. 

SCATTER BRAIN GUTTER SPAZZ 

#3-4 (1515 N. Sedgwick, Wichita, KS 
67203, punkstart@aol.com, X, 18, 20 
pg., $2 ppd) #3 has interviews w/Eight- 
ies Combat, Diversion 4, tips on how to 
be “kewl” (god, I hate that spelling), a 
paper doll of Chris from Jon Cougar 
Concentration Camp and other 
ramblings. The paper doll in #4 is Mike 
from MxPx (what, no cross?), plus there 
are interviews with Confuzed and 
Schwag and more columns/commentary. 

SCORPION #5 (PO Box 7804, Wash¬ 
ington, DC 20044-7804, wsloan 
@erols.com, ON, 56 pg., $2) The “wide 
world of punk” issue, with interviews 
and reports from such far-flung places 
as Peru, Puerto Rico, Brazil, Mexico, 
Indonesia and others. Interviews with 
White Frogs, Ricanstruction and Jem 
Cohen, the director behind the Fugazi 
film “Instrument.” I’m impressed that 
Willona works two part-time jobs, is 
going to grad school and still has time 
to get this zine out every so often. 

SECONDS #50 (24 Fifth Ave., #405, 
NY, NY 10011, OG, 98 pg., $2.95) The 
usual exceedingly eclectic range of in¬ 
terview subjects—Chris Cornell, Zoot 
Horn Rollo of Captain Beefheart’s 
Magic Band, some of Andy Warhol’s 
“superstars,” Wino Weinrich from the 
Obsessed and Spirit Caravan (extolling 
the virtues of Nikolai Tesla and, of 
course, drugs), rapper Kool Keith and 
provocateur/writer Jim Goad. A broad 
definition of “culture.” 

SHORT, FAST + LOUD #5 (PO Box 

420843, SF, CA 94142-0843, 
shortfastloud@hotmail.com, ON, 56 pg., 



























$2) Despite the #5 issue number, this is 
actually the first installment of this ‘zine, 
published by Chris Dodge from Spazz/ 
Slap-A-Ham records. Concentrating on 
emo and pop/punk... er, not quite. Not at 
all, in fact, and after looking at a bunch 
of zines with the Get Up Kids or Prom¬ 
ise Ring, this is refreshing. Hardcore, 
thrash and grindcore and they’re off to a 
good start, with solid writing, sharp lay¬ 
out and photography. Besides the col¬ 
umns, from Chris, Hirax Max, Jeff from 
Capitalist Casualties, Ken Prank and oth¬ 
ers, and the expected reviews, there are 
interviews with Blaine Cook of the Fartz/ 
Accused and Nice View, plus a retrospec¬ 
tive on UK thrashers Heresy. The staff 
are also polled on the five most-embar¬ 
rassing albums in their collection. 

SLUG & LETTUCE #62-64 (Christine 
Boarts, PO Box 26632, Richmond, VA 
23261, ONT, 20 pg., 550 ppd) Cutting 
back to a quarterly schedule, but adding 
a few pages. Punk as an organic and 
whole-life experience, from choices one 
makes in housing, diet and interaction 
with society. One column urges the abo¬ 
lition of the “urban punk,” but I’ll tell 
‘ya, I don’t want to move to a rural area 
nor start listening to country or folk 
music. Anyway, different strokes, etc... 
Reviews, resources and excellent live 
photos, as usual. I always enjoy reading 
through this ‘zine. 

SQAP & S P IK ES #7 (431 Burlington 
Ave., #5, Burlington, ON CANADA L7S 
1R3, OG, snspikes@netcom.ca, 72 pg., 
postage?) Pretty much my favorite zine, 
lately. The focus is mainly on punk rock 
from the past and the interviews are ex¬ 
haustive and show deep knowledge of 
the subject matter. This time around, they 
talk to Randy Rampage from DOA, 
Jimmy Zero of the Dead Boys, Clif from 
the Freeze, Jack of TSOL, original Vice 
Squad drummer Shane Baldwin, who 
has some rather terse comments about 
the current incarnation of that band, and 
Andy from the Partisans. Hardly the sorts 
of bands you see in every zine. I admire 
Derek’s persistence and the ever-improv¬ 
ing quality of this ‘zine. 

SOUND VIEWS #55-56 (PO Box 
23523, Brooklyn, NY 11202-3523, 
SoundViews@aol.com, ON, 48 pg., $2 
ppd) #55 has a very useful guide to New 
York City record stores, an article on 
MP3’s, plus interviews w/Agnostic 
Front, Knoxville Girls and hip-hop group 
Vytal Sygnz. There’s also the by-now- 
expected reviews and continuing saga of 
“bad dates.” plus a reissues column. #56 
features The Infiltrators, jazz guitarist 
Bern Nix and Raving Noah. 

SPANK #28-29 (1004 Rose Ave., Des 
Moines, IA 50315-3000, spankzine@ 
juno.com, OG, 76, 100 pg., $3 ppd) An¬ 
other zine I look forward to receiving. 
The customary ingredients... the “shit 
list” section, in addition to the many 
pages of reviews (and they know what 
they’re talking about), plus interviews. 
For #29, they talk to filmmaker Jem 
Cohen, Get Up Kids, Dave Smalley, 
Muffs, By A Thread and a few more. #30 
features John Reis of RFTC and Hot 
Snakes (excellent, by the way, as John 
cuts out the obfuscation and untruths that 
he often provides for unwitting, clueless 
journalists), American Steel, Woody 


from Mag Wheel, Chinkees, 
Throttlefinger, Standbye, The Cost and 
inmate Seth Ferranti, an egregious vic¬ 
tim of the reprehensible drug war. 
Michelle had also been publishing a lit¬ 
erary zine called People Can't Drive and 
that’s included as a section inside the 
zine, now., writings of a mainly person¬ 
ally, reminiscent nature from Michelle 
and others. This is in addition to a series 
of columns in another part of the ‘zine. 
Always a good read, even if I’m not as 
musically open-minded, these days, as 
are they. 



STATUS MAGAZINE #11-12 (PO Box 
1300, Thousand Oaks, CA 91358, 
statusmag@aol.com, OGN, 128, 140 
pg., $3 ppd) A thick one here, plus each 
issue comes with a 22 track CD. As for 
those discs, mainly a sampler from such 
labels as Revelation, Doghouse, Big 
Wheel, Status and others, but there are 
half a dozen unreleased songs on the one 
with #11 (not so sure about #12). Un¬ 
fortunately, it’s largely a textbook ex¬ 
ample of what I don’t like in this post- 
hardcore (or whatever it’s called) uni¬ 
verse—emo softness, over-busy scream- 
metal, lifeless indy rock. Not completely, 
though, as there’s a warm glow provided 
by Low End Theory and By A Thread 
and Walls Of Jericho do the metal-core 
thing effectively for #11. #12 has some 
screamers from Harkonen and National 
Acrobat, plus decent hardcore by Miss¬ 
ing 23rd. Just don’t expect much punk 
rock. Getting to the printed matter, space 
is used in a similar manner as Punk 
Planet , and the coverage leans in an indy/ 
emo/hardcore direction. #11 features 
Dillinger Escape Plan, Le Shok, Piebald, 
Good Clean Fun, Tumedown, Grade and 
Dave Brown from Muddle ‘zine and 
Holiday Matinee publicity. Some go 
more in-depth than others. There’s also 
a journal from an activist involved in 
protests against the School of The 
Americas (aka the School Of Assassins) 
that was interesting. #12 features Strife 
(they’re baaaack!), Steve Brodsky (Cave 
In), Botch, Reggie & The Full Effect, 
Radio 4, gig promoter Eddy Numbskull, 
Hot Snakes and the people behind the 
G7 Welcoming Committee label. 

SUBSIDIZED ME SS #2 (Joe Hays, 61 
Hacklebarney Rd., Long Valley, NJ 
07853, jphays@sprynet.com, X, 22 pg., 
postage) Lovin’ the old-school hardcore 
and I won’t argue. Interviews w/Dead 
Nation (RIP), Pat from Change ‘zine, a 
reprint of an MRR BGK interview, a his¬ 


tory of Life’s Blood, plus reviews. These 
guys have a definite respect for HC his¬ 
tory and that’s a plus. 

SULLIVAN MA GAZINE #2 (306 N/ 
W El Norte Pkwy., PMB 305, 
Escondido, CA 92026, gary@ 
accidentprone.com, ON, 48 pg.) A col¬ 
lection of columns (the one praising 
America is really dumb), poetry, a how¬ 
to guide to European vacations, a short 
retrospective on Commander Cody (?!) 
and a report on the ‘99 Cleveland fest. 
The zine-in-a-zine Catharsis is back, as 
well, with essays on personal and politi¬ 
cal issues. 

TAIL S PI NS #33 (PO Box 1860, 
Evanston, IL 60204, tailspin 
@interaccess.com, OGN, 132 pg., $4 
ppd) Wide-ranging ‘zine, as usual, deal¬ 
ing with music from the past and present 
and other items of intrigue. A retrospec¬ 
tive on Iggy & The Stooges, a short in¬ 
terviews with Janis Joplin/Big Brother 
& The Holding Company guitarist Sam 
Andrew, Melt Banana and Fireside, a 
longer one with the provocative Race 
Traitor and a Thumbs tour diary. Pages 
and pages of music reviews, a history and 
tales of terror concerning Greyhound 
Bus Lines and a story about surviving 
by selling plasma, once again including 
historical data (“Highlights Of Transfu¬ 
sion Medicine History”). Not a standard 
rock ‘zine. 

THIRD SIDE #1 (PO Box 82172, Las 
Vegas, NV 82172, thirdsidemag@ 
yahoo.com, OG, 40 pg., $4.50 ppd) “An¬ 
ger, hatred and violence are a (vital) part 
of life.” So states editor Bruce Sourpuss 
in the opening salvo for this zine, which 
features interviews with the controver¬ 
sial Blood Axis (something definitely 
bugs me about their iconography), Full 
Speed Ahead, Dillinger Escape Plan and 
the hate-filled editor of the zine you’re 
reading here. The columns are equally 
venomous and there’s a piece on a rather 
heinous serial killer named Pee Wee 
Gaskins. A big element of shock value, 
here. My only real critique is the price is 
a little steep for the amount of pages. 
Otherwise, far from boring. 

TOXIC FLYER #28 (PO Box 39158, 
Baltimore, MD 21212, ON, $2 ppd) The 
underbelly of punk, rock and metal in a 
cut ‘n paste format. Featuring mainly 
short interviews with the Pristeens, Zeke, 
Boils, US Bombs, Libertine and, oh my 
god, the Great Kat, who is just as 
“charming” as she was 10 years ago. 

TRUST #78-83 (Dolf Hermannstadter, 
Postfach 11 07 62,28207 Bremen, GER¬ 
MANY, dolf@is-bremen.de, O, 64 pg., 
4 DM) German-language ‘zine (with 
some English here and there) continu¬ 
ing to cover a wide array of punk, 
hardcore, rock and indy. #78 is the 
“Drug” issue and has cover artwork by 
Jordan Isip. Bongzilla, who are inter¬ 
viewed, are an obvious choice for sub¬ 
ject. Other bands in recent issues include 
NRA, Judas Factor, Sick Of It All, 
Fugazi, L7, Combat Wounded Veteran, 
Snuff, Int’l Noise Conspiracy (ex-Re- 
fused), Farside, Murder City Devils, Jets 
To Brazil and Trans-Megetti. Each issue 
also has reviews, columns and band tour 
dates. E-mail for price to US. 


UNSPEAKABLE TH O UG HTS #4 

(PO Box 35254, Phoenix, AZ 85069, 
utfanzine@aol.com, ON, 32 pg., $1) 
Short interviews w/Pezz, At The Drive 
In and Vindictives, reviews, columns, in 
a sloppy format. And co-editor Chase’s 
editorial praising of Reaganomics makes 
my stomach turn just as much as it did 
the first time I read it in his former ‘zine, 
Bad Stain, although I won’t argue with 
him about Clinton too much. Comes with 
a fair to middling CD sampler that in¬ 
cludes mainly previously-released ma¬ 
terial from such bands as the Vindictives, 
Pezz, All Systems Go, Assmen, Dyna¬ 
mite Boy and others., a mix of pop/punk, 
garage, emo, hardcore and snottier ma¬ 
terial, both local and beyond their envi¬ 
rons. 

UPHEAVAL #5-7 (Craig, PO Box 471, 
Allston, MA 02134, XD, 32-36 pg., $1 
+ stamps) Craig’s putting out zines faster 
than I can keep up! And these zines are 
collaborative efforts or compilations, if 
you will, as issue #6 is a split with The 
World Is Broken and, for #7, those two 
are joined by Lose and Blook Makes an 
Excellent Lubricant. Craig reviews 
undergound punk and HC from all over 
the world and interviews such bands as 
Hog and Deathcheck. He adds his own 
pointed comments on things musical, 
personal and societal and pulls no 
punches. The others contribute artwork, 
collage pieces, recipes and personal ob¬ 
servations. 

URBAN GUERRILLA #8-9 (PMB 

419, 1442A Walnut St., Berkeley, CA 
94709, XD, 32 pg., $1.50 ppd) A small 
one, but with substance. #8 has inter¬ 
views w/Fleas & Lice, Mark “Icki” 
Murrmann of MRR and Rocknroll Blitz¬ 
krieg Records, columns, reviews, pho¬ 
tos and some wild B&W cover artwork. 
#9 features Ted Falconi from Flipper, 
Neighbors, Social Infestation. 

WONK A V ISION #7 (PO Box 842, 
Richboro, PA 18954, Wustinwonka@ 
yahoo.com, ONG, 60 pg., $2 ppd) The 
color photo of Saves The Day screams 
“pin-up”! Anyway, this issue includes 
brief interviews/pieces with that band, 
Unseen, Ducky Boys, A Global Threat, 
Oxymoron and Jeremy from Cl Records. 
A diary of a London trip, personal writ¬ 
ings and reviews. 

ZINE GUIDE #3 (PO Box 5467, 
Evanston, IL 60204, OGN, 160 pg., $6 
ppd) A publication for the zine-obsessed, 
providing an A-Z listing of hundreds of 
‘zines, poll results (who gives labels a 
hard time, etc...), plus a cross-index of 
which bands/people appear in which 
zine. There’s also a piece on zine librar¬ 
ies, for the purpose of preservation. 
Something I keep handy for reference 
purposes. My copies of #1 + 2 are dog- 
earred, at this point. [#4 is now out, but 
was not received by press-time] 

ZONKED #4 (50 Hollingbury Rise, 
Brighton BN1 7HJ, ENGLAND, 
pete@zonkedl38.freeserve.co.uk, XD, 
56 pg., postage?) Cool little ‘zine from 
the UK. The contributors are into differ¬ 
ent styles of punk and garage rock and it 
shows up in the review section. Inter¬ 
views w/Agent Orange, Reducers SF, 
Grade and Where’s The Pope, plus a 
travel journal about a trip to Jordan. 






























I could gush on endlessly about 
Dillinger Four and any regular 
reader of this zine already knows my 
feelings about this Minneapolis four 
piece. One of the best bands going, 
both live and on record... their first 
full-length, "Midwestern Songs Of 
The Americas/' is absolutely one of 
the top albums of the past decade 
and their latest, "Dillinger Four Ver¬ 
sus God," ain't all that bad, either. 
There's also a collection of single 
and comp tracks called "This Shit 
Is Genius" and a 7" EP on Mutant 
Pop called "Girlfriends and 
Bubblegum." Collect 'em all and see 
these guys live. You'll get boisterous 
melodic punk, intelligent lyrics, 
drunken debauchery and occasional 
nudity in one irresistable and irre¬ 
pressible package. 

Since this is the longest interview 
in the history of SV, I’ll keep said 
gushing and verbosity to a mini¬ 
mum. I conversed with Dillinger 
Four on the back porch of their friend 
Tigger's apartment in Cambridge, 
following their April show at Bill's 
Bar. Ana it felt more like a casaul 
conversation than a structured in¬ 
terview, although I’d written out 
questions ahead of time and did 
manage to stick to the topics. The 
members of D4 are Erik (guitar/vo¬ 
cals), Paddy aka St. Patrick (bass/ 


vocals), Billy (guitar/vocals) and 
Lane aka Monkey Hustle (drums)... 

SV : You had mentioned that you 
wanted a special stipulation in your 
contract with Hopeless? 

Paddy : Well, we had initially asked 
Hopeless that, in order to sign with 
them, they had to set up a cage match 
between any three or us and Blink 
182. They almost took it a little seri¬ 
ous at first. 

Lane : There's this rumor that they like 
tits and if they can handle our man 
tits—which I don't think they can— 
seriously, any three of us... I'll take 
them all on, myself. I'll kick their 
fucking asses. 

SV : Alright Lane! Way to go. Well, 
they're all skinny and scrawny. You 
could probably handle them. 

Billy : Davey Tiltwheel taught 'em 
how to play guitar. So if you hate 
Blink 182 as much as we do, don't buy 
Tiltwheel records (laughter). 

SV : So the next steel cage match will 
be you guys against Davey Tiltwheel. 
Billy : On christ no. 

Lane : We love him. 

Paddy : We bowled for Team 
Ass Wheel. 

Billy : Yeah, we just bowled for him 
in Las Vegas. 

SV : The punk rock bowling tourna¬ 
ment? 


Paddy : Yeah, we took over. 
Ass Wheel. Actually, together, unified, 
Tiltwheel and Dillinger Four were the 
absolute bottom losers and we got the 
most obnoxious bowling team at the 
punk rock bowling tournament. Now 
you tell me., shouldn't every bowling 
team be the most obnoxious at a punk 
rock bowling tournament. 

SV : Absolutely. But who was your 
competition? 

Paddy : Epitaph (laughter) 

Billy : Isn't it always? (more laughter) 
SV : Did Fat have a team too? 

Paddy : Everybody did. Fastmusic 
had a team. 

Lane : Seriously, you can't have a 
name like Fat and go up against us, 
though. You've seen us. You've seen 
the shirts off. 

Paddy : Nah, everybody had a team, 
except for us. We got 'em drunk and 
then we took their shirts and started 
bowling for them. Then after we got 
too drunk, all thepeople that traveled 
with us from Minneapolis started 
bowling for them too. 

SV : Ringers! 

Paddy : Totally. Then I took my shirt 
off and the security guy came and 
told me to put it back on. 

Lane : I was in Vegas for like 6 hours 
before I was escorted to my room by 
8 security guards. There were a lot of 
them. They were all wearing red 


shirts and badges and guns. Vegas 
style. I loved it. 

Sv : OK, let's get to the first real ques¬ 
tion I had written out. What was the 
first record that blew you away and 
made you realize you wanted to 

P lay music? 

addy : I know at least me, person- 
ally, I'd have a couple different 
things. The first thing mat ever made 
me want to be somebody who 
played music actually would be 
*'Quadrophenia" by the Who. The 
song that made me want to play 
punk rock was "Borstal Breakout" 
by Sham 69. I thought that was so 
cool and it was so basic. Either that 
or "Beefmasters" by Battalion Of 
Saints. One of those two songs. 
Those were just two songs I remem¬ 
ber sitting around strumming on an 
acoustic guitar, ten years before I 
actually started playing, trying to 
figure out how to do it. 

SV: "Beefmasters." There was a 
portly band, right there. Battalion Of 
Saints (laughter). 

Lane : I've got to be honest, man, I 
can hardly remember an hour ago 
(laughter). I can hardly remember 
last night. I'll tell you what—there 
are some nights where after a few 
beers I still want to find something 
that makes me want to rock. Sol 
guess that's my answer. 

















Erik : Kiss "Love Gun." That was the 
first record I ever got, the first record 
that I understood it was a rock band, 
where it made me realize what rock 
'n roll was. 

SV : A lucrative corporation! 

Paddy : I have to say I was a witness 
for him. I knew him then and I have 
to say, for the record, Erik was defi¬ 
nitely into Kiss when Kiss was not 
cool. When I met him, he had a Kiss 
backpatch for what album? 

Erik : "Animalize." 

Lane : He loved "The Elder." 

Paddy : He was that guy. 

SV: That's like a cult album among 
Kiss fans, I guess. 

Paddy : We're going to cover "Dy¬ 
nasty." Kind of like how all the pop/ 
punk bands have been covering the 
Ramones' records? We're going to 
start with "Dynasty." 

SV : The trendy thing is to cover all 
these 80s hair metal oands, now. 
Paddy : Fuck that, that's what got me 
into punk in the first place. I won't 
play any of that crap. But Billy... I 
want to hear what Billy says. 

Billy : The first record that ever blew 
me away was Kiss "Destroyer" or 
Ozzy Osbourne "Blizzard Of Ozz," 
because I used to rock out with some 
crazy train (laughter). But the first 
record that made me want to be in a 
band was probably "I Don't Want To 
Grow Up'* by the Descendents. 
Paddy : I got into the first Sabbath 
record, actually. I remember my 
brother played me that and the first 


song scared me. I think I was 7 at the 
time and my brother told me they 
sang songs about the devil. So, of 
course, as a kid I interpreted that to 
mean it was the devil playing the mu¬ 
sic. So I always wanted to be that little 
devil playing the music. 

SV : Not to dredge up too much past 
history, but Erik, you played in 
Billingsgate. With long hair. I saw the 
7" photo. 

Erne: I kept long hair for a really em¬ 
barrassingly long time. I was one of 
the last people. 

Paddy : He was animalized! 

Erik : I was animalized. 

SV : What year did you cut off your 
hair? 

Lane : '98? (laughter) 

Erik : No... '94. 

SV : That was about when I cut off my 
long hair, so we're about equal in that 
regard. And you were in Bloodline, 
too? 

Erik : I joined Bloodline after they'd 
already been doing stuff for awmle. 
Their original guitar player was from 
Patrick's and my hometown. That's 
actually how I wound up in Minne¬ 
apolis and that's partially how 
Patrick ended up in Minneapolis. 

SV: You guys are from the Chicago 
area, right? 

Erik : Yeah, Patrick and I. So I moved 
up to play with Bloodline and the 
band broke up. 

SV : Were the rest of you in any bands 
before Dillinger Four? 

Lane : I was in a band called Big 


Maynard Townswick and His Polka 
jamboree. 

Erik : And he's not kidding. 

Lane : I'm not kidding. Seriously, 
polka music and punk music, 
drumwise, is not that much different. 
I played it all! We did some fox trots. 
It was unhinged, it was crazy. I'll tell 
'ya something, polka bands... they do 
a lot of beer drinking. Natural transi¬ 
tion for me. 

SV: How about you, Billy? 

Billy : Perhaps you've heard of the in¬ 
famous Promiscuous Youth? 

SV: Sorry. 

Billy : Dude, MRR said we were kings 
of the St. Paul garage scene. 

SV: Paddy, I was told you ask you 
about a band called the San Quentins. 
Paddy : Have you been hanging 
around with the guys from Panthro 
UK? 

SV : Oh, I can't reveal my sources. 
You're in the right state, let's put it 
that way. 

Paddy : Maybe a few shows here and 
there, but we're never putting a 
record out. That was just basically the 
last Panthro tour. I roadied for them 
on it. It was kind of one of those 
things that was going bad, but laugh¬ 
ingly bad and Alex from Panthro 
brought this acoustic guitar with him. 
Actually, Billy and I live with each 
other and we do this all the time, we 
play an acoustic guitar and you make 
up stupid songs as you go along. So I 
was doing that with Panthro and 
we'd just make up the most ridicu¬ 


lous songs. To tell the truth, if some 
of the PC punks in the scene knew 
what some of the songs we made up 
off the top of our head were, I don t 
think Dillinger Four would ever sell 
another record, (laughter) But they 
were very bad and we played them 
for each other and, dammit, they're 
funny, but I really don't have the 
gonads to go public with that. It was 
just a bunch of songs about... being 
bad! It's somewhere between Billy 
Bragg and the Geto Boys. 

SV: Tnat's a pretty broad territory! 
Paddy : Well, aesthetically, it's Billy 
Bragg and, lyrically, it's the Geto 
Boys. We rhymed. Our rhymes were 
on time, our science was tight. Billy 
was in Scooby Don't. And Billy was 
a Queer. 

Billy : I played guitar for a tour. Tour 
of duty. 

Lane : I would say hanging out with 
that surly old bastard Joe Queer is 
like doing a tour of duty... 

SV : What did you say about Joe 
Queer getting you banned from 
some place? 

Lane: He didn't get us banned, per 
se. We showed up at this club. It was 
a double show. You show up about 
2 in the afternoon, play your first 
show at about 5 and your second 
show at about 11, so there was who 
knows how many hours to drink. No 
eating or nothing. So you can imag¬ 
ine we're all shitfacea. Paddy ana I 
are completely around the twist, 
running around naked and tearing 

























The way we always kind of looked at it was we 
may not play painfully tight or as well as a lot of 
other bands but, damn, we'll do a show for you. 
If that means I'm going to take my clothes off 
sometimes, then fuck yeah. Set stuff on fire, ka¬ 
rate chop people, bring ninja robots, anything. 
Lane : I'm not really ever naked. Very very rarely. 
SV : Well, you gave yourself a wedgie during the 
set today. 

Lane : Yeah, I was wearing panties. They're veiy 
attractive, too. I think they were [roadie] Gerty's 
mom's too. The thing is it's hot up there. Take 
off your clothes. You don't want to be in sweaty 
clothes for the rest of the day. Seriously. It keeps 
your clothes clean. 

Paddy : I am trying to get away from it, though. 
Because after awhile, it's getting to the point 
where there are 14 year old kids yelling *'take 
your clothes off" and it's like what the fuck am I 
doing? 

SV : "Expose yourself to kids." Remember the old 
GG Alim song? 

Lane : We did a college radio program in our 
hometown. It was a really cool thing to do and, 
afterward, some kid showed up with his mom. 
He was like 10 or 11. He'd heard on the radio we 
were down there, so she brings him down and 
we're giving him a record. She's like, "yeah, my 
son has naked pictures of you." Talking about 
Patrick. 

Paddy : She says it with this big grin. "We're very 
proud of you. You got naked and our ten year 
old son looks at it." Right, thanks! 

Lane : We were worried about him getting Pent¬ 
house but now that he's got you... 

Paddy : He's developing as a man. 

SV: Open-minded parents. We need more of 

them, that's for damn sure. 

Lane : I mean, it's cool to see that. Every now and 

then, you'll see someone bring their young kid 
to the show. They don't care, they're not allbent 
out of shape about it. 

SV : So have you ever gotten arrested for it? 
Paddy : No, but a couple of close ones. One re- 
ally close one in Minneapolis, actually. Without 
going into the story, it was a huge show. It was 
the Murderers, the Quincy Punx, all these bands 
and we played last. The show ended with hun¬ 
dreds of people on the floor, easily 70 on the 
stage, with our equipment, banging on stuff, 
playing stuff. Security people running around 
looking for us and I was hiding outside, behind 
a bush, in the rain, butt naked with duct tape 
around my balls. Then a girl pulled up in a car 
and said "'get in quick, I know where your bass 
is." I'm not making this up. I jumped into a car 
and we were already threeBlocks down the road 
before it occurred to me I don't know who the 
fuck this is. How do you know where my bass 
is? Where the hell am I? (laughter) Where's my 
fuckin' wallet? 

Lane : His bass was broken in half on stage. That's 
where it was. 

SV : That's the thing when you get naked: There's 
no place to put your wallet. Well, there's one 
place to put your wallet... 

Paddy : I've got too much money for it to go there. 
Actually, the sad thing is I have so little money, I 
could probably put it in my penis hole (hysteri¬ 
cal laughter). 

Lane : fll vouch for that. 

Paddy : I could put my wallet in my fuckin' nose 
and go to town. 

SV : OK, here's a semi-serious question. 

Erik : Those weren't serious? 

SV : Well, semi-serious. There's a line from "The 
Great American Going Out Of Business Sale" that 
mentions "mixing pop and politics." Why do you 
think it's so rare for a quote-unquote melodic 
punk band to have meaningful or politically-ori¬ 
ented lyrics. You guys ana the Strike are about 
the only ones I can think of, off the top of my 
head. 

Paddy : I don't know about necessarily political, 
but I think there's a really... 

SV : OK, socially conscious. 

Paddy : Well, I would make a strong case to say 
that bands like Tiltwheel and Panthro UK have 
lyrics that have a lot of substance to them. But 


Billy : It was in our rider that we'd never be booked 
there again. 

Paddy : Didn't Hugh [O'Neil, late Queers drum¬ 
mer] spaz on you, too, because you went back- 
stage and he was changing? He was standing there 
in his tighty-whities and ne totally freaks out? 
Lane : He's like, what are you doing? This isn't the 
Queers' backstage, it's everyone's backstage. I was 
prepared to drop my pants. In fact, I did drop my 
pants that night, in front of a capacity crowd. So I 
don't know what his problem was. 

Paddy : See, know what's going to be great about 
this now is Joe King's going to get a new lineup of 
the Queers, they're going to go on tour, we're go¬ 
ing to find out the new lineup is like all ex-mem- 
bers of Slapshot and they're all going to kick our 
asses when they play Minneapolis. 

Lane : We like Joe, just not very much, (laughter) 
SV : Speaking of the nudity, how did that start? 
Gettin' naked... 

Paddy : Gas money. 

Lane : How can it end? 

SV: Has it ever freaked out any club owners and 
have you ever gotten arrested for it? 

Paddy : We've oeen banned from a number of 
places. Seriously, the first time it ever happened 
was in Austin, Texas. For the first couple of tours, 
you're getting, whatever. You sold three 7"s and, 
here, we got together $17.50 for you at the door. 
So we'd just put out a hat and go, hey, you throw 
some money in the hat and I'll stick a beer bottle 
up my butt. Just stuff like that. After awhile it 
turned into one of those things where... you know, 
like the whole just stand there and play, that's kind 
of obnoxious to watch if it's a whole show of that. 


up shit. At one point, Paddy's kind of passed out 
in this hallway. The stage manager comes up to 
me and says "The Queers are very angry at you." 
And, like, I didn't mean to sound homophobic 
because I'm totally not. We're totally into gay 
love in this band, but I was like "Fuck the 
Queers." It's like, they come to our town and 
they're upset about us? 

Paadv : They had said they didn't want beer 
backstage but no one told us that. It's the fucking 
Queers, so if anything we felt like we could come 
downstairs with... 

SV : Bring on the beers 'cause we are the Queers! 
Lane : Then they got mad about Patrick being 
passed out and they wanted me to do something 
about that. I wasn't in any condition to do any¬ 
thing about anything, so I just said if you don't 
like now we behave, then never call us again. 
And he tried to give me a chance to take it back 
and I said it again. 

Paddy : My grand achievement of that night was 
apparently I got thrown out and then someone 
else brought me back in. 

Billy : My favorite is you're thrown out in the 
street, a guy goes riding by on a bicycle and 
Patrick starts running after him, demanding that 
he give him a ride to Taco Bell (laughter). 

Erik : Totally nude in the winter. 

Billy : That was a wild night. I didn't even know 
we got in trouble until the next day. It's like, 
"man, that show was great." "You guys are 
banned." "What?" 

Lane : That's what was funny. Usually you don't 
get what you ask for and they totally gave it to 
us. 



















there are a couple of explanations to that. The 
most obvious one is it's easier to write something 
stupid like "I saw her at the Dairy Queen, man 
her looks were really mean, I really dig you in 
those blue jeans, will you go to the prom with 
me." I mean, it's really easy to come up with stuff 
like that. I just did that right now. I could record 
that right now and, god love Tim Mutant Pop, 
but he'd probably put the record out. But the 
other side of it is I think there are a lot of people 
who view it as risk-taking to just say what you 
mean in a song. To actually talx about something 
is like almost asking for a fight when, in reality, 
what is punk if it's not that? I guess there's a side 
of punk that's goofy and all that and that's cool. 
Lord knows like. The Dickies, I don't really know 
where they were going with half of what they 
were doing, but I know the words. And the 
Ramones. 

SV: In the early days of punk, there weren't as 
many message-oriented bands, except maybe the 
Clash (and a few others). There wasn't that much 
substance in the lyrics. 

Paddy : Even if you look at things like the MC5 
and break down what their lyrics were, they 
weren't talking about anything. I guess there 
were exceptions, but there were things Rob Tyner 
was coming up with off the top of his head. I'm 
a man for 'ya, oaby. 

SV: Kick out the jams, motherfuckers! 

Erik : I should probably point that that's a stolen 
line, though. "Mixing pop and politics." It's a 
Billy Bragg line. It's such a great line and I'm glad 
we used it in that song. 

Paddy : "Mixing pop and politics, he asks me 
what the use is. I offer an embarrassment and 
my usual excuses." Which actually is kind of 
funny because there's been a couple people who 
picked up on that and actually said, "dude, 
you're slagging off Billy Bragg." No way. 

Erik : I also think that a lot of the bands, espe¬ 
cially when Screeching Weasel started to get re¬ 
ally big and then the Queers started to get really 
big, it seemed like that spawned a lot of poppy 
punk bands. Those were Dig influences on a ton 
of bands. Green Day, too. But what's kind of 
weird was Screeching Weasel wasn't all about 
just writing about notningness. Ben could write 
some serious lyrics ana, for some reason, it 
seemed like a lot of those bands weren't attracted 
to that side of Screeching Weasel. That's not what 
they took from it. 

Paddy : They would go with more of the super¬ 
market fantasy and run with it. 

Erik : Yeah, totally. I don't really know why that 
is. But the catchy bands that we like were like 
Crimpshrine, things like that. 

Paddy : I mean still, to this day, who wants to 
hear one more thing about Operation Ivy, but, 
fuckin' A, you read the lyrics to "Energy." Those 
are unbelievably awesome and perfect lyrics. 
SV : I was looking through the little stories that 
accompanied the lyrics on "This Shit Is Genius" 
and I've got to get some of the stories behind 
these. Sucn as the time you got rocks thrown at 
you in Texas for being "pussy faggots." 

Paddy : That was the same show, tne first time I 
ever took my... actually, Billy was in Scooby Don't 
at the time and we were on tour with them. Their 
van had broken down on the highway. We're 
playing this show that turns out to be at a recy¬ 
cling center. Cans and bottles every fucking 
place. There's maybe about 15 people there, ap¬ 
parently three of them knew there were bands 
playing. The other ones, I don't know if they were 
zombies and they just showed up, beckoning the 
evil father's call or something. But we were just 
like, fuck it, we got drunk. We just had a good 
time and we put the hat out ana did weird stuff 
and people threw money in it and they were hav¬ 
ing a good time, too. But there were two guys in 
the back of the whole place sitting there and I 
didn't really notice them. Then, later on, one of 
the people doing the show told us about it. The 
guy was wearing one of those shirts that had the 
big confederate flag. 

SV: "Y'all ain't from around here, are 'ya?" 
Paddy : Right. And I went out front to have a ciga¬ 
rette right after we were done and, like I said. 



there was nobody there. It was this huge complex. 
There were people drifting off anywhere and I 
walked out front. A couple of things flew by me 
and I kind looked around and it was all shadows. 
Then I felt something go right by my head and I 
kind of moved back and, all of a sudden, there 
were a couple of other things. Nothing actually 
hit me. So I went back into the place ana it turned 
out these guys were asking "who booked this fag- 

f ot band, where are these pussies from?", all this 
ind of shit. The other funny thing, too, was sup¬ 
posedly they were going to wait around for us. 
Which is really funny because, picture if you will, 
7 people in a football stadium and two guys were 
at the other end going "we're gonna wait for 
them." Wait for 'em where? We're right here! 
Who's going to stop them? 

SV : You almost bought a condo in Washington? 
Lane : This is a good stoiy actually. We've got to 
give a shout out to the Murder City Devils. Back 
then, they were the Unabombers and the Cleav¬ 


ers and it was all sort of an inbred thing going 
on there. Anyway, hey had this house, the 
Hellbound House and we showed up at prob¬ 
ably about 6 in the morning. Gabe, who's now a 
roadie for the Murder City Devils, was in all 
those bands we just named. He's like, "you guys 
gotta drink." So, of course, we had to oblige. They 
had thing called the Golden 40. It was their pride 
and joy in Seattle. 

Paddy : It was actually an award. You could win 
it. 

Lane : I'll tell you what. This Golden 40 sits in 
my house, in my china cabinet right now. And, 
basically, to win it you had to do the most drink¬ 
ing ana drugs or whatever else in this 24 hour 
period. And I stripped it from those 
motherfuckers and there's still a lot of bitterness 
back there in Seattle about this. Anyway, at one 
point, probably 4 in the afternoon—and we're 
taking a day where, at 12 noon, there were people 
passed out on this lawn, at a house called the 
















Hellbound House, that said 
Hellhound on it in flames and ev¬ 
erything—across the street, they're 
building these expensive condos 
and, all day long, they're showing 
these condos and we're fucking 
wasted and yelling "Hey neigh¬ 
bor!" It's a Sunday and I had this 
drunk-guy hat on, this old man hat, 
and eventually I decide I'm going 
over to see these condos. So I'm 
wandering over there with who 
knows what number 40 of the day. 
I walk in, hit the elevators, right up 
to the penthouse. Get into this 
apartment and I'm out on the top 
floor and I'm jumping around there 

f oing "hey, guys!," jumping on the 
alcony, waving my 40. All of a sud¬ 
den, I turn around, and there's the 
realtor showing the apartment to 
these people. I'm completely 
fucking blitzed—big surprise!— 
and I could just see the look on her 
face. She's like, "you can't be up 
here, sir. You've got to go down¬ 
stairs and register." But I didn't 
know how to get out of this place. 
And she escorted me back to eleva¬ 
tor, I went back down, walked out 
the door, they locked the door be¬ 
hind me and I left the next morn¬ 
ing with the Golden 40. I'll tell you 
what. Murder City Devils—any 
time, anywhere. Last time they 
fucked with us, we put their roadie 
in the hospital. 

Paddy : They rushed us on stage, we 
beat their ass and we didn't stop the 
song. We broke Gabe's leg. He had 
to go to the hospital. Billy, you 
threw him down and then I body- 
slammed him from the drum-riser 
and apparently smashed his leg 
and then Billy picked up his guitar, 
I picked up my bass, and we went 
right back into the song. 

Lane : And I came off the drums. 
Dan from Lifter-Puller moved in on 
the drums for a second and I came 
off the top of the drums Superfly 
Snuka-style. Security was up on 
stage, too, because they didn't 
know what the hell was going on. 
Paddy : They didn't know what was 


going on, but we were fighting, ev¬ 
erybody. It's like everybody knew 
everyone. We were all partying 
backstage and then, when we were 
playing, all of a sudden everybody 
from all the other bands were go¬ 
ing to beat our ass. Then our friend 
Chip jumps out of the crowd in a 
bear suit. The whole thing was 
fucked up. 

Lane: It was out of hand. 

Paddy : I'll tell you, the Twin Cities, 
we like to party! (laughter) Bear 
suits, body slams. Twin Cities 
Hardcore! 

Lane : I've got to give a shout out to 
Gabe, though, because he's got the 
best drink ever. He just lines up 
shots of Jaegermeister and drops an 
ephedrine in every one. I won't 
drink with him anymore. I've just 
;ot to stick to the beer. 

V: Here's another one—rented a 
boat to play a show and almost fell 
off! 

Erik : I think all kinds of people al¬ 
most fell off, not just us. When our 
album came out, we rented a 
riverboat to go down the Missis¬ 
sippi and we played on the boat 
with another band from Minneapo¬ 
lis called Lifter-Puller. We had three 
hours. There were almost 300 
people who we invited to it. 


SV : Booze cruise! 

Erik : Yeah, it was a booze cruise and 
it was dry after the first hour. 
Paddy : There were so many bottles 
floating around. It was excellent. We 
all almost fell off the boat. That hap¬ 
pened any number of times. You d 
just be standing there talking to 
somebody, leaning on the railing and 
all of a sudden [imitates someone 
about to fall]. The best part was the 
guy who got on the intercom and 
said "if you don't calm down, we're 
going to take the boat back" and 
somebody yelled out "fuck you, 
we're already heading back, now." 
All the while, he had been trying to 
turn the boat around and was almost 
about to run into a wall. 

Lane : Advice for people renting a 
boat—the first half of the trip, they're 
going to be threatening to turn it 
around. You've got to he kind of 
good for the first half, because they 
can turn it around but then there's a 
point where they just have to turn it 
around and then it's a free-for-all. 
Paddy : While we were on our boat— 
there's a couple other boats you can 
rent and banks rent them out for ban¬ 
quets and stuff—everytime we'd 
pass another boat, there would al¬ 
ways be 15 of us up front going "fuck 
you, your boat sucks, our boat rules! 


Anarchy up your ass, you banker 
fuck!" 

(talk about a former roadie getting 
sick over the side of the boat) 

Lane : Being that he brought up 
roadies, we have the best roadies in 
the world. We had one piss himself 
in his shoes in the front seat of the 
van and, on this tour, god bless his 
heart, we had a roadie piss our loft. 
Paddy : We got him drunk because 
he's a good roadie and he thanked 
us by pissing all over the goddamn 
van. 

SV : How do you get the stench out 
of that? 

All : You don't!! (laughter) 

Paddy : How do you get the stench 
out or us? 

SV : Let's get to some lyrical ques¬ 
tions. "I Coulda Been A Contender" 
seems to view voting as an exercise 
in futility. Is that the way you feel? 
Erik : I wrote that song probably 
about this same distance to the last 
national election. I think, back then, 
it was probably a little hasty. Obvi¬ 
ously, you write a song and you can't 
always be that specific or that de¬ 
tailed and I sort of went with that. I 
don't think local electoral politics are 
useless but, as far as national elec¬ 
toral politics, I still have trouble feel¬ 
ing like I'm connected to it in any 


way or that it really connects to my 
life in any way. I know people make 
great arguments that it does and I 
understand that but my gut feeling 
is it's a waste. 

SV : I'm starting to think like you, 
lately, to tell you the truth. 

Erik : You can go around and 
around in circles about it with 
people and there's great arguments 
on both sides but, at a certain point, 
that's just where my gut is. This is 
a useless thing. 

Lane : I didmt write the lyrics. I 
don't write any lyrics, but in my 
opinion, I think voting can make a 
difference but the problem is, espe¬ 
cially when you're talking national 
level, is you don't have any options. 
Even now, where we're looking at 
the primaries, what options are 
there for people that are viable? 
That speak to you or me or average 
people? 

SV : Nothing. 

Lane : Exactly. And, to me, that's 
where the discontent comes in. 
Also, we're from Minnesota and 
Minnesota always goes Democrat, 
anyway. 

Paddy : It's kind of weird, too, and 
kind of depressing because when I 
was younger, I always subscribed 
to what seemed like the status punk 
rock thing, which was protest the 
vote. Don't vote. Fuck them. I can't 
relate to anything going on in your 
evil American machine. But it's de¬ 
pressing where, even in the last 
election, something like 58% of the 
nation voted. It was higher than 
before and the powers that be were 
ecstatic. "Yes, the kids are getting 
out." MTV Rock The Vote. It's like, 
fuck, they really don't care. I hate 
talking in "us" and "thems," but it 
really is like that. It's depressing. I 
understand the whole idea of vot¬ 
ing grassroots, making your state¬ 
ment heard that way. 

SV : Well, sure, vote on local initia¬ 
tives. 

Paddy : Right, but I'm talking about 
nationally. 

SV : How the hell did Jesse Ventura 

P et elected? 

addv : We were in Japan, man. 
Lane : I'll tell you this about it, be¬ 
cause I saw some debates he was in 
and the other candidates were 
Hubert Humphrey III and the 
mayor of St. Paul, Norm Coleman. 
In the debates, he did fucking great. 
It was one of those things where the 
other guys would be asked the 
auestion and would give the stan¬ 
dard political answer, which is sort 
of a non-answer. They would touch 
on what the question was sort of 
about and go and give their spiel 
about something different. Jesse 
Ventura would just answer a ques¬ 
tion straight out, whether you liked 
what his answer was or not. Then, 
what I thought was the most ludi¬ 
crous of political moves, a lot of 
times with Coleman going after 
him, he would be, like, 'Jesse 7 s right 
on this" and then he would go talk 
about something else, which I 
thought was poor politicking. I 
think people just appreciated the 
fact that he just spoke from the cuff. 
A lot of times, that makes him look 
like a fucking idiot. I'll be the first 
to admit that but he's so un-politi- 
cal, in that sense, that I think it 
speaks to a lot of people. 

Paddy : Also, you just look at the 






















guy, aesthetically. It's what you just said, coupled 
with the fact that he's this really big guy, he 
speaks headstrong, as well. He's loud. 

SV : He's an actor. He's got experience. He was 
in pro wrestling. 

Lane : That's the weird dichotomy about it. To a 
lot of people, I think he sort of appealed to the 
everyguy. "I'm like you are." You're not like any¬ 
one is. The guy's a millionaire, he's had a career 
in showbiz and everything else. He's not like you 
or I but, for some reason, he has that sort of ap¬ 
peal to people. I think people found that refresh¬ 
ing compared to what was out there. More power 
to him. And people like him because he's very 
socially liberal, but fiscally conservative. 

SV : He's a libertarian, basically. 

Paddy : Other people also related to him because 
he goes out of his way to point out he doesn't 
wear underwear because he was a Navy Seal. I 
think the fuckin' guy says that like 9 times a day. 
Lane : I didn't understand what that meant 'til 
he explained that and that makes sense to me. 
By virtue of always being in wet underwear, be¬ 
ing a drummer, 1 have to go commando a lot, 
too. 

Paddy : We call it "go drummer." Jesse's going 
drummer, (laughter) 

Lane : I guess the explanation is, if you're in war, 
you've got to shit yourself wherever you are. You 
don't have the liberty to go over to the other bush 
and take a shit. You just shit yourself in the river. 
If you don't the underwear on, it just sort of falls 
out. 

Paddy : He's been around for years, though. He 
was a mayor, he's had talk radio shows, so people 
probably felt more connected to him because 
they could tune in to him every day and hear 
him talk. He had his PR machine rolling before 
the election. 

Erik : I don't think most people, no matter how 
well he was doing, thought he was going to win. 
We left for Japan 10 days before the election. We 
were getting on a plane to come home the day 
after the election and we saw it in a Korean news¬ 
paper that he had won. We were like, "oh my 
god." 

Paddy : It was one of those things. Like I remem¬ 
ber distinctly, with the debates, it was the kind 
of thing where you'd be sitting around the bar 
having a drink and it was the kind of thing that 
woula come on and you'd be, "well, Ventura ac¬ 
tually kind of kicked ass." Or you'd read some¬ 
thing. He went out of his way to write letters to 
the Star-Trib, local papers in the Twin Cities. If 
somebody called him out about something, he'd 
go out of his way to write him personally and go 
^fuck that, fuck this," whatever and you'd sit 
around and be like, "well, that was kind of cool 
he did that." 

SV : "He's A Shithead" touches on words vs. ac¬ 
tions. In the notes, you said there was a bus driv¬ 
ers strike and some of these so-called radicals 
were pissed off about having to walk a mile and 
a half or something. Do you think these people 
are full of shit? 

Paddy : I don't know. I'll tell you the truth—I'm 
very wary of that question because it seems like 
any time you hear anybody ask anything like 
that, they're adamantly one way or the other. But 
it depends on what people are into. I'll be hon¬ 
est with you. I wouldn't necessarily call myself 
politically active. I have opinions, I'm opinion¬ 
ated, I'm not quiet about it out maybe that's why 
I wrote the song about that specifically. You take 
the bus everyday. You know the people who take 
your route everyday and, for me specifically, I 
live just outside an area where a lot of Univer¬ 
sity of Minnesota students live. So there were a 
fair amount of punks who took that bus, too, that 
I knew and there were all the kind of people 
walking around in their Che Guevarra t-shirts. 
This was totally a warranted strike. They went 
on strike and, all of a sudden, it was like they 
thought it was cool that they were going to bring 
in the National Guard to drive and the strike's 
going to get busted. Fuck that. Just walk. It's not 
even winter. It hasn't even gotten bad yet. Just 
fuckin' ride your bike. 

SV : Sure, it's like what happened with the UPS 


strike a few years ago. I was inconvenienced by 
it, but I didn't get pissed because I understood 
why it was happening. 

Paddy : We gave them honks all over the counfty. 
We were on tour while the UPS strike was going 
on. But I'll tell you the truth. I'll say this and I 
think all the guys would probably agree with me 
on this because we usually make fun of people 
like this, but anybody who's all about, let's say, 
four or more causes. Not even four... 

SV : All the "correct" causes. 

Paddy : Yeah, somebody you can't even have a 
normal conversation with them, because they're 
about every cause you can think of... I really doubt 
people like that, I doubt their sincerity. They're 
just trying to make sure that they can be a little bit 
better than anybody they might meet and I fuckin' 
hate that. Fuck that. I smoke, I eat red meat, I sup¬ 
port strikes I believe in. 

SV: You're on the right side. 

Paddy : Exactly. That's the other thing. I read a zine 
in the last year that had a really awesome column 
that talked about how that might have somewhat 
of a downfall when it became this sort of requi¬ 
site to be down with everything that was ever a 
cause of the week in punk. 

SV : Yeah, I've had that discussion among friends, 
about the Mumia case and the protests in Seattle. 
Some people have argued that some punks are 
going along with the protests or the Mumia cause 


because it's the "politically correct punk" thing 
to do. They're both valid issues, but it sometimes 
get trivialized because of a lack of knowledge. 
Lane : It's what you believe in versus what is fash¬ 
ionable. 

SV : Exactly. That's the perfect phrase. 

Paddy : That's the thing that really sucks is that 
each of us know specifically in Minneapolis 
people that... for example, Mumia. At this point, 
that is the biggest I'm-sick-of-hearing-about-it 
cause but, the thing is, a lot of us know people 
that really, for years, have been very active in 
the case with Mumia and the thing I feel bad 
about is, a lot of times, it trivializes the people 
that are actually that passionate about it, when 
there's other people walking around being, like, 
"No, fuck the cops man. Like that thing they did 
in Pittsburgh or Philadelphia, the guy with the 
dreads. Mumia. That's fucked up." It's like, dude, 
you do more for the cause by shutting the fuck 
up. It's kind of the same way when people are 
like, "dude. I'm a vegetarian because meat kills 
you." OK, how? "Well, it's like cannibalism." No 
it's not, I'm not a cow. "Yeah, but you're gonna 
die." 

SV : We're all gonna die! 

Lane: I mean. I'll be the first to admit I'm not 
ethnocentric. I go to someplace where they eat 
people. I'll eat the fuck out of the person. 
Paddy : But I mean it's the kind of thing where 
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it's like you're actually taking away 
from a stand that some people are 
very sincere about by being 
confrontationally shallow. I think it's 
cool if there's people that don't know 
everything aoout something, but 
maybe they want to check it out but 
I just hate it when people are push¬ 
ing it and they don't know exactly 
wnat they're talking about. That 
fucking drives me cuckoo bananas. 
SV : "Super Powers Enable Me To 
Blend In With Machinery" seems to 
be, in my view, about the so-called 
work ethic. It just seems like so few 
end up doing what they want in life. 
Do you guys feel as though you've 
managea to avoid that, so far? How 
do you avoid that? Balancing prag¬ 
matism with idealism. 

Lane : That's a weird question. I've 
thought about that a lot. I'm close to 
getting my doctorate in something 
tnat I've had mixed feelings about 
whether that's something I want to 
do or whether that's just sort of a 
path I ended up on. 

SV: What fieldfc * 

Lane : Clihicai-p#^ 

SV : You and 
Dynamite. 

Erik : Yeah, don't get these two to¬ 
gether. They'll be talking psychology 
all night. 

Lan e: Anyway, it's sort of a good 
question because, when I was 
young, I thought I'd like to be a 
stuntman or drive a race car or I'd 
like to do anything but what I'm 
doing now. No offense, guys (laugh¬ 
ter). I mean, I feel great that I'm in 
this band and I play music because 
that is something that I really do 
want to do. But I tnink it's weird be¬ 
cause you start out with idealized 
ways of thinking about where your 
life is going to go and then it sort of 
ends up on this detour. 

Billy : rm totally happy. The thing 
that's best for me with the band is 
just travel. I want to go everywhere 
and see and experience as many cul¬ 
tures as I can and I'm not going to 
get that doing a fuckin' 9 to 5 and 
there's not really a 9 to 5 that I'm 
going to get very excited about the 
way I get excited to hit the road. So 
I'm doing exactly what I want. 
Paddy : I'm not. I mean, I think in a 
band sense [I am]. But, literally, that 
song, for me, was just trying to docu¬ 
ment something more than anything 
else. I have a job in Minneapolis and 
it works out well because I can come 
and go as I please, which is obvi¬ 
ously a perk that most people don't 
experience with any job whatsoever. 

I work with 48 year old men, I work 
with 17 year old girls who do what I 
do after they get out of high school. 
But it's the kind of thing where I 
have a band. Not even a band, I have 
a community that kind of allows me 
to go out and do all sorts of other 
interesting things and this is just a 
way I make money. But the thing 
that's kind of depressing to me, 
sometimes—not to get too low— 
when I'm at work anal look around. 
Really, the gist of that song is, at the 
end of the day, you look around at 
your work and probably the only ic¬ 
ing on the cake of most shitty jobs is 
hopefully you like who you work 
with. You can get along with them 
as long as you see eye to eye. But ev¬ 
ery now and then I'll look around 
and I feel kind of bad because I think, 
wow. I'm taking time off here to go 


to Europe. It's not going to cost me 
anything. I get to walk around, I get 
to look at stuff, I get to meet people 
there who are excited to meet me. 

SV: You're part of a community and 
these people you work with don't un¬ 
derstand what it's all about. 

Paddy : Exactly. And it really breaks 
my heart because I'll look around and 
I'll see people that I like a lot. The 
people that I go out on smoke breaks 
witn or to Taco Bell with and I like 
them a lot, I respect them a lot. I'd like 
to think they're just as articulate or 
interesting as I am . But you look at 
them ana think all they're really 
thinking about right now is car pay¬ 
ments, am I pregnant. 

SV: The realities of life. 

Paddy : And there's nothing really 
wrong with that, at all. I mean, there 
isn't, but the gist of that song was that 
the "us" and "them" really does exist 
in most work environments. Which is 
kind of weird, because Erik owns his 
own business. I know this is coming 
up. That whole song is for real, too, 
even the quotes on the bus. IPs de~ 

P ressing but IPs also kind of nice- 
[opefully, there are people that 
would hear the song that are living 
like that, too. 'Cause I hate It tyhett 
punk rockers work with a couple of 
Other punk rockers and a tori or non- 

S rockers and don't even talk to 
nvpunk rockers. My best friends 
at my work are the non-punks and I 
work with a ton of punks. And I get 
along with them great but, shit, look 
for the nice things sometimes. They're 
not always with people you know 
you're going instantly get alongg 
with; 

SV : Where do you work? si 
Paddy : I photocopy crap for s| 

(laughter)- We reproduce filesfori&w-f 
yers and get them documented and 
regi$||rptf with theit$$| 

SV: Erik, you own a b^Yjgh^ ; V 
Erik : Yeah. That happeneosk^that 1 
song was written and, IflpTUnny, 
'cause just about the only line I sing 
in that song is "the only good boss is 
one that's dead" and now I'm a boss 
(laughter). 

SV: Fve been a boss. I don't like being 
one. 

Erik : But I guess I sort of made a trade. 

I decided to become a boss so I could 
have my own freedom. That's the 
thing. I feel good about what I do. I 
feel good about owning a business 
and I feel good about the way that my 
business is, as far as people that work 
there, as far as my relationship to it. 
But, yeah, it is sort of a weird thing. If 
there's an "us" and "them" in the 
world of bar ownership, I guess I'm 
the "them." But I don't see myself as 
that and I don't think other people me 
as that. But I think it's ironic that's the 
only line I sing in that song and I be¬ 
came a boss. 

Lane : I think you can be a good boss 
as long as you understand what it's 
still like to be the worker. That's the 
key to it. 

SV : It's funny... I was talking to my 
friend who works for a large retail 
chain and he's just relocated pack up 
here. He's going to manage a store 
and he's talking to his district man¬ 
ager about finding ways to motivate 
these workers, to keep them in line, 
basically. How they'll "take care of 
them" if they do the job right, but it's 
strictly in terms of money. Never 
mind dignity or anything else. 

Erik : Treat them like children. I'll up 


you allowance if you do your chores. 
Lane : Positive reinforcement or some¬ 
thing like you're a fuckin' pigeon or 
something. 

SV : He can't understand why his un¬ 
derlings don't take their jobs seri¬ 
ously. Don't they know how well they 
could do with this company? And I'm 
like, Leo, how much do these guys get 
paid? When they know they can get a 
job anywhere for that money. 

Paddy : Yeah, I mean, money is the 
motivation. 

SV : Well, a lot of jobs, you're right, it 
is. 

Paddy : I mean, 'cause that's the thing. 
I'll tell you the truth—I hate my 
fucking job. I would lose my mind if I 
didn't have the band. I wouldn't be 
doing what I'm doing. 

SV : There are times when I would 
have lost my mind if I didn't have the 
zine as a creative outlet or being in¬ 
volved in the punk community. 
Paddy : And that's the thing that's so 
funny, too. To be honest with you, 
here's a little side note. It cracks me 
up sometimes when we play shows 
in certain places and, if there's some¬ 
body who's really into our band—I 
doiVt want it to sound like a rockstar 


they're not really talking to you, but 
they're talking at you to try and get 
you to say something. And I'll sit 
there and think Move it when they 
bring up "Superpowers," because I 
wonder if they've read the lyrics. The 
gist of that song is, someday. I'm go¬ 
ing to be pumping gas for your son 
or daughter. Why are you so en¬ 
thralled? It's only.gamg.tQ. be so long 
before rfogpingjfo-ls^working at a 7- 
11 making you aS«rpee*|^ 

The next question is fmfo''Unem- 

S ped/J wfoch&to were 

ing fp3P today. :.};.'•••• 

jfe&dy : I know and I we played that 
for years- We stopped playing it be- 
tatiSe people told us boint blank, 
"you've been playing that song for 
years and you ve got to play some¬ 
thing else/ 

SV : "We must fight them." Is that the 
music biz you're talking about? 
Paddy : Yes. I mean, I feel dumb just 
saying yes. 

SV : I realize it's an older song. You 
said it dealt with 1994 and times 
change. 

Paddy : What we had in the liner notes 
was true. "A basement show, there's 
no radio, but I'll keep singing." The 
ironic thing is that 7" came out, it got 
played on a local radio station. All of 
a sudden, people were coming to see 
us in basements but I think, for the 
long and short of that, sure. Being en¬ 
ticed from a suit and tie, you bet. Fuck, 
we just went to Vegas and played with 
NOFX. No suits and ties but, boy, if 
lies were dollar bills. I'm the fucking 
king of Brazil. 

SV : You told me you played SXSW 
and some corporate weasels were 
bothering you. 

Paddy : Oh yeah. The guy with the 
DAT machine and sticking the boom 
mikes in your face. The laminates, the 
fucking dumb bastards name drop¬ 
ping like, "well, Pete Shelley of the 
Buzzcocks." Dude, let me tell you 
something about Pete Shelley from 
the Buzzcocks. I just paid $16 to see 
his goddamn band. Go fuck yourself. 
I don't care what he had to say to you 
about No Doubt. Fuck you. All I'm 
thinking about is I want to get home, 
have a beer and listen to His Hero Is 


Gone. Two different worlds, my 
friend. Now Pete Shelley's going to 
want to beat us up, too. I'll take him! 
SV : Pete Shelley's like 5 foot 1. 

Erik : I'd like to see him try. 

Paddy : He looks like he grew under¬ 
water, too. You ever notice that? He 
looks like a little water nymph, 
(laughter) They rocked, though. 
Also, I lied my ass off. I didn't pay 
$16.1 got a comp. Fuck that, I ain't 
paying this. 

SV Aha, so you ARE in the indus¬ 
try! 

Paddy : In as much as I hang out with 
the guys who work the bar, yeah, 
you bet. 

SV: Why wasn't the Mutant Pop 7" 
on "This Shit Is Genius"? 

Paddy : Tim asked us eons ago. Ac¬ 
tually, when we did the 7", he said 
he wanted dibs on the disc and we're 
still going to do it. Actually, we did 
two songs from the album, "21 Said 
Three Times Quickly" and "Shut ; 
Your Little Trap, Inc." Those were 
both recorded for a 7" which we 
were supposed to do on Bob from 
the Quincy Punx's label. We re¬ 
corded them at the same time we re¬ 
corded "Girlfriends and 
Bubblegum" and then that didn't 
end up happening. So the plan has 
always been for Tim to ao a CD 
single—-it's going to be really 
cheap—and it's going to be the 
whole 7 " plus those two original ver¬ 
sions from the same session and then 
there's also apparently going to be 
live stuff. 

Erik : A whole live show. 

Paddy : Which is so awesome, so 
there's no way that we're going to 
fuck with that. Tim is awesome and 
I know he's going to read that one 
thing I said earlier and he's gonna 
get really pissed, but we love him 
and his dog to tears. 

SV: Tell me about some of the new 
songs from the new album [this in¬ 
terview was done a few months before it 
was released and I hadn't heard them 
yet] 

Paddy : There's one song called 
"Maximum Piss 'n Vinegar" that's 
Erik's "I'm really mad at you" song. 
[Erik laughs] I don't really know 
what's going on there, but he's re¬ 
ally mad at somebody, he wrote a 
song about it and I think we're all 
pretty certain that that's going to be 
kind of a hit. 

Lane : And it might be about you, Al. 
You never know. I don't know who 
it's about. He's very angry. He just 
doesn't know towards who. 

Paddy : There's also one part of the 
album where we become the 
Dillinger Four Escape Plan. 

SV : A jazz break? Is that what it is? 
Paddy : Oh no... we had a little fun 
with the tune down and play slow. 
It's scary. The pop/punk kids will 
wet their pants ana the emo kids will 
cry. And the crust punks will call us 
pussies. 

SV : Tell me how Cleveland Bound 
Death Sentence came together. You 
[Paddy] did that a couple of years 
ago. 

Paddy : There's really not much to it. 
Aaron just called up. He was in Chi¬ 
cago and he had some lyrics and he 
said he'd been playing with some 
people in Chicago and it wasn't go¬ 
ing well and he got the bug and he 
really wanted to do it. Spitty he had 
known for eons and Aaron was 
friends with Emily and I was friends 
























with her. Her band the Saltines were 
awesome and they'd just broken up 
and I knew she was kind of bummed 
out, trying to get a band together. It 
wasn't supposed to do anytning. We 
were just going to play, mess around 
and make a tape just to have and 
then he was talking about maybe 
passing the tape out to some friends 
of his. Then Jason Parker from THD 
heard it and thought it was really 
good and put out the 7". We did that, 
it went well and then he came back 
a year later and we did it again. And 
now Spitty's going to prison. 

SV: What?! 

Paddy : Should we get into that? 
Well, I don't feel bad oecause we're 
not using his real name, it's just a 
punk roclc name and if he was here 
right now, he'd be buying us all 
drinks and he'd be telling us the 
same thing. 

Erik : And ne'd be free. 

Paddy : He was "in association"— 
nudge nudge, wink wink—with the 
largest crystal meth lab busted in 
American history. 

SV : That's not good. 

Erik : Cost him ten years. 

Paddy : So we're thinking about do¬ 
ing kind of a Bad Brains "I Against 
I" thing, where we'll record a record 
and he can phone in his vocals. 

SV : Like on ^'Sacred Love"! Anyway, 
I know some of you have worked at 
Extreme Noise. Speaking as a fellow 
record store veteran, Y a like to get 
your observations about working in 
record stores. 

Paddy : Man, you know what I hate? 
When train-hopping motherfuckers 
who travel through town come into 
the store, bring up 120 records, want 
to hear a little bit of each one and 
then they only have about $6 in 
dimes ana they can afford to buy one 
7" and it turns out to be some crazy 
rare 7". 

SV : Fuckin' right! 

Paddy : They try to haggle you down 
from $38 to $6.1 hate that. But I'm a 
bitter motherfucker. 

SV : But, you see, record stores are the 
perfect place for curmudgeons and 
misanthropes. 

Paddy : There are certain aggravat¬ 
ing things that come along with it. 
Like I wish punks would learn the 
1 ’amn alphabet. 

: No shit! When are 
erfuckers going to learn to file? 
We used to have to literally spell out 
the damn alphabet. A big chart 
above the records and, nine times 
out of ten, they still can't. How hard 
is it? 

Paddy : I mean, you've got to love 
'em 'cause they're volunteering but, 
it's like, it's a K, motherfucker. Kill¬ 
ing Time goes here. 

Billy : Or god forbid you give some¬ 
body a fucking split 7". Jesus Christ! 
Paddy : And god forbid it's, like, 
some German hardcore or Swedish 
hardcore, where they have the crazy 
lettering. We've got 18 year old kiefs 
that don't even know the goddamn 
alphabet. Or Gauze putting out that 
album two years ago, the one that's 
all in Japanese. How are we sup¬ 
posed to sell that, you fuckers? I still 
don't know what the title of that al¬ 
bum is to this day but I can sing 
along with the whole thing. Great, 
now Gauze will want to beat us up! 
SV : This question, once again, comes 
from the lyric book, where it men¬ 
tions Paddy discussing Redd Foxx 



and Don Rickies. Who's cooler? 

All : Ooooh.... 

Paddy : I've got to go with the Foxx. 
Erik : Redd Foxx. 

Lane : I'd probably have to go with 
Redd Foxx, too. 

Paddy : But understand that it's re¬ 
ally tight. 

Lane : That's a tough fucking ques¬ 
tion. 

Paddy : And we also want to say... we 
were talking before about taking 
stands? Dillinger Four would like to 
start a movement. It's the 198% anti- 
Margaret Cho movement. We're all 
about keeping comedy alive and 
Margaret Cho is the bigeest enemy 
of comedy there is. Fuck Margaret 
Cho! 

Lane : No, I think Sinbad's probably 
the biggest enemy of comedy. 
Paddy : Sinbad is evil, as well. Do 
you know what killed me? I read the 
Punk Planet interview with Kathleen 
Hanna. She name-dropped this one 
female comedian that we laughed at 
because she was so not-funny. She 
was terrible... Paula Poundstone! 
Out of nowhere in Kathleen Hanna's 
interview, she quotes and cites Paula 
Poundstone as an influence. What 
the fuck is going on there, man? 

SV : She's from around here. 

Paddy : She sucks. That's not com- 
edy. That's your annoying drunk 
neighbor babbling at you. 

Lane : Richard Lewis... I think he's 
my biggest nemesis. 

SV : Wasn't Richard Lewis the co-star 
with Don Rickies on that sitcom for 
awhile? [He was — the short-lived 
"Daddy Dearest" in 1993, for you TV 
trivia nuts] 

Lane : If he did it. I'm sure Don 
Rickies carried it. [He did!] 

SV : I'll tell you why Don Rickies is 
kind of punk, though. He had a 
show in the late 70s called "CPO 
Sharkey" and they had a punk rock 
episode and the Dickies were on it. 
All : No way!! 

SV : So how cool is that? 

Erik : Very cool. 

Paddy : Dude, I'll tell you what. 
There are fewer places I'd rather be 
in the world than anywhere the 
Dickies are hanging out with Don 
Rickies. 

Lane : Actually, you know what? I 
want to take back my answer. I'm a 
huge Redd Foxx fan but, the more I 
think about it, Don Rickies had the 
balls to go at Sinatra, to do his style 
of comedy directed at Sinatra. That 
takes some balls. 

Paddy : Redd Foxx used to wash 
dishes with Malcolm X. Come on, 
man, that's fucking cool as shit. 
Malcolm X sweated him and Redd 
Foxx said fuck you. I'm going to get 
drunk and tell jokes. How about that, 
man? That's some straight-up shit. 
Lane : This is what I think's crazy 
about Redd Foxx. He had that one 
sitcom near the end and he actually 
died of a heart attack on the sitcom 
and I still, to this day, wonder if he 
was clutching his heart and going 
down and people were laugning, 
thinking he was playing a joke... 
Paddy : This is the big one!!... 
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Ever since the illustrious Felix 
Havoc sent me a copy of Demon 
System 13’s first 7” “Aborted Teen 
Generation,” my prize for answer¬ 
ing his rock ‘n roll trivia quiz in 
Maximum Rock l n Roll , I’ve been a 
fan. Make that a huge fan. This 
Swedish four-piece tear it up, pure 
and simple. Raging old school US- 
style hardcore. A barrage of 
powerchords, howls, scampering 
drums and all it of tighter ‘n fuck. 
This campaign of destruction has 
continued on each subsequent re¬ 
lease I’ve heard from the band—the 
“For The Kids, Not The Business” 
7” (from which the track on this 
issue’s CD is taken), a split 7” with 
Code 13 and the album “Vad Vet Vi 
Om Kriget?,” which has new mate¬ 
rial on one side and the tracks from 
two earlier split 7”s on the other. 
There's also a 6" on UK label En¬ 
slaved called “Thrash & Bum.” You 
need to own the whole bunch. Trust 
me on that one. 

Anyway, it was a happy day 
around these environs when I heard 
about DS-13’s US tour and they put 
on one hell of a show at the Old Mill 
in Lawrence. Before their set, I in¬ 
terviewed the band outside the hall. 
The members of DS-13 are 
Christoffer (aka 138), bass; 
Frederick (aka Tom Terror), vocals; 
Andreas (aka Andy A), drums and 
Jonas (aka J&nte D-Kay), guitar... 

SV : How long have you guys been 
together? 

Christoffer : I think the first lineup 
of the band got together in late ‘96 
and it was completely different. Fred 
played drums and I played guitar 
and we had another singer, Jussi 
Suburban, but he then kind of dis¬ 
appeared from the hardcore scene 
and we switched. We got Andy to 
play the drums and Frederick took 
over the microphone and we kind 
of just took it from there. We set out 
to be some kind of early 80s Ameri¬ 
can hardcore band, which I think 
kind of shows on the records. 

SV: Yeah. It’s kind of funny, because 
most of the bands I’ve heard from 
Sweden are either trying to sound 
like Discharge or you have the more 
rock ‘n roll bands, like the 
Hellacopters, but I haven’t heard too 
many bands from Sweden doing the 
US-style hardcore. 

Christoffer : I think every one of us 
grew up on American hardcore and 
the local scene, which was very 
American-influenced in the early 
90s. But we got together, played our 
first show early in ‘97, recorded the 
first 7” in late ‘97 and it’s been go¬ 
ing good since then. 

SV: Tell me about Ume&, your 
hometown. 

Christoffer : It’s a college town. It’s 
pretty big by Swedish standards. 
Just over 100,000 inhabitants, but it 


still feels like a small town. The city 
center is very small, the shopping 
district. You can walk through it in 
5 minutes. It’s a pretty peaceful 
town. Not much crime, not much 
violence. An ordinary Swedish town 
for its size. I think we all had really 


safe upbringings, safe childhoods. 
We didn’t have to run from gangs 
or drive-by-shootings or anything 
like that. 

SV: How far is it from Stockholm? 
Frederick : 8 hours by car. Some¬ 
thing like that. 


SV: So you guys grew up in more 
of an isolated area. How did you get 
into hardcore? 

Frederick : The hardcore punk scene 
has always been kind of big in 
Umei The scene that we grew up 
in started out in ‘89 or something 


like that. I had some classmates who 
were going to shows when I was in 
6th grade and I got a couple of demo 
tapes from them. I didn’t go to 
shows until a couple of years later, 
when I was like 14. Me and 
Christoffer were in the same class, 


so we pretty much had the same 
background—punk and hardcore 
shows, music. 

Christoffer : I started going to the 
local metal shows, before. The death 
metal scene. Because, in the early 
90s, the metal scene and the 
hardcore scene in Ume£ was pretty 
unified. We had some pretty good 
death metal bands and they played 
the same shows as the hardcore 
bands but then, like ‘92, ‘93, when 
the hardcore scene started drifting 
more towards politics and veganism, 
the death metal kids kind of felt out 
of place. So there’s not much coop¬ 
eration going on right now between 
the two scenes. 

SV: You guys are pretty critical of 
some aspects of the hardcore scene, 
like the finger-pointing stuff, the 
tough-guy shit. Is there a lot of that 
where you live? 

Christoffer : Not in our town. There’s 
a scene called (??) that’s way down 
south and that scene is extremely 
into the sportswear, jock mentality, 
‘88 hardcore style and that’s the part 
I personally don’t like. But we don’t 
have it that much in Umei 
SV: Some of your songs deal with 
nazis, as well. Is there a problem 
with that in Sweden? 

Frederick : Yeah. There’s a problem. 
We have nazi skinheads and we have 
other racist organizations but, where 
we’re from, Umei, there are like no 
nazis walking the streets and show¬ 
ing up, because every time I heard 
of a nazi or there have been some 
racists, they’ve always been struck 
down at once. 

Christoffer : Beaten up. 

Frederick : Yeah, so they don’t ever 
show themselves. But I know in 
Stockholm there’s a lot more nazis. 
I guess they’re kind of a big prob¬ 
lem there. 

SV: What’s causing that to happen? 
Christoffer : I think it’s the same as 
everywhere. The Swedish economy 
has been going down during the later 
half of the 90s and unemployment 
has been going up, so I guess it’s 
the same phenomenon everywhere. 
When the standard of living is cut 
down, they tend to search for easy 
solutions, like blaming immigrants 
for coming here, taking our women, 
taking our shit, you know the usual 
bullshit. 

SV : That’s true anywhere. 
Christoffer : Yeah. Also, I know 
Americans think that the Swedish 
state has always been very... you 
know, health care... 

SV: More liberal. 

Christoffer : That the Swedish state 
has been taking better care of us. 
Here in America, it seems like 
you’re more on your own. You don’t 
have money, you don’t get health 
care. 

SV: Yeah. That’s definitely my per¬ 
ception of a lot of European coun- 

















tries. There’s more of, for want of a 
better term, tradition of social de¬ 
mocracy. 

Christoffer : It has been that way, but 
they’re starting to dismantle the 
whole social security net in Sweden, 
now. Also, the Swedish government 
has started to sell out a lot of com¬ 
panies that used to belong to the 
state, like the buses and public trans¬ 
portation. 

SV: They’re privatizing it. 
Christoffer : Yeah. We’re getting 
close to you guys. We’re privatizing 
more and more. I think that also has 
helped a lot of scapegoating towards 
immigrants. 

SV : It’s interesting. It’s imitating 
America, because you hear about 
that in England, you hear about that 
in Germany, to a certain extent. 
Christoffer : I think pretty soon 
Sweden’s going to be like the 51st 
state of America or something. 

SV : So there’s a very pronounced 
American influence in the culture 
over there? 

Christoffer : Yeah. Our modern 
culture’s very Americanized. 

SV: Who’s Bob Flanagan that you 
mentioned in “The Ballad Of Bob 
Flanagan”? 

Christoffer : Right before we wrote 
that song, we saw a documentary 
about an American artist named Bob 


Flanagan, who had some kind of dis¬ 
ease. He was dying. He did lots of 
artwork and took photographs of 
himself and his grand piece was 
where he nailed his cock to a piece 
of wood with a hammer and nails 
and we saw that documentary... 

SV : Oh yeah... I remember now. I 
didn’t recognize the name, but he 
was into self-mutilation. I saw 
something about him in one of the 
ReSearch books. 

Christoffer : Yeah and he’s dead now, 
so we were thinking to write a bal¬ 
lad, kind of SOD-style. 

SV : That’s kind of an obscure one 
to pick. 

Christoffer : Totally sick documen¬ 
tary. 

SV : Who is “Outstanding Assholes” 
about? About how there were some 
problems at an animal rights ben¬ 
efit with a certain band? 
Christoffer : There was a show in 
Stockholm and there was this Swed¬ 
ish band, actually quite a good band 
called Outstand who came to the 
show. They had brought a second car 
so they could bring their girlfriends 
along and they demanded more 
money for gas. The people at the 
show were, like, “you know, this is 
a benefit for animal rights. We can’t 
give you any more money” and they 
were super pissed-off and said, to 


make it back, they would drive over 
some animals on the way home. But 
the singer for the band is a very nice 
and he wasn’t really involved in that. 
So it’s too bad, because they’re a 
pretty good band. 

SV : Regarding “I Hate Silverchair,” 
do you really want to nuke Austra¬ 
lia to hell? (laughter) Does the 
whole country deserve to die for the 
sins of one band? 

Christoffer : Someone’s gonna pay 
for it sooner or later, man. They’ve 
all got to accept the responsibility 
for it. 

SV: Well, I could turn it around and 
say do you guys accept the respon¬ 
sibility for ABBA? 

Christoffer : You could have picked 
a worse band as an example. 
Frederick : The A*Teens. Kids cov¬ 
ering ABBA songs. 

Christoffer : Two guys and two girls, 
like 15 or 16 years old. It’s the usual 
mainstream bullshit. They’re not 
even singing themselves. Pretty 
faces dancing and totally butcher¬ 
ing ABBA classics. 

SV: Are ABBA still big icons in 
Sweden? 

Christoffer : Yeah. I think they’re 
pretty much big icons all over the 
world. There was a really big ABBA 
hype a couple of years ago. 

SV : I remember when the movie 
“Muriel’s Wedding” came out, that 
might have helped bring it back, be¬ 
cause “Dancing Queen” was very 
prominent in it. 

Christoffer : I mean, I’d say they’re 
probably still one of the biggest-sell- 


ing acts in Sweden each year. I don’t 
think they’ll have to work that hard, 
the old members. 

SV : I heard they turned down mil¬ 
lions of dollars to do a reunion, too. 
Christoffer : Yeah. That’s pretty cool, 
though. I don’t think they hang that 
much, nowadays. 

Jonas : They don’t come to punk 
shows anymore. They kind of 
stabbed us in the back. 

SV : They used to, back in the day? 
Christoffer : Yeah. They were always 
up front, pointing the fingers, sing¬ 
ing the lyrics. 

SV : Just before “Kill For The 
Dancefloor,” there’s a sound-bite 
where someone’s talking about how 
they hate this PC, no dancing 
bullshit. It sounds really familiar. 
Where did you get that from? 
Christoffer : That’s from the Fugazi 
movie, “Instrument.” 

SV : That’s right [feeling really 
dumb]. 

Christoffer : Actually, most of the 
samples on the record—the intro 
sample with the guy talking about 
punk rock being just going out, hav¬ 
ing a good time, that’s also from that 
movie. There’s some pretty fun 
samples in that entire movie. 

SV: Is this the first time you’ve been 
to the US? 

Christoffer : Yeah, as a band. I’ve 
been to New York once but that was 
just a short trip. 

SV: How have you found it so far? 
Are you enjoying it? 

Christoffer : Very much. We’d heard 
so much talk about bands on tour 



























"What’s the use of a revolution 
if it’s not a carnival and a 
party at the same time?" 
-CHRIS TOFFER 


you’re in a band and you enjoy do¬ 
ing shows and putting out records 
and you’re not out freeing minks all 
night long. 

SV : People should be able to do 
whatever they want, whatever level 
with which they feel comfortable 
getting involved. 

Frederick : ‘Cause we support most 
of their actions. Why can’t they sup¬ 
port [us]? 

Christoffer : I mean, we do benefit 
shows. Maybe it’s kind of a lame 
excuse, but this band is mostly about 
music. We wouldn’t be doing this if 
we didn’t love the music. We’re not 
out to save the world. We’re just 
playing in a band. If we can show 
people a good time at a show and 
they enjoy us and have fun dancing, 
I mean, that’s at least something. 
What’s the use of a revolution if it’s 
not a carnival and a party at the same 
time? 

SV: Yeah, I mean you want them to 
think about things, maybe, but if 
they’re not having a good time, 
what’s the point? That’s how I feel 
about it. 

Jonas : Hopefully, they'll buy the 
record and read the lyrics and maybe 
start thinking. 

Christoffer : Something I feel very 
strongly about is just getting people 
to start thinking for themselves and 
not just because we say something 
in our lyrics. They shouldn’t just buy 
it straight up. They should question 
it. Make up their own minds. 

SV : Sometimes people don’t do that. 
They’ll accept things at face value 
because it’s the cool thing to do or 
whatever. 

Christoffer : Yeah. There’s a lot of 
that in Sweden, following the big 
hardcore scene icons and just imi¬ 
tating them. 

SV : Well, that’s just human nature. 
People are always looking for a role 
model or a leader or something. 
Christoffer : That’s sad. I don’t know 
if we’re any different. We’re just 
imitating American bands that split 
up 20 years ago, stealing from their 
songs. You don’t hear any Discharge 
in our music? 

SV: Sure, but it’s not the main part 
of your sound. I hear more DRI, 
Poison Idea... I mean, you have a 
song about Poison Idea, which is 
hilarious. 

Christoffer : That’s probably my fa¬ 
vorite punk band of all time. Of 
course we were influenced by the 
classic Swedish hardcore, but it’s the 
American sound that we grew up 
with. Those are the bands we know 
the best... 
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being treated very bad in America. 
That the standard is completely dif¬ 
ferent than Europe. But so far, ev¬ 
eryone has been super-nice, we’ve 
always had somewhere to sleep. At 
most of the shows, we’ve gotten 
food. 

Frederick : I think that has been 
pretty much because we’ve been 
dealing with Felix [Havoc] and he 
knows all these great people ‘cause 
he’s been around for so long. 
Christoffer : He’s done so much for 
us. Without him, we wouldn’t be 
able to come over here and get this 
great reception because he’s really 
spread the record around. He has 
great distribution in America. 

SV : How did you get in touch with 
him, in the first place? I know he 
put out your first 7” in this country 
and he just did the split with Code 
13. 

Christoffer : We released the first 7”, 
“Aborted Teen Generation,” by our¬ 
selves on our own label and then he 
wrote us and said he liked it so much 
that he wanted to keep it in press. 
We said fine, because we don’t have 
the [money] to keep it in press. 

SV: “Europe 99” seems to be about 
the military action in Kosovo. What 
are your thoughts about that action? 
The US going over there and get¬ 
ting involved? 

Christoffer : Obviously, there’s a 
whole lot of suffering and a whole 
lot of misery going on over there but 
I don’t think dropping more bombs 
is going to solve anything. I mean, 
the president of Yugoslavia is still 
in charge and he’s still ruling the 
country. It didn’t work. It’s the same 
thing. But the US don’t have the in¬ 
terest to remove him. It’s the same 
with Saddam Hussein. They want to 
keep the bad guys. They want to 
keep them to their own country, but 
still have a bad guy to blame as a 
scapegoat and somehow use it to 
keep the military going. 

SV: Exactly! 

Christoffer : To give it more funds 
and keep the military busy. It’s also 
remarkable that, for the first time 
since the world war, the Iron Cross, 
the Germans, are involved in a war 
again and it’s the third time during 
the last century that they’ve been 
involved in military action in that 
part of Europe. 

SV: What’s the title of your new al¬ 
bum mean? [ Vad Vet Vi Om Kriget?] 
Christoffer : It means “what do we 
know about the war?” It’s kind of 
an ironic, sarcastic remark towards 
the punk scene’s fascination with 
war, especially the crust scene and 
the Swedish Discharge clone scene. 

I mean, Sweden hasn’t been in¬ 
volved in any war for the last couple 
of hundred years and, still, we’re 
obsessed with it. But I mean we have 
the typical punk-war anthems. 

SV: One thing I noticed about your 


lyrics, if you think about it at all, is 
there’s definitely a lot of humor un¬ 
derlying them. 

Frederick : Yeah... that’s important, 
I think, to have some humor in what 
you’re doing. 

Christoffer : There’s way too many 
bands taking themselves too seri¬ 
ously. I mean, we're not a joke band, 
but we have self-irony and I think 
that’s very important to survive. A 
lot of the punk scene, especially the 
political activists, take themselves 
way too seriously. 

SV : That’s especially true in Europe, 
from what I've heard. 

Christoffer : Yeah. In America, 
people seem to be more relaxed 
about it. 

SV : It depends on the show. 
Christoffer : I guess so. I guess it 
depends on what part of the coun¬ 
try you’re in. 

Frederick : I guess we haven’t been 
dealing with real activist people, so 
far. I think they are more separated 
from the punk scene here in 
America. 

SV : Well, at least around here, where 
I live, there’s a very small segment 


that are involved in the activist com¬ 
munity but, with the larger activist 
community in Boston, there don’t 
seem to be a majority of punks, al¬ 
though they’re a presence. 
Christoffer : I think it’s that way in 
Stockholm. The die-hard, hardcore 
activists want to keep themselves 
separated from the music scene be¬ 
cause they feel that starting a band 
or doing a scene doesn’t help the 
struggle and it's silly to get your¬ 
self involved in something that 
doesn’t help the struggle. And that’s 
kind of a narrow-minded way of 
looking at it, because if we’d all help 
each other, things would be easier. 
Where would they be without tons 
of benefit shows? 

SV : And why would they not want 
to encourage people to get involved 
with them? The more people in¬ 
volved, the better. 

Christoffer : I'd say 80 % of the die¬ 
hard activists in Sweden got into 
veganism and direct action through 
hardcore music. But I don’t know... 
sometimes it feels like the die-hard 
activists are failed musicians. Al¬ 
ways dragging down on you because 










































Kill The Man Who Questions 
are a powerfully intense hardcore 
band from Philadelphia. A tandem 
of two vocalists, backed up by two 
guitars, bass and drums in constant 
attack mode. Lyrics that explore 
and probe a plethora of societal is¬ 
sues, as well as within the so-called 
scene. Yet, for all the serious topi¬ 
cal matter, this was an enjoyable 
interview punctuated with laugh¬ 
ter and wise-cracks. The band have 
one full-length album, “Sugar In¬ 
dustry” (Coalition), as well as sev¬ 
eral 7” releases. I interviewed the 
band—Mike and Niki (vocals), 
Beau and Thom (guitars), Andrew 
(bass) and Jeremy (drums)—be¬ 
fore their show at the Old Mill in 
Lawrence. Not the most comfort¬ 
able of conditions—surrounded by 
bottles waiting to be recycled (the 
first floor of the Mill is a recycling 
operation), but, hey, it was rela¬ 
tively quiet. Even with Grief re¬ 
hearsing two floors above us. One 
more note: transcribing an inter¬ 
view with 6 people is a difficult 
chore and if I misattributed any of 
the quotes (i.e. mixed anyone up), 
my apologies. 

Mike : This better not be a hatchet 
job! 

SV: Oh, it’s going to be a total 
hatchet job. I’m going to start with 
the really tough questions. Give me 
a quick history of the band. 

Thom : Well, the band originally 
was Mike, Pat, Andrew and a guy 
named John. Maybe I shouldn’t 
have started that early (laughter). 
Then we replaced John with Jer¬ 
emy and we picked up Niki at the 
same time. Then a little bit down 
the road, I left, Andrew played 
bass. 

Andrew : Then I left and you 
played bass. 

Thom : Yeah, but then I left again. 
Make any sense to you? v \ 
SV : No, but keep going. You’re on 
a roll, here. 

Thom : I left the band, then 8eau 
came in and started!playing bass 
and Pat was playing guitar Hf tM 
time. We left Pat ofeffien, Beau 
left the band, I started playing bass 
and then Pat left the band, Beau 
came back and started playing gui¬ 
tar. 

SV : Okay, okay., when did you 
guys start, roughly? 

Mike : ‘96? 

Niki : Yeah. 

Thom : No, ‘97. 

Beau : No. (laughter) 

SV: This is going to be one of those 
things when you can’t even agree 
with when the band started. Wait’ll 
I get to the tough questions! 

Mike : It started off a lot of us all 
lived together and we had other 
bands, like that’s when I was in the 
Boils and Andrew was in Dissucks. 


We were kind of bored or wanted to 
do other stuff in addition to what we 
were doing, so we started jamming. 
Maybe it was ‘96 or ‘97... 

Niki : It was ‘96... 

Mike : But it was so half-assed. 
Andrew : We started in ‘96, playing, 
but we didn’t actually end up ever 
putting anything out ‘til ‘97. 

SV : Mike, what made you decide to 
leave the Boils? 

Mike : I was in the Boils and Kill The 
Man for a long time, doing both. Ba¬ 
sically, I left because I wasn’t as into 
the music, anymore. After a couple 
of records, they started heading in a 
really street-punky kind of direction. 
I’m pretty into listening to some of 
those bands but I wasn’t having the 
same kind of fun playing it. And it 
was Greg’s aim to kind of m|ke a 
living off the band. Ethically, that’s 
what he wanted to do and I wasn’t 
really into the kinds of things we had 
to do along the way. I was more into 
this kind of music, more into the 
whole DIY circuit, so I told Greg I 
wasn’t into it anymore. A pretty 
clean break-up. We’re still pals and 
stuff. 

SV : In the lyric booklet, in the ex¬ 
planation for the song “Sugar Indus¬ 
try,” you write about ass-kissing, 
shoe-gazing, hand-pocketing dull¬ 
ards. Has the punk scene turned too 
predictable to you? Are people get¬ 
ting too jaded or are you finding the 
opposite? 

Mike : As a whole, I don’t think it’s 
too jaded. It’s probably a lot more 
predictable now than maybe, obvi¬ 
ously, when you were first getting 
into stuff [Sheesh! Make me feel old, 
Mike 77 . But, I mean, from someone 
who's just been getting into it the 
time 1 was, I wouldn’t say it's more 
predictable now or more jaded. As 
you’re into it longer, you have mbre 
and more friends who become jaded 
or kind of slip into the really pre¬ 
tentious, fashionable cliques within 
the whole scene. 

SV : Sure, but that's always been the 
case. 

Mike : I’m sure it is... 1 don’t think 
the scene, as a whole, is really like 
that. I saw a lot of it going on and 
that was me complaining. 

Thorn : I think the longer you’re 
around, the more often you’re go¬ 
ing to notice people getting jaded. 
It seems like, a lot of times, it’s a 
cool thing to be jaded, be like “I’ve 
seen this all before... I don’t fucking 
care” and then you start trying to be 
artsy (laughter) and everything goes 
downhill from there. 

SV : Or if you go emo. 

Mike : Well, same difference. 

SV : It seems like people come and 
go a lot more quickly, now. The 
cycles are shorter than they used to 
be. 

Mike : I think so, too. I don’t have 
the same kind of long-term vision 


you would, but, as punk’s become 
more and more accessible, I think 
it’s easier to get into it and easier to 
be a part of because it doesn’t de¬ 
mand much for people. People don’t 
have so much invested in it, so it 
becomes boring quickly I guess for 
some people. 

SV: This is a big, broad question, 
but do you think that punk can be a 
catalyst for any sort of serious, so¬ 
cietal change. 

Beau : Actually, from what I notic¬ 
ing, for as long as I've been around, 
especially within the last protests 
coming up, the more coverage it’s 
getting, it seems like there's a lot 
bigger stronghold. Compared to 
anything that I would have seen on 
TV earlier, you can almost get a feel 
of the activists coming around, 
which 1 think roots from the purtic 
scene. It seems like there might be 
some kind of change on its way 
‘cause it keeps getting stronger. 
Niki : We were just talking about this 
last night. I was saying, for me, I 
think there’s a lot of change that 
goes on personally, with yoUt 
lifestyle and everything like that 
With a lot of other people doing that 
same thing and, like Beau was say¬ 
ing, with all the huge protests that 
have been going on lately, you see 
all these punk kids. 

SV: It seems like the punk kids ate 
a small part of the activist commu¬ 
nity in general, though. And within 
the punk scene, itself, at least from 
what I see up here, it seems like a 
small part of it. 

Beau : We have a pretty active punk 
scene down in Philly. A lot of people 
do a lot of different things. There’s 
a lot of different houses and a whole 
house will go out and protest. Even 
a lot of people you wouldn’t antici¬ 
pate, at shows, even some of the 
more hardcore kids will go out and 
participate. 

Mike: You guys are talking about on 
the scope of mass protests and ac¬ 
tivism, but I think other things go 
on before someone takes a walk 
down to city hall. Like when you 
and Christopher (from DS-13) were 
talking last night about if punk could 
actually change anything... vfell, 
fuck, it changed my life. It changed 
a lot of my friends lives. 

Niki : That’s what I was saying. 
Mike : And there’s a lot of huge po¬ 
litical and philosophical movements 
which can really only say the same 
thing, that they changed the lives of 
the people who are involved. That’s 
what changes the world, that’s what 
changes communities. It’s how the 
people in them are thinking and 
what’s on their minds and stuff. By 
the same angle, it’s hard to see what 
mass protests and demonstrations 
actually accomplish, but it’s people 
getting together, getting to know 
each other and voicing their opin¬ 


ion and that’s an accomplishment 
in itself. 

SV : Explain the lyrics behind 
“Whiteface.” Do you think there’s 
an eagerness for some in the mi¬ 
nority community to assimilate? 
Because you always hear some 
people, especially on the right, 
moaning about how there’s too 
much multi-culturalism. “They 
want to keep their own cultures... 
they don’t wai^t to be REAL 
Americans!” 

Mil^e : I would never try to call the 
shots as to s|y what other people 
are trying to do, like if some people 
in minority groups are trying to act 
a certain way. 1 think there’s defi¬ 
nitely pressure on people who are 
minorities to act a certain way and 
buy into a certain way of living. 
SV : They may have even con¬ 
vinced themselves of that. 

Mike : Well, yeah. There’s certainly 
a pressure to do that. I mean, other 
bands have said it a lot more elo¬ 
quently and from more of a first¬ 
hand perspective. There’s always 
that pressure to be a certain way, 
where, even if you are from a cer¬ 
tain ethnic background, not to 
Haunt it or put it in front of some¬ 
one where it might make someone 
uncomfortable who’s not familiar 
with if Or not force anyone com¬ 
ing from a white middle-class 
background to have to ruffle their 
own feathers or challenge too 
much of where they’re coming 
from. What people around them, 
people they work with have to say 
about minority groups. At least 
that’s how I was thinking about it. 
Ifhom : Part of America is to try to 
conform to that American pie 
dream and I think that’s been en¬ 
forced. It’s enforced not only to 
minority groups, but to the major¬ 
ity, dominant group. That’s what 
the American Dream is. Go to col¬ 
lege, get a good job, move to the 
suburbs, have 2.5 children, 2 cars, 
a hamhock and the stove or what- 
• '"ki'f 

SY: The gas grill... 

Thbm : And the gas grill and a dog 
and a cat. Own you own home and 
stuff like that. To do anything you 
can to buy into that. That’s part of 
America. 

SV: That’s what’s been sold to us. 
Thom : Yeah, and it happens in the 
minority communities. It doesn’t 
matter if it’s the Latino community 
or white, middle-class suburbs. It’s 
enforced on you that you need to 
do anything you can to achieve that 
dream. To me, that’s bullshit, but 
that’s what a lot of people buy into. 
I don’t know... I’m going to be a 
bum the rest of my life, but what 
do I care? 

SV: You’re happy, right? 

Thom : I’m happy. I don’t really 
have a concern with that type of 






























stuff and I’m not saying people 
can’t be happy having that and 
can’t necessarily be fulfilled hav¬ 
ing that and I don’t think 
someone’s wrong because they go 
to college and have the nice job or 
have the nice car and stuff like that 
but, a lot of times, myself, I won¬ 
der what drives someone to that. 
SV: That’s because they’ve been 
conditioned to think that way. It’s 
something very difficult to break 
out of, with all the signals you get 
from society, from your peers, 
from education. Individual thought 
isn’t encouraged in society. 

Thom : Yeah. 

SV: “And You Say You Own It” 
seems to pretty much be about the 
commodification of hardcore. 
What was the last straw for you 
guys? What was it that made you 
say, “man, this just ain’t what it’s 
about.” 

Mike : Fuck... it’s been a long time 
coming. I mean, even when I was 
really young... do you remember 
that Andrew Thomas Company 
guy? 

SV : You mentioned something 
about it in the liner notes, but I 
don’t remember. 

Mike : That was the distro guy who 
had the vegan shirts and straight¬ 
edge shirts that were made to look 
like Visa or Coke logos? 

Thom : Straight-edge satchels and 
backpacks that are embroidered. 
SV : Oh yeah... I saw people sell¬ 
ing those at hardcore shows, like 
the Victory Records bands type 
shows. 

Mike : Yeah, like even when I was 


that age, it used to weird me out. 
You’d see records, you’d see books, 
then maybe you’d see dialer crys¬ 
tals or something. 

SV: What? 

Mike : Crystals to scam phone calls 
and you’d go, okay, but then some 
kids would bring totally obscure shit 
like fuckin’ toasters (laughs). I 
mean, it seemed that bad to me at 
the time. 

Niki : His and hers bath towels. 
Mike : That’s exaggerating! I don’t 
know what the last straw was. It was 
a long time coming and, finally get¬ 
ting to play out a bunch and meet 
some really cool bands, and have 
that up against the backdrop of the 
complete bullshit of buying shit you 
don’t need, like the QVC mentality. 
SV: Consumerism! 

Mike : Yeah, that’s totally what it is. 
Since then, not to be over-dramatic 
about it, but there’s been things that 
wrench my heart even more. Like 
going to Europe and seeing... not 
that it’s different in Europe but, 
growing up, I came from the 
straight-edge hardcore scene and, as 
I learned more, I still wanted to keep 
some kind of basic, good faith in the 
straight-edge scene. OK, yeah, 
there’s a lot of meatheads and there’s 
a lot of unity talk, but I think there’s 
still good people and good ideas but, 
since then, there’s just been so much 
bullshit and a lot of it has been that 
total consumerism thing. 

SV : It’s also very macho and very 
reactionary, sometimes, but that’s 
another thing. 

Mike : And that’s a whole other 
thing, but we saw a lot of stuff in 


Europe that was really depressing. 
SV: Like what? C’mon Mike! Don’t 
name names, just tell me what you 
saw. 

Mike : I just saw, like bands and 
people in zines who I wanted to con¬ 
sider our peers and doing the same 
things as us, just doing nothing. Just 
producing hollow shit to sell at 
shady prices. I saw a lot of consum¬ 
erism and a lot of people who were 
into it just for that shit. 

Andrew : And it’s amazing how 
many people were just eating it up. 
Mike : That’s the depressing part of 
it. 

Andrew : It was crazy when you see 
something, like, okay, I know how 
much that particular band might sell 
that for in the states and they’re sell¬ 
ing it for a lot more here in Europe 
and you see this long line of people 
going out the door ready to buy this 
stuff. It’s really ridiculous. 

Jeremv : Some stuff that really de¬ 
pressed me was I’ve talked to some 
friends of mine that have been over 
there, friends who play in bands, and 
they tour in tour buses versus a van 
and that’s something you really 
don’t need. When they tour in the 
states in a van, like everybody else, 
then they go over to Europe and 
[go], “Dude, they treat you like roy¬ 
alty over there.” 

SV : Well, it depends on the level of 
band you’re talking about. I’ve seen 
plenty of so-called punk bands that 
have tour buses in the US. 

Jeremv : Epitaph bands? Well, I 


wasn’t even talking nearly close to 
that level. I was talking, like... 
Thorn :... bands that could draw 50 
people a night, sometimes. 
Jeremy : They’re still really good 
friends of mine, I like them as 
people, but their ethics as far as 
punk and hardcore goes are really 
different and I think they’re really 
screwed up. I think a lot of that has 
to do with a lot of the consumer¬ 
ism that’s going on within the 
hardcore scene. It’s so easy to do 
it over in Europe and it really de¬ 
pressed me when I found these 
things out. Bands that I’m friends 
with touring in buses instead of a 
van. Obviously, if you’re touring 
in a bus, you have to charge a lot 
more for guarantees to tour in a bus 
than you need to in a van. These 
kids that are going to these shows 
have to be paying extremely high 
prices for these shows, to afford to 
put on these bands. It just sucks. 
That’s not the way it should be, 
that’s not the way it goes on here. 
I don’t want to have any part of that 
kind of stuff. 

Mike : I did remember the specific 
last straw while he was talking. The 
specific last straw was a string of 
Victory Records ads where the ad- 
line was “We are hardcore” and it 
was just like, really? (laughs) 
Andrew : Thanks, what am I? What 
does that make me? They’re try¬ 
ing to get into the MTV scene. 
Thorn : They pushed the last 
Snapcase record really hard. I 

































know myself, my last straw, was 
the first “More Than Music” fest 
in Dayton in like ‘93 and just see¬ 
ing the attitudes of the bands... Vic¬ 
tory had just been around for a 
couple of years... and just seeing 
the attitudes that they had. One of 
the last straws for me was the 
whole straight-edge scene. Seeing 
Earth Crisis playing for the first 
time and then their merch table 
where they had more t-shirt de¬ 
signs than they had records out. $2 
vinyl stickers and there’s shit like 
that and this is like 7 years ago. It’s 
only gotten crazier. Basically, my 
last straw was being involved in the 
straight-edge scene for one too 
many weeks (laughter). And it’s 
not totally the straight-edge scene, 
because it happens in all the other 
scenes. Like you have the crusty 
version of the straight-edge scene, 
which is the whole Relapse and 
HydraHead universe. 

Mike : The US Bombs putting a 
commercial at the end of their 7”. 
TKO had put it out and I reviewed 
it for this magazine that I worked 
for and, at the end of side B, there 
was this fat-ass guitar solo with a 


fuckin’ commercial in the middle of 
it. I felt like Ralphy from “A Christ¬ 
mas Story.” It’s like, in the middle 
of this, “don’t miss our up-coming 
full-length on Hellcat.” I swear to 
god, it was like a commercial. 
Thorn : But was the guitar solo 
good? 

Mike : I mean it’s everywhere, but I 
think more than a few of us are com¬ 
ing from the straight-edge hardcore 
scene, so that’s the one like where 
we saw mom kissing Santa Claus, I 
guess (laughter). 

SV: With “Good Cop, Bad Cop,” my 
take on that is even people in the 
punk scene seek out mainstream 
swill, be it music or movies or video 
games. They’re just as immersed in 
many aspects of the larger culture. 
What’s your take on that? 

Mike : I mean, I don’t want to be too 
overly dogmatic. I turn on TV, too, 
and I hang out with my mom and 
we go to a movie. 

SV: I’ll admit I turn on the TV. I do 
like stuff like “South Park” and I 
watch baseball games and some 
other stuff. 

Mike : I’m not one of these kind of 
people who would expect someone 


to live in a vacuum of mainstream 
culture... and not all of it’s really 
bad, what you’re given for entertain¬ 
ment or news or journalism from the 
mainstream culture... 

SV : Oh sure it is! 

Mike : I don’t think all of it. You just 
said you like “South Park.” 

SV : But the majority of it... 

Mike : I think the problem is that 
there’s nothing else. You can enjoy 
shit, but then when you find your¬ 
self not satisfied with anything, 
there’s no other option at all and 
that’s what’s frustrating. And it’s 
really frustrating to be sitting with 
the angle of, like, you’re in the coun¬ 
terculture of punk or whatever and 
you look around there and you’re 
like, where’s the alternative we’re 
supposed to be getting. It’s the same 
thing. I see macho bands, I see ma¬ 
cho movies, I see powder-puff mov¬ 
ies, with Meg Ryan having the 
sniffles (laughter) and I see bands 
wearing Mr. Rogers sweaters, sitting 
on the couch, playing “7 Minutes In 
Heaven” like in the fucking closet. 
SV : The promo photos of these sen¬ 
sitive-looking bands in sweaters was 
one of the last straws for me! 

Mike : I understand we’re not all the 
angry kid in a Misfits t-shirt any¬ 


more... 

SV : Speak for yourself! (laughter) 
Mike : But that’s basically what that 
song’s about, that there’s no alter¬ 
native and I didn’t like what was 
going on. I think that most people 
are more intelligent than that. Most 
people want to be challenged, 
whether it’s a book they want to 
read to learn something or even just 
a movie they want to a good time 
with. But I guess people have 
vested interests to keep the shit 
watered-down and stupid. 

SV : It just seems people in the 
punk community are as immersed 
in the mass culture as anyone else. 
You go to a show and people are 
talking about “Survivor” or what¬ 
ever the big TV show is. 

Mike : I think maybe America has 
a problem with that the most, just 
because maybe the lines are 
blurred a lot more in America be¬ 
tween what’s mainstream and 
what’s [not]. The lines have been 
drawn much more distinctly, from 
what we saw, in Europe. It’s really 
much more of a lifestyle thing over 
there, which I think is cool. I wish 
America had more of that. 

SV: Regarding “Preaching To The 
Converted,” have you actually had 
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the story so far 

When fortune Smiled is the six song debut cd, featuring 
members of King For a Day and Denis (vocalist) from 

88 Fingers Louie 


DILLINtiER FOUR 


new cd/lp «ut n»w: 

VERSUS GOD 


P.0. Box 7495 Van Nuys. CA 91409 www.hopelessrecords.com 


CRR 039 • LP/CD 


CRR 040 • LP/CD 


CRR 041 • CD 


SPORTSWEAR 

S/T 

The “Keep It Together” 7" 
and the “It Runs Deep” 7" 
plus an old unreleased 
demo song available on 
one CD. Essential! 
shirts available in M/UXL 


CRR 042 • 77MCD 


TRUE BLUE 
THE ICE 

Their long awaited debut 
release. People compare 
True Blue to “today’s an¬ 
swer to the Cro-Mags”. 
CD includes two bonus 
songs. Power! 
shirts available in M/UXL 


CRR 044 • 7” 


OVER THE LINE 
THE DEMO 

The classic demo remixed 
at Bunt Studio. Raw fast 
paced hardcore to the 
fullest! 

shirts available in M/UXL 


MAINSTRIKE 
NO PASSING PHASE 

The latest recording from 
Holland’s premiere hard¬ 
core quintet. CD includes 
bonus track! 
shirts available in M/UXL 


EYEBALL 

MORE DAYS TO COME 

The hardcore record of 
this year, Eyeball is still 
punching out “Youth 
Crew” hardcore with 
elements of melody within 
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confrontations at shows during the 
course of putting out your ideas or 
talking about the songs to the au¬ 
dience? Anybody yell “shut up and 
play” or “less talk, more rock”? 
Niki : That doesn’t happen so 
much, anymore, but it used to hap¬ 
pen a lot. We’d be explaining a 
song and a dude would be, “shut 
up and play!” Then we just started 
being, like, “don’t ever fucking do 
that to my band” and telling them 
we’re not a jukebox and just con¬ 
fronting them on that. 

SV : “Dose” and “Senior Portrait” 
seem to take a pretty dim view on 
public education. What are your 
thoughts on that and are there any 
alternatives? 

Niki : With “Dose,” I had gone 
through a situation where they put 
me on medication to get rid of de¬ 
pression or stuff like that. Just go¬ 
ing through high school and hav¬ 
ing every single one of my friends, 
except for like... well, maybe two 
of my friends, who [were] on 
ritalin [or] some kind of medica¬ 
tion to control them. It just was 
really, really upsetting to have all 
my friends on medicine to stop 
them from being who they are. 
That’s what kind of made us write 
that song, the fact that most times 
it’s between the school and the psy¬ 
chologist both saying this child is 
too hyper. 


SV : Or thinking for themselves too 
much because public schools, in my 
opinion, are meant to enforce obe¬ 
dience. 

Niki : Right. And “Senior Portrait,” 
that’s about all the reasons why I de¬ 
cided to drop out of school. My po¬ 
litical beliefs on that and how school 
is just this machine that’s turning out 
cogs. 

SV : Compliant people, trained to 
serve. 

Niki : Right. It’s just a total control¬ 
ling, oppressive situation. I think 
that also has a lot to do with why 
kids are so unhappy and why they 
feel like they need to control these 
kids. 

Andrew : A lot of times, as far as the 
anti-depressants and the ADHD’s, 
Prozac, Ritalin, all that, as she was 
saying, too, people are really quick 
to diagnose that and a lot of psy¬ 
chologists will go in for one sitting 
and they’ll have it all diagnosed. I’m 
not blaming the psychologists for 
anything. There’s been studies 
showing that a lot of ADD’s and a 
lot of ADHD’s results from diet, 
which an American diet doesn’t 
comply to, because of all the pro¬ 
cessed foods. Any kind of the 
neurofunctions that seem a little bit 
distilled—I mean, I know as a kid, I 
was shovelling sugar in my mouth 
24 hours a day. Between sugar, soda, 
everything, it just seems like people 


are too quick to diagnose and start 
giving out medication, which we re¬ 
ally don’t know if there are any side 
effects in the future. They’re still 
fairly young drugs. 

Niki : The first time I went to a psy¬ 
chologist, I was in there for like a 
15 minute assessment and, after that 
15 minutes, they’re like, OK, go 
over to the psychiatrist and get your 
prescription. That’s just how it is. 
The slightest problem, the slightest 
abnormality, everyone wants to just 
put you on some kind of drug and 
fix it and make you normal. 

Beau : A lot of reports show even that 
a lot of parents really push the 
school psychologists and psychia¬ 
trists to come up with quick solu¬ 
tions. Like, “OK, my student’s not 
doing really well in school. Why is 
that?” “Well, umm, uhh, they prob¬ 
ably have ADD. Give them ritalin. 
It usually works. It works on good 
60% of the kids. Try that out, see if 
it works” and then a lot of the kids 
turn into drooling zombies and can’t 
even think and they want to kill 
themselves at that point. But they 
can concentrate and they’re not act¬ 
ing up in school, so... 

Mike : Not to say that some people 
don’t benefit from it, because I know 
there’s people who feel that drugs 
like that take enough of an edge off 
what they’re going through to help 
them really get through things, but 


a lot of kids get thrown on it really 
quick and what does that do for 
someone’s self-esteem? If you 
think someone’s depressed and it’s 
a self-esteem problem, then telling 
them the only thing that’s going to 
keep them operational is a drug... 
SV : It’s not solving the underlying 
problem. 

Mike : Right. It just pulls out the 
basis of whatever self-esteem they 
did have. 

Beau : And it’s such a conflicting 
message, compared to what kids 
are taught in school. I mean, I 
know the Reagan administration 
has ended... 

Mike : Not in my heart! 

Beau : But the whole 80s “Just Say 
No” campaign of Nancy Reagan 
and then, like, immediately follow¬ 
ing that, take Ritalin and you’ll be 
able to deal with life. It kind of has 
that whole prescription of, OK, if 
you’re not happy with your life, 
take drugs and you’ll be OK. 

SV: Anesthetize everyone. 

Mike : Well, even then, it was “Just 
Say No—it’s Miller Time”... 
(laughter) 
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Zac : Yeah, I did. I was in Fury 66 and be¬ 
fore that I was in a band called Nothing 
Substantial. 

SV : The band was called Nothing Substan¬ 
tial or it was nothing substantial? 

Zac : Both! 

Andy : You slided in the discount bin at 
Rasputin's. 

Zac : Really? 

Andy : Yeah, four weeks ago. 

SV : I just want to say that the Bay Area has 
the best record stores I've ever seen, with 
Rasputin's and Amoeba. 

Eric : Amoeba is considered by a lot of 
people to be the best record store in the 
world. Seriously. 

SV : On the first album, in the little intro¬ 
ductory paragraph, you talk about all the 
sub-groups, extremists, etc... How do you 
think punk and hardcore got so separated? 
How did it all get so fragmented? It used 
to be the same thing. 

Andy : Metal. I think metal helped out a lot. 
When the whole metal /hardcore thing hap¬ 
pened, it appealed to a lot of other people 
than just straight-edge, hardcore kids. It ap¬ 
pealed to heshers and all that and who also 
got into that whole thing of being straight¬ 
edge and into metal. I think we were talk- 


No rookies by any stretch, as certain 
members of the Nerve Agents, hailing from 
the Bay Area of California, have been 
knocking around in different bands for 
quite some time, particularly vocalist Eric 
Ozenne, but the details are in the interview. 
The Agents' first, self-titled EP was a de¬ 
cent, youth crew-sounding hardcore effort 
but the band have grown by leaps and 
bounds with their latest album, "Days Of 
The White Owl." Eric's drill-instructor vo¬ 
cals remain in effect, but the Agents expand 
their approach this time to encompass a 
wider variety of punk and hardcore influ¬ 
ences. Aggressive, memorable songs and 
delivered with a gut-punching presence, 
particularly live. 

No Boston date on this tour, so it was 
time for a roadtrip out to Westfield, near 
Springfield in the western part of the state, 
for their show at the Westfield Woman's 
Club, where I interviewed the band after 
the show... Besides Eric, the other Agents 
are Tim "Stardust" Presley (guitar), Zac 
Hunter (guitar), Dante Sigona (bass) and 
Andy "Outbreak" Granelli (drums). And, 
in addition to the LP and EP (both on Rev¬ 
elation), there's also a split EP with Kill 
Your Idols on Mankind Records... 


SV : Let's get the history thing out of the way. 
Eric, I know you were in Unit Pride and Re¬ 
demption 87. How did this band come to¬ 
gether? 

Eric : Well, Andy had been talking to me 
about playing drums and starting a new 
band after Redemption 87 broke up and I 
really didn't want to do any music after that 
because I kind of had a bad break-up expe¬ 
rience with Redemption. But, one day, I got 
stoked on the idea of playing music again 
and, right when that happened, I went up 
to Andy. We were at the same show and he 
said, yeah, let's do it. Then we got a bass- 
player like, what, a minute later? 

Andy : Yes, a minute later. 

Eric : Then we got Kevin the next day and 
Tim came to our second practice. Then a few 
members left, we got Dante and Zac, re¬ 
cently. 

SV : Tim, you were in Model American, 
weren't you? 

Tim : Yeah. 

Andy : Me and Tim. That's how I knew him 
(laughs). When me and Eric started the band, 
I really wanted Tim in the band because he's 
my buddy. I wanted to do a band with my 
buddies. 

Eric : Zac came from Fury 66, by the way. 











ing about this last night. Punk shows used 
to be about getting fucked-up, being drunk 
and stuff and, then, straight-edge came in, 
like Youth Of Today. Eric watched it all 
(laughter). 

SV: He watched it all? 

Andy : He saw it first hand. Well, with 
bands like Youth Of Today and Minor 
Threat, kids started going to shows sober 
and getting into the music and tnoshing it 
up was all good, too, just like being drunk 
and fucked-up. I know, a lot of times, when 
you're sober, you don't necessarily want to 
be hanging out with a bunch of people who 
are always getting fucked up all the time. 
Eric : I got lost on that one... 

Andy : I think I'm brilliant! (laughter) 

Eric : I think the separate stuff just came 
from evolution. Punk rockiG^m#;frbfe i&Mi 
'n roll. It all evolved and punk rock was 
this crazy, fast—well, not hecfesatfly even 
fast in the beginning—but just fuckin' bi-Y 
zarre form of music to a lot of people back 
then and then it just kind of evolved. It be¬ 
came fast to a lot of people, some ofitwaf 
still rockin'. It just started breaking up into 
branches and branches, 

Tim : I think the bizarreness of punk rock is 
starting to go away. It's starting to turn ac¬ 
ceptable and accessible to a lot of people. 
To a lot of people, it's not such an undfel 
ground thing anymore. 

SV : Well, there's certainl|r; el 

mainstreaming process. But there's also a 
backlash against the mainstreaming, get¬ 
ting back to the underground, DIY thing. 
Tim : Well, there's subgroups and afi of that, 
but when there's stores like Hbt Tb|$e in 
the mall and it's selling punk rock brace¬ 
lets and bondage belts... 

SV : Or Anarchy stickers! 

Dante : Punk and hardcore started Such a 
long time ago. I wasn't there, I didn't see it 
or anything and I got into it how the rest of 
my generation did... 

Eric : What would be your generation, 
Dante? 

Dante : The 90s... kids from the 90s, they just 
kind of choose. Like, do I want to listen to 
punk rock or do I want to listen to hardcore 
and it seems like, from what I've heard, 
back in the days (laughter), it was all one 
thing. When it was all starting up, it was 
totally experimental, people didn't know 
what was going to happen or anything and 
now, they've seen it all. So they just choose 
what they want to listen to—hardcore or 
punk rock, rock 'n roll or whatever. I like 
all of it, though. 

Eric : The whole Green Day, Nirvana, Ran¬ 
cid, everybody kind of breaking into the 
mainstream, it's opened up the door for ev¬ 
eryone to come in, even if they don't have 
the mentality of what punk rock was ever 
about. They just kind of show up and get 
into it. Some people don't even listen to the 
lyrics anymore. It's kind of weird. In a 
sense, I think it's good to have more places 
to put your stuff, now, for people to look at 
this message. 'Cause if there's some crazy 
meathead lad and he gets ahold of this stuff 
and actually reads the lyrics and, all of a 
sudden, things start making sense to him 
and he becomes a better person for it. 

SV: I think you're being overly optimistic. 


Eric : Yeah, I definitely am, but I've always 
been... this will be reallv cheesy... 

All: Posi!! 

Eric : I've always been into the whole "one 
will do" attitude. You reach one person and 
have them change for the better. They end 
up not stepping on the baby's head because 
they're pissed one day, beating their wife or 
whatever. That's cool to me. But that's a 
crazy positive attitude I've had ever since I 
was young. Any forum, at this point, to 
throw the stuff on... I don't like the exploita¬ 
tion of a lot of things, but it's kind of nice to 
have places to go other than that one store 
that's only one place in the gigantic, large 
market. Like, LBs Angeles, there used to be 
2 or 3 places where yqu can buy records. That 
place is huge. That sucks, because there's a 
lot of kids that really would like to get into 
stuff, but they don't because they couldn't 
find it. But now, you've also got the internet... 
SV: You've also got people bringing distros 
to shows, too, which is the best way. 

Eric : Not a lot in California, though. More 
out here. Like Rick Healey [25 Ta Life], who's 
got his department store. He's got a whole 
mall with him. I remember one time we 
played a show in Allentown and he came 
and there was this whole storefront It looked: 
like a newsstand, Mmost, with 
everywhere but it was actually CD'$ 
shirts. He wasn't even playing the sho#, & 
just showed up. So that was 
and I found the Antidote bootleg. 

SV : You mentioned maintamihg: a 
attitude since you were young but you also 
said, tonight, before a song that you had an 
abusive situation growing up. Sp how tfere 
you able to overcome that wiftpUt becom¬ 
ing incredibly bitter? 

Eric : I don't know... maybe 1 ansfeittet Some¬ 
times I find myself bitter. I try, JEpY the most 
part, to be a positive person, triads how I've 
always been. That has nothing to do with 
listening to Youth Of Today Of whatever. I've 
always been kind of a positive person, un¬ 
less I'm talking to Andy. Then I'm a total 
asshole. 

Andy : Yeah! (laughter) 

SV: There was a good period of time between 
Unit Pride and Redemption. What did you 
do in between? 

Eric : I was in the marines. 

SV : Yeah, I heard you talking about that with 
a couple of kids inside. You were telling them 
a story about tarantulas. I want to hear that. 
Eric : I was in marine combat training, which 
is like a month long and they take us up into 
the mountains and stuff like that. So we were 
out on this crazy hike that lasted three or four 
days and they took us this plateaued-out 
place on the side of a mountain. We get up 
to the plateau and we stop there and they 
have us look out over the plateau and it's 
just totally blank. They're like, OK, you're 
sleeping here. Pitch your tents right in the 
middle there and we look out there and the 
ground is moving. We're like, what the fuck 
is that? It turns out to be tarantulas, every¬ 
where, all over the fuckin' place and we had 
to go pitch our tents right where they're at. 
You can't really go against your instructors. 
It's just not the way of things. 

SV : That might have been a good time to 
start! (laughter) 


Eric : Yeah, that may have been a good time 
to start but, believe me, you wouldn't want 
the repercussions of that. That's how the 
military works. So we go and we pitch our 
tents and these tents, they're called shelter 
halves and there's one half to each, you but¬ 
ton them at the top and they have this space j 
that a tarantula could crawl through, that's 
off the ground. fo everybody's tent was off 
the ground, 'causefhat's fhe way it is, and 
once we got everything pitched, they're all 
in lines and we're sitting in the middle hav¬ 
ing a meeting and we're looking out, and 
you see all these tarantulas going in the 
tents. We're like, "FUCK, this sucks!" and 
we're totally freaked out. But you get so 
tired there that, every single day, you have 
to sleep. You can't avoid it. You can't sleep 
standing up, you can't just not sleep. Even 
if jfspu have arachnophobia, you're going to 
So I was sleeping in my boots 
and all My. clothes and I'd taken all the dirt 
.md tried to build this wall around my tent, 
so they couldn't get in. It was just fucked 
up. It was a horrible night 'cause I feel like 
I have a small case of arachnophpbia. 

SV : That'll give you a big one, mighty quick! 

I What made you decide to go in the mili¬ 
tary, anyway? V 

I Eric : A whole bunch of different r&feons, 

1 really, but I wanted to get out of my home¬ 
town. I hated it. I started building up this 
negative thing towards that. 

SV : What's your hometown? 

Eric : Danville, California. A little shit place 
that I live in still, today, believe it or not. 
It's very ironic, but I'm back there for a rea¬ 
son. I got out of there. It was weird, because 
I never wanted to go into the military, but I 
just did it anyway. It was like a complete 
shut-down-your-head sort of thing to do. 
SV : The new album seems to expand on the 
sound from the first one, quite a bit. I hear 
of lot of early 80s California hardcore influ¬ 
ences, like TSOL and Black Flag, especially. 
Is that accurate? 

Andy : Yeah. 

Tim : Yeah, that's about right. 

Dante : Pretty much all our favorite bands 
right there. 

Eric : This album was a lot better off than 
the first one because we've gelled, chemis¬ 
try-wise. Everybody's influences are really 
showing on this, except for maybe Zac's, 
because he didn't have a hell of a lot of time 
with us. 

Zac : It's in there. Probably "Just A Visual" 
or "Next In Line." 

SV : Definitely the guitar sound. You can 
hear the Ron Emory/TSOL guitar lines in 
there. 

Tim : We put more effects on it, just to give 
it a different sound but the best thing about 
it, I think, is we all got our two cents worth 
of what we wanted to have on an album 
and I think that's great. It's never really been 
like that as far as what I've seen, when I've 
been with other bands. So I think that's 
great. Dante got to do his weird bass stuff. 
SV : And his piano solo. 

Tim : Yeah... and Andy got to rock and me 
and Zac got to fool around with the guitar 
stuff. 

Eric : Yeah, I have to give props to Dante for 
the piano stuff. He did that all on his lone- 















some. He's got some cool stories about 
the titles for the songs, too. 

SV : Alright, go ahead... 

Dante : The last piano outro, I named 
it "The Blue Lady." There's this restau¬ 
rant that's probably 20 minutes away 
from my house in Half Moon Bay. It's 
a beach town and there's this restau¬ 
rant that's called the Moss Beach Dis¬ 
tillery, I think and some lady got in a 
car wreck or she jumped off a cliff or 
something a long time ago. 

Tim : She got killed by her boyfriend. 
Dante : Something like that. 

Tim : She's dead nonetheless, right? 
Dante : Yes, she's dead. We forgot to 
add that. She's dead, she's a ghost 
now... 

SV : Usually, when they're a ghost, 
they're dead. 

Dante : And she haunts the restaurant 
and people go in there and get their 
earrings pulled out. I think you can 
find some stuff on the internet. 

Tim : She's always dressed in blue... 
SV : Tell me about the title track of the 
new album... what it means ["Days Of 
The White Owl"]. 

Eric : If you're alive nowadays and 
you're paying attention, you kind of 
see things popping up everywhere. 
"Days Of The White Owl" is kind of 
like where human evolution and tech¬ 
nology and things like that have just 
come into totally absurd levels. We're 
looking at stuff that's just out of con¬ 
trol. Like they're building homes at 
such a rate, it's just alarming. Like I 
grew up in Danville and Danville was 
really, really nice. I hated it, but it was 
really nice, and now all the hills are 
covered with all these tract homes. 

SV : That's happening everywhere. 
Eric : Exactly. If you're paying atten¬ 
tion, you'll see it. So, you've got more 
homes coming in, you need more res¬ 
taurants and stores and you've got the 
crazy corporations coming in, like Wal 
Mart is in every single mall. 

SV : Suburban sprawl. It's the same ev¬ 
erywhere. 

Eric : But it's out of control and "Days 
Of The White Owl" goes into other 
stuff. Like how many fuckin' channels 
on TV do we have now? What do we 
need all that shit for? 

SV : Shit's the operative word. 

Eric : People are just stuck to the TV. 
You've got all these crazy things get¬ 
ting out of control. "Days Of The White 
Owl" could have been a book, really. 
If I could have sat there, I probably 
would have written a book on it. It just 
sucks. There's not much you can do. 
The song poses a question "where do 
we go now?" Do we keep going on 
with this or do we pay attention and 
stop and, maybe, go backwards. Cut 
things out. But who the hell's going to 
do that? Everyone wants to make 
money. That's just bullshit and it sucks. 
So all that song is is one big question— 
what the fuck are we going to do now? 
See, this goes to the "one will do" thing 
that I said earlier. If I can get the one 



kid who looks at that and starts think¬ 
ing about it, the next thing you know, 
he becomes president and sends ev¬ 
erything backwards and I'm stoked, 
right? (laughter) There's my optimis¬ 
tic side! 

Andy : It could have been me. 

SV : You, Andy? 

Andy : Yeah, I'm running for president. 
SV : What will your platform be, Andy? 
Andy : Wooden, about this tall 
SV : Hey, you're a drummer. You can 
play your own rimshot for that joke. 
Andy : If I were to run for president, 
one thing that really needs to be 
changed is I think a lot of kids have 
nothing to do, anymore. Like, after the 
show tonight, Eric was talking to the 
soundguy and the soundguy was say¬ 
ing, "oh, the light got broken on the 
stage—they probably won't let them 
have shows here anymore." Great, one 
less place to have shows. In San Fran¬ 
cisco, the last club that did all-ages 
shows that was accessible for kids is 
closed (Cocoderie), 'cause it's turning 
into a strip joint. Gilman Street is con¬ 
stantly getting fucked with by the po¬ 
lice. 

SV : I know., 'cause they've gentrified 
that area. 

Tim : It's the "white owl" syndrome. 
SV : When I went there back in '88, 
there was nothing around there except 
for vacant lots. 

Tim : It used to be scary, almost, to go 
there. 

Eric : Yeah, it was scary. Back in the 
days, it was scary. 

Andy : Way back when? 

SV : Are you the oldest member of this 
band? 

Eric : Yes. 

SV : No wonder they're giving you all 
this shit! 

Andy : But let me finish this. Califor¬ 
nia has turned into this horrible mon¬ 
ster, with the computer industry and 
all these young people. San Francisco 
has been ruined. All the kids are mov¬ 
ing out of San Francisco, no one can 
afford it, everyone's moving to the 
boonies or Oakland and everyone is 
bummed out. All the kids are so 
fucking bored. Everyone's going to 
turn into some horrible manufactured 
thing because the only thing that will 
be accessible for these kids anymore 
are things backed by money. And who 
wants that? I like punk rock bullshit 
with no microphones and no stage, 
playing where there's tarantulas 
crawling in my tent (laughter). Seri¬ 
ously, that's cool to me, that's what I'm 
into and I know there's a million other 
kids out there with the same feeling. 
When it's all gone, then what? Sit and 
home and listen to your fucking 
records? That's really boring. 

SV : Play on the computer. 

Andy : Yeah, play on the computer. 
That's the other one too. That's what 
started the whole alienation thing. 
Then you've got a bunch of alienated 
kids who don't go outside, who have 



















these weird personas on the internet, be¬ 
cause they know you can't reach through 
the screen and wring their neck (laugh¬ 
ter). There's kids that we have dealt with 
that are like that. It's so fucking frustrat¬ 
ing. I think the internet's great and I use 
it... it's a useful tool, but it's also going 
to be the downfall for a lot of kids. When 
kids stop wanting to go outside. 

SV: And not even interact on a person to 
person basis. 

Tim : I think it started with video games, 
too. 

Eric : Killing off people. Like I watch kids 
in my family, like my sister's kids and 
everybody has the fuckin' Nintendo or 
Sony Playstation or whatever the hell it 
is nowadays. I swore off video games be¬ 
cause they are addicting. They're addict¬ 
ing as hell. You can't own one and not 
play it all the time. You either play it all 
the time or you don't have one. 

SV : It's definitely addicting. 

Eric : Yeah, it sucks. Then you've got the 
computer or the internet, you've got TV 
and I do all these things, except for the 
video games. But I don't sit there for my 
whole childhood or my whole adult life 
or whatever on the computer. It's out of 
control. Go enjoy life. You live on this 
planet. Nobody knows why the fuck 
we're here—some people think they do 
or whatever, that's fine—go enjoy things! 
Don't just do the same thing everyday. 
OK, you can see five million websites, a 
new website everyday, but go on a drive, 
go on a walk, go buy a dog and play with 
that. There's so much stuff to do out there 
to enjoy life. It's not about becoming a 
better person because why does anyone 
want to listen to what I'm saying about 
becoming a better person. Who am I to 
say that? They should just enjoy life. 
They're going to lose out. 

Zac : I'm down to one hour a month of 
TV, probably. I go to movies a lot, I read 
books a lot. But that stuff rots your 
brains. 

Andy : People have to remember that 
moderation is key. Like, if you eat vanilla 
ice cream every day, at every meal, 
you're going to become really fat. No 
matter how good it is or how much you 
like it, it's going to fuck you up. 

SV : You could always switch to frozen 
yogurt. Lower fat. 

Eric : But it's kind of like drugs. If you go 
excessive on it, instead of moderation— 
I mean, I don't do drugs—but if people 
do them in moderation, they tend to live, 
usually. But if you go excessive on this 
thing, it'll kill you in one aspect. It's not 
the same as drugs taking your life, but 
it'll kill you inside. 

SV : Being obsessed by anything is detri¬ 
mental. 

Eric : It's just sad. 

SV : Are "Share The Pain" and "Dead 
Man Walking" about the same indi¬ 
vidual? 

Eric : Yes. And if you have first Redemp¬ 
tion 87 record, there's a song on there 
about the same guy. "All These Years." 
It was my best friend. I haven't talked to 
him in about a year. He's like a brother. 


He's a heroin junkie and he doesn't try to quit. 
So "Dead Man Walking" is kind of like a 
goodbye, because I know he's end up dying 
young and it's a sad story. It's thrown out there 
for people to just think about. 

SV: Is there any way that a friend can help some¬ 
one with those afflictions? 

Andy : Yeah, but it's up to the person. It's like a 
double-swinging door. You can try and help 
someone for years, but if they won't try to help 
themselves, it's almost no use. You could lock 
someone up and keep the closest watch on them 
but they'll still find their way. If they are that into 
it, they will always find a way to do it. 

Eric : The same guy in those songs, my friend 
Brian, he lived in Hollywood with me and he was 
coming off heroin onto methadone. So we talked 


about him getting a job and doing all this stuff 
and he was very sincere about it. He comes down 
and we spent six months with him and he never 
went to look for a job once, he was constantly 
struggling his addiction. He never tried to go and 
do anything. I think he was getting pills from the 
methadone clinic and I think he was trading those 
for other things, switching to other stuff. It de¬ 
pends who's on what, where is their head at? 
There's people very close to me who have gone 
through shit like that. Like Andy said, they have 
to want to do it. If you're there 100%, it makes 
things better. If you're there 50%, then it may not 
help them as much. Maybe it will, I don't know. 
But every individual situation's going to be dif¬ 
ferent. People can be helped, but some can't. 

SV : The next question comes from an inside scoop 
I had! I had heard you'd done some acting when 
you were in Southern California? 


Eric : (under his breath) Shit! 

SV : And someone else told me you were 
on "Felicity." 

Eric : Yeah, I was on "Felicity." I did two 
episodes, maybe three, I'm not sure, 
where I got to hang out in an elevator 
with Kerri Russell, the star from "Felic¬ 
ity." So I was right next to her, in a 
closeup shot, and I also walked down a 
hallway for about 20 seconds or show, 
straight at the camera, the whole way. 
And the funny thing about that scene is, 
in the scene, there are these two guys in 
the hallway that made this exchange of 
something and we were trying to get the 
Nerve Agents' CD on the camera. That's 
what it was. They were exchanging a CD 
and they were talking about it and point¬ 
ing it. I think it was too far away. 

SV : Have you done any other acting at 
all? 

Eric : No. I went to a lot of acting classes 
and things like that and I really wanted 
to be an actor. That was kind of like my 
dream. After Unit Pride, I kind of got into 
this acting thing and went with that. I 
tried to move into the veins of LA but it 
didn't really go my way, because, finan¬ 
cially, I got screwed and I just moved 
back to Bay Area and concentrated on the 
Nerve Agents and forgot about acting. 
That's where I'm at. If anybody wants to 
put me in a movie. I'm available! 

SV : On "Portland," you talk about how 
"holding onto your beliefs is noble, but 
we are faced with reality." So is life one 
big balancing act, where you half to bal¬ 
ance pragmatism with your ideals? 

Eric : Yeah, at times. It just depends on 
the situation. "Portland" was pretty 
funny, because that's just exactly what I 
ended the last question with. I got kind 
of screwed in LA, financially. Mentally, I 
started going nuts, thinking if I moved 
to Portland (chuckles)... this is myself, my 
wife and my friend Jeff, we all talked 
about moving to Portland, how things 
would be so much better trying to do the 
exact same things up there because there 
was supposed to be this independent 
film scene up there. So we were all talk¬ 
ing about going up there, doing the same 
stuff, like anything was going to be dif¬ 
ferent. We were psyching ourselves out. 
It was all about changing the way we 
were doing things. If we would have fo¬ 
cused on that, we probably would have 
made it in LA. Eventually, I moved back 
to the Bay Area for the same reasons. 

SV : You keep going back there. 

Eric : Yeah, well, I grew up there. But 
when I got back up there, I realized, you 
know what. I'm so stupid. If I would 
have just taken care of business and been 
more responsible with the way I was 
dealing with shit, I probably would have 
been better off in LA, but that didn't 
work. So that's what "Portland" is about. 
It's about waking up to reality, for the 
most part. Taking care of business... 
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The Varukers are still going strong, more than two decades after their formation, even 
with some downtime in between and a myriad of personnel changes. Vocalist Tony “Rat " 
Martin started the band in 1979 with Brace Riddell (guitar), Tom Lowe (bass) and Garry 
Maloney (drams). Their first release was a self-titled LI*, aka “Protest & Survive" in 1981. 
Shortly after that, Garry left the band to join Discharge. There were other lineup shuffles, 
singles and albums between 4 81 and ‘ 85, as the Varukers emerged as a punk rock powerhouse, 
playing in a fast, tlirashy style. Barked-out lyrics about war and goverment oppression rein¬ 
forced with plenty of musical aggression. Releases during this period include the “Bloodsuck¬ 
ers" and “One Struggle One Light" I T's and “Massacred Millions" LB. There's a “Punk 
Singles 1981-1985" on Anagram that collects 24 songs and provides a decent overview. “ Blood¬ 
suckers" is also coupled with an album called “Prepare Lor The Attack" on one Cl) (also on 
Anagram) and Retch Records put out a “Live In Leeds 1984," a live set with adequate, if not 
exceptional, sound quality, plus 8 bonus studio tracks. 

The Varukers split up for the first time in 1985 and Rat wasn 7 heard from again until late 
‘93 (although there was apparently a stint in a metal band during that period), when he 
revived the band with a new line-up and a 7" called “Nothing's Changed." An album on We 
Bite in Germany, “Still Bollox But Still Here" was released later in '94, featuring re-record - 
ings of older material. There's also been two subsequent albums, “Murder" in 1997 and their 
latest, “How Do You Sleep" and a lot of touring, including jaunts to the US, Japan, Australia, 
New Zealand and Brazil. Still dishing out some pulverizing punk and an abundance of lyrical 
bile and Rat shows no signs of slowing down. I interviewed Rat before their show at the Salisbury 
Beach Club... (Biographical data is courtesy of the Varukers' website) 


SV : Who’s in the band 
right now, anyway? 

Rat : Me on vocals, Biff on 
guitar, Marvin on bass and 
Mateas on drums. He’s 
from a band called Mean¬ 
while, from Sweden. He’s 
drumming for us now, 

‘cause our other drummer 
couldn’t make it. 

SV : When you started the 
band in 1979, did you ever 
think you’d still be doing 
it now, in the new 
millenium? 

Rat : No, never knew. 

Never thought. You never 
think you’re going to carry 
it on. I wish I’d known 
now ‘cause I would’ve 
kept all the old records. 

SV : You don’t have any of 
your original records left? 

Rat: Yeah, I’ve got some 
stored. Show the 
grandkids. ‘Here’s what 
granddaddy used to do!’ 

SV : Do you have any kids 
yet? 

Rat: Nah. 

SV : Better get moving! 

(laughter) 

Rat: I’m getting too old. 

SV : What inspired you to 
do a band in the first 
place? 

Rat: Well, I saw the Pis¬ 
tols on “Top Of The Pops” 
and got into punk. Basi¬ 
cally, anyone could do it. 

It was, like, great let’s get 
together and we did it at 
school. It started from 
there. I wanted to take on 
the world! Thought I’d be 
a millionaire within the 
first year, but it didn’t 
work out (laughs). 

SV : What is a Varuker, 
anyway? 

Rat: It’s like a wart on 
your foot. You can get rid 
of it, but you have to have 
special cream on it. 

SV: Sounds nasty. 

Rat: It is. Painful, as well. 

SV: I wonder if it’s the 
same as a plantar’s wart? 

I had one of those when I 
was a kid. It sucked. I had| 
to keep going to the doc¬ 
tor and, every week, he’d 
cut away at it. 

Rat: Probably what it’s like, then. I’ve never had 
one myself but I just thought the name was 
fuckin’ funny. We even spell it wrong, because 
the way we spell it looks good on jackets. We 
were 16 and thought ‘it’s fuckin’ good—we’ll 
keep it.’ 

SV: Do you think the audience for the ‘82-style 
UK punk is bigger now than it was back then? 
Rat: I think the audience was bigger then, ‘cause 
there were more people into it. The scene has 
dropped a little bit. It varies from place to place, 
but you come to America and there are a lot of 


young kids. It’s like what it was when we were 
first around. 

SV : Yeah, and that’s interesting because a lot of 
these kids weren’t even bom when you first 
started. 

Rat: Exactly, but that’s good for us, because with 
the older people, some give it up completely. It’s 
good for us that young kids are getting into it, 
too. 

SV : You wonder how they found out about it, too. 
Rat: It absolutely amazes me. They were influ¬ 
enced by the ‘82 stuff. A lot of people who are 
16 write to me. They got a tape from their big 


brother or whatever. 

SV : You guys broke up, 
originally, in ‘85, correct? 
Rat: Yeah. 

SV : Why did you break up 
at that point? 

Rat: Basically, the scene 
got to be the same old shit. 
You go to gigs and try to 
make it cheap to get in, but 
you couldn’t have a de¬ 
cent PA. You’re just shout¬ 
ing about, no one could 
ever really hear you, so it 
was pointless. It seemed 
to be ‘let’s make it as 
crappy as we can.’ 

SV: Nobody would put 
the effort into it? 

Rat: Yeah, you know, or 
you can’t charge more 
than a quid to get in. 
Why? That means we 
only get 40 quid. Some¬ 
one said ‘I’m not paying 
3 quid to get in.’Yeah, but 
you don’t have to travel. 
Bands have to pay. Petrol 
is not free. Whatever you 
charge, people will al¬ 
ways moan. People al¬ 
ways want things for free. 
You could put out a t-shirt 
for a dollar and somebody 
would come up and say it 
should be 500. You can’t 
win, so you do what you 
feel is right. 

SV : Then they’ll complain 
when there aren’t any 
shows. 

Rat: Exactly. When bands 
break up because they 
can’t afford to do it, any¬ 
more. We live away from 
each other. We don’t even 
live in the same town and 
it costs us money to prac¬ 
tice, the petrol to get to 
practices. To gigs, we 
have to take up to 7 ve¬ 
hicles, because we’re 
from different areas. 

SV : Where are you guys 
from, anyway? 

Rat: Originally, I’m from 
Warrick, which is in the 
Midlands, near Coventry. 
Now I’m from 
Nottingham. I’ve been 
there about three years. 
Marvin’s from Notting¬ 
ham, Biff’s from Bedford, which is near Lon¬ 
don and Mateas is from Sweden. 

SV : So you guys are really spread out. 

Rat: Yeah, so we don’t practice that often, be¬ 
cause we really can’t afford it each weekend. 
SV: I thought you were from Leamington Spa. 
Rat : Well, Warrick, Leamington Spa. 

SV : It’s in the same area? 

Rat: Yeah, they’re about two miles apart. 

SV : Weren’t Discharge from up that way? 

Rat: No, they were from Stoke. Their drummer, 
who was our drummer, joined them and our gui¬ 
tarist Pooch went on and played for them. He 















was from Leamington Spa, as well, 
so in the end, they did sort of come 
from there. 

SV: You guys gave some members 
to some big bands—to Discharge, 
to Sacrilege... 

Rat : Yeah. But Garry Moloney, me 
and him started the band in school. 
He was the first drummer. He got 
a chance to join Discharge, who 
were our favorite band, so of 
course he took it. 

SV : So what did you do between 
‘85 and ‘93? 

Rat : Not a lot, really. There were a 
few things going on, but nothing 
major. I worked, mainly. 

SV : What do you do? 

Rat: I work in a cheese factory, at 
the moment. I do crappy jobs 
‘cause I can take time off and it 
doesn’t matter if I lose my job. I 
ain’t got a career. This is what I 
want to do, to make enough to live 
on. I don’t, but I’d like to. With all 
the years we’ve put into it, we 
should be able to without getting 
bitched out by certain people. 

SV: People are always pointing the 
finger, I guess. Sometimes, it gets 
ridiculous. 

Rat : ‘It’s all right for you, you’re 
in a band, you make so much 
money.’Yeah, right! I wish! You’re 
going back to your bed tonight— 
hopefully, we’re going to sleep 
over with somebody, hopefully. 
Know what I mean? If we signed 
to a label and they give us an ad¬ 
vance, we get bitched out. What do 
you want? Do you want us to live 
in a dumpster? I don’t want to 
squat. I pay rent. I have a wife I 
look after her and I have a dog and 
I want to make sure she’s all right. 
I have to provide to for her. She 
has to provide for me. 

SV : Of course. I mean, a lot of the 
time, these are still kids who are 
living at home and they don’t have 
any conception. I’d imagine you’re 
in your late 30s and you have re¬ 
sponsibilities. You have to be able 
to live and exist. 

Rat: Yeah. Some people live in a 
dream world. Don’t live in reality 
and they expect you to live in that 
dreamworld. I have to live in my 
reality, so that’s what I do. 

SV: What made you decide to give 
the band another go? 

Rat: Just from the response we got 
from people. It was amazing how 
influential we were. It’s quite 
scary, really, as well. Just four 
drunken punks decide to form a 
band. I’m recognized world-wide 
and we get letters from all over the 
world. We went to Brazil. People 
said ‘it was a dream for us to see 
you,’ but it was also a dream for 
us, ‘cause I want to play to every¬ 
body who’s bought Varukers’ 
records and never thought they’d 
never see the Varukers. It brought 


people together. Old and young. It 
got people to go to gigs again. 

SV: That’s funny, because I had lost 
interest in punk for a bit and I point 
to three shows that got me back into 
it, around ‘94-’95. One was the 
Adicts, one was Chaos UK with the 


Swingin’ Utters and one was you 
guys and Citizen Fish. I’d forgotten 
how much fun it was. 

Rat: Yeah... I mean, everyone takes 
a step back, you know what I mean? 
You look in the mirror and realize 
that, you can try to get out of it, but 


punk rock’s been my life. It made 
me what I am. I don’t know any¬ 
thing else and I don’t want to be 
anything else. This is me. You do 
whatever you want to do within 
that scene. You can take it as far as 
you want or not. It’s up to you, it’s 
your choice. That’s what it’s all 
about. You can make a choice. You 
can look the way you want. It 
doesn’t matter. You did it because 
you want to do it. That’s why I got 
into it. People write to us, even 
when we split, and said ‘the 
Varukers were my favorite band.’ 
Great! Thanks for your support. 
Without that support, we wouldn’t 
be able to do half the things we do. 
That’s why we got back together, 
again. Let’s give it a shot. We 
missed it, as well. What were we 
going to do with ourselves? People 
offered us gigs and we said yeah, 
fuck it, and we went out there and 
did it. We enjoyed it. 

SV: It seems like a lot of the bands 
from that period have gotten back 
together to give it another go or 
haven’t really broken up. I know 
Disorder, for instance, has never re¬ 
ally broken up. They’ve had like a 
million personnel changes. 

Rat: Yeah. Some bands re-form for 
the wrong reasons, purely for the 
money. We can assure you we 
didn’t. We just did it because we 
enjoy it. It’s our life. That’s why 
we go out on the road all the time. 
SV: How come you guys didn’t 
play the Social Chaos tour? 
Weren’t you supposed to, origi¬ 
nally? 

Rat: We were booked to play it. He 
said don’t worry, we’ll pay your 
air-fares and you’ve got a tour bus. 
We’ll provide all the transport. I 
thought, great, brilliant. Then he 
came back and said, ‘oh, you’re 
sharing it with this band, now.’ OK, 
no problem with that. Then it was, 
‘oh, you’ve got to get yourself a 
van.’ People said to us, ‘why are 
you playing on this tour? You can 
do your own tour.’ We’d probably 
be first on the bill and people would 
miss us if they came late. It hap¬ 
pens in England sometimes when 
we’re on these big things. People 
will come just to see us and, it’s 
like, ‘what do you mean you’re fin¬ 
ished?’ Sorry, mate, that’s the way 
it went. Ain’t our choice. So we 
thought nah... we weren’t quite 
ready. Members couldn’t make it 
because they had to do things and 
it was all rush, rush, rush, so we 
said, nah, let’s not do it. Let’s wait 
and do it right and do it our way. 
Do our own tour with our friends 
setting up gigs. Get a van orga¬ 
nized. I don’t want to end up tour¬ 
ing in America and, all of a sud¬ 
den, there’s no transport. We’re 
fucked. 

SV: Well, you’re fucked right now. 















You’re getting your van fixed, I heard. 

Rat : Yeah. We’ll have to hire a new one out for 
five days, but we’ll sort something out. The show 
will go on! 

SV: Are “Murder” and “Target Of Shame” about 
any activities in particular? 

Rat : No. It’s not about the IRA. 

SV : That was my guess. 

Rat: No, it’s just about taking someone’s life. 
No matter what you do, it’s murder. It’s not 
aimed at anyone in particular. It’s all terrorist 
sort of action. Whether it’s right or wrong... it’s 
not just our saying... it’s murder. It’s the inno¬ 
cent that get hurt. People that basically aren’t 
involved in it are the ones always getting hurt. 
SV : “Invest In Your Future” seems to be about 
homelessness. Is that an increasing problem in 
the UK? 

Rat: Yeah, it is. There seem to be more and more 
people that end up on the streets. Years ago, you 
didn’t see it so much but now it’s very promi¬ 
nent, so obviously there is a problem. Every¬ 
one should be entitled to have a home. It’s hu¬ 
man decency. You see all these buildings up that 
could be used. There’s money out there because 
we pay a lot of taxes in England. You get taxed 
on everything. I want to see those taxes go back 
into building up homes. Making it nice. Give 
the people the right to have a home. It’s not an 
out of order thing you’re asking for. 

SV : Unfortunately, the trend is the other way. 
In this country, at least, they’re spending less 
on social programs, especially on a federal level 
and, even locally here, they’re also trying to cut 
back taxes. They spend it all on the military, 
instead. 

Rat: Yeah, you don’t seem to have a choice 
where it goes, unfortunately. You don’t know 
where it’s going. 

SV : Seems like the same shit. You came of age 
during the Thatcher era. It’s now Tony Blair’s 
era. It hasn’t really changed, has it? 

Rat : Well, there’s always been a conservative 
government. Labor’s supposed to be more so¬ 
cialist and for the working class people. 

SV: Not anymore. 

Rat: No. So they’ve sold him down river and 
it’s not that much different. I don’t know if 
they’ll do any better. When he came in power, it 
was, like, can we do any better? Well, we can’t 
do any worse because it’s fucked at the moment. 
We had the Tories for god knows how many 
years then we got somebody else, because 
people thought it was time for a change. Are 
they any different? No. 

SV: Well, the only way they could get in was by 
moving to the center, anyway. 

Rat: Yeah, they couldn’t be as radical. They’ve 
gone back on some of their policies. They’re 
probably going to change it, a little bit, but they 
went too far and it’s become like the conserva¬ 
tives. What do you do? 

SV: I don’t know anymore! I used to think I 
did... 

Rat : Exactly. Whan can you do. 

SV: I mean, I’ve always voted and I can’t stom¬ 
ach the major party candidates, anymore. 

Rat : See, I don’t vote. Then people say, ‘well, 
you don’t have a right to complain. You’re not 
using your right to make a change.’ But I can’t 
vote for them because they don’t inspire me. 
They’re not doing anything for me. Are they go¬ 
ing to make any difference? No government’s 
ever going to be good for the people. I’ve never 


heard of a country yet that it is, really. Everyone’s 
complaining, wherever you live, wherever you 

go- 

SV: Well, the people who have the money don’t 
complain, I guess. 

Rat : No, of course not. They don’t need to. Well, 
they probably do because they’ve haven’t got 3 
cars instead of 2. Or they’ve got 3 instead of 5. 


You can only drive one at a time. I might buy 
my sixth car when I get back. 

SV : There you go. You’re over here on tour, rak¬ 
ing in the bucks. 

Rat: Oh yeah. I’ve got to take the wife shop¬ 
ping when I get back for some clothes. It’s her 
birthday. I’ll get back with about $50. She’ll kill 
me... 
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F-Minus are a hard-hitting band from LA, al¬ 
though the various members are kind of spread 
around the country, these days. An unabashed 
old-school hardcore sound, played with blaz¬ 
ing speed and lyrics delivered in an agitated, 
fragmentary fashion. Brad Logan (vocals/gui¬ 
tar), Jen Johnson (bass/vocals), Erica Daking 
(guitar/vocals) and John (drums) make up the 
band’s current lineup. F-Minus’ self-titled al¬ 
bum hammers out 20 songs in a little over 17 
minutes and was produced by Rancid’s Tim 
Armstrong, but don’t expect anything that 
sounds like that band. Economical, but lethal. I 
interviewed the band following their show at 
the Salisbury Beach Club... 

SV: Why don’t you tell me how you got to¬ 
gether? 

Jen : We started almost four years ago in South¬ 
ern California. Me and Brad and two other 
people. The last year, it’s been this lineup. 
Brad : We play shows and make some records 


and work our jobs. That’s it. 

SV : What kind of jobs? Anything interesting? 
Jen : No, nothing interesting. Everyday normal 
jobs. 

Brad : Mundane jobs. 

John : 9 to 5’ers. 

Brad : Erica has a new job. 

Erica : I deliver burritos at Big Burrito. 

SV : You go to school in Boston, don’t you? 
Erica : I was. I dropped out for this band. 

Brad : We said if we’re going nowhere, you’re 
going nowhere too. 

Erica : So you’d better fuckin’ drive around 
burritos! (laughter) 

SV: Well, Big Burrito and Burrito Max are kind 
of the punk rock hangouts, anyway. 

John : Good food, I might add. 

Brad : Big Burrito is fucking awesome. 

SV: Being that you’re from LA, I was wondering 
if you’d seen “Decline Of Western Civilization, 
Part 3” and what you thought about it. 

Jen : No 


Brad : Part 2 is the best one. 

SV: “The Metal Years”? 

John : Watching Chris Holmes [of WASP] in a 
pool, being drunk. 

Brad : Eve seen Part 2 like 30 fucking times. That 
is one of the best movies ever made and any¬ 
body who has seen that can attest to it. The in¬ 
terviews with the bands and the kids. You can’t 
go wrong. 

SV : I found it kind of depressing in a way. 
Brad : Totally depressing. 

Erica : 2 or 3? 

SV : 2. I’ve heard 3 is depressing as well [I saw 
it after the interview and it was] 

Erica : I saw 3 in some big, stupid mall in south¬ 
ern California when it opened and I didn’t think 
much of the movie itself but, the whole audi¬ 
ence was a bunch of punk kids who showed up 
and that was the funniest part, hearing their com¬ 
ments and them being stupid. 

John : I don’t even need to see the movie. I can 
just go to Hollywood and see it myself. Brad : 
Hollywood used be like part 2. 

John : I remember it, but I was very young. All 
the rock shops. 

Brad : It’s the metal years of the 80s hair bands. 
It is simultaneously the funniest and the sad¬ 
dest thing you’ve ever seen. 

John : Everyone’s loaded. 

Brad : Just the things that people are saying. It 
defies description. You have to see it. I was liv¬ 
ing in LA at that time and I remember those 
people. The attitude and the mindset around that. 
SV : It seems as though those bands are making 
a comeback, the last couple of years. One of 
the big tours this summer is Poison and Dokken 
and Slaughter. 

Jen : But are people going to it? 

SV: I don’t know. Poison played last summer 
and I heard they drew. Kind of scary. 

John : I think what’s even scarier is there are 
cover bands—Poison cover bands, Cinderella 
cover bands, early Van Halen bands. They’re 
horrible! They suck! 

Brad : I think what’s even scarier than all that is 
Buckcherry (laughter). The new band that are 
doing that. 

SV : Yeah. I don’t get it. 

Brad : I don’t get it, either. 

SV : I’d rather hear AC/DC. 

Brad : Absolutely. 

John : We were cranking that on the way to Jer¬ 
sey. “High Voltage.” Good stuff. 

SV: “Powerage” is my favorite. Well, since only 
Erica saw Part 3,1 was going to ask if it was an 
accurate portrayal of what was going on in LA 
for the punk scene. 

John : I can answer that. I see a lot of those kids 
in LA at shows and stuff and I’ve seen reviews 
of it. It’s fairly accurate. A lot of those kids, like 
any punk rock kids who are living on the streets, 
come from fucked-up backgrounds. They’re just 
begging for change, trying to get by, day by day, 
survival. So I can say it’s very accurate. I’ve 
met a lot of them and they’re trying to get by. 
Brad : Well, you know people are hamming it 
up for the camera, just like they did for 1 and 2. 
John : It’s still Hollywood. 

Erica : I have no idea [if it’s accurate] because 
I’m not from LA but I thought it was a very 
stupid portrayal. Those kids were really stupid. 
John : Harvard geniuses they’re not. 

SV : Brad, I was listening to the “Chef Aid” 
soundtrack from South Park and I noticed that 
Rancid named a song after you. Tell me the story 















behind that. 

Brad : There’s not much of a story. 
I used to roadie for Rancid. Tim’s 
a friend of mine and he goes, “hey, 

1 wrote a song about you. Do you 
care?” I’m like, no, and he re¬ 
corded it and shelved and then, like 

2 years later, he called me and 
went, “hey, South Park wants a 
song from us and I’m giving them 
that song I wrote about you. I’m 
just going to call it Brad Logan. 
Are you cool with that?” Sure, I 
don’t care. I don’t have the record 
but I know the song. He gave me a 
copy of the original demo, which 
is really cool. He’s one of my fa¬ 
vorite songwriters, so that was a 
really cool thing for me to have 
happen, personally. Although I’m 
not a big fan of South Park. I don’t 
watch TV. 

John : The movie’s funny. 

SV: The movie’s hilarious. 

Brad : Like anything else, when 
things get overdone and you’re 
oversaturated with them, it’s just 
like, ahhh, fucking enough! 

SV: On the song “Party’s Over,” 
you talk about how you don’t be¬ 
lieve in democracy or anarchy. 
Could you elaborate on that? Is 
there anything you do believe in? 
Brad : That’s more or less not be¬ 
lieving in any sort of structure that 
man would set up as a basis to live 
by. It’s more like seeking a spiri¬ 
tual path, whatever it be. Person¬ 
ally, I believe that society’s hope¬ 
less and, for me, it’s a fucking joke. 
Unfortunately, I’ve been raised in 
it so I live by it but I can’t help but 
think there’s got to be a better way 
than this. Is this it, man? Is this all 
there fucking is? Democracy, fas¬ 
cism, anarchy and all these things 
are great for some people, maybe, 
but it’s still man making up rules 
for men. I’m not really interested 
that as a way to live. People can 
believe in whatever they want to 
believe in. And that song’s not nec¬ 
essarily about me. It’s about seek¬ 
ing above and beyond any of this 
world. 

SV: Do you consider yourself a 
spiritual person? 

Brad : No, absolutely not. I’d like 
to be. If it’s a state that can be a 
constant. I don’t know if it’s a pla¬ 
teau that you reach. I think it’s 
something to seek out, maybe. But 
I definitely have too many prob¬ 
lems that nothing external can 
solve for me. 

SV : Do you write most of the lyr¬ 
ics? 

Brad : I did on that record but, 
lately, we’ve all been throwing 
stuff in and everybody writes and 
sings, except for John. We don’t let 
him sing. He’s the drummer, man. 
SV: That’s what solo projects are 
for. 

John : Exactly. I’ve got another 


I think we re just born killers... That s 
what we do. Give us a knife, a gun, teeth, 
claws, anything. That’s what we do" 
-BRAD 


band at home. 

Brad : I think I wrote most of the 
first record by default. It wasn’t a 
conscious thing. 

SV : The thing I notice is... they’re 
short songs, but the lyrics are al¬ 
most like fragments. I think the 
term I’d use to describe them is 
nihilistic or maybe pessimistic. I’m 
just wondering what fuels that. 
Your background? 

Brad : Probably. It’s something 
conscious for me, it’s just what 
comes out. I imagine it was the way 
I was raised, the things I got ex¬ 
posed to and what I’ve seen. I think 
it’s the same for anybody. 

SV: Did you grow up in LA? 
Brad : I grew up in Huntington 
Beach, which is about 45 minutes 
south of Hollywood and it’s a very 
nice suburban community. Very 
nice lawns and houses and strip 
malls and very nice shiny, bright 
kids. A very nice place to live and 
breed. 

SV : It was also the home of quite a 
punk scene in the early 80s. 

Brad : Absolutely. You’ve heard it 
before. All that stuff’s really nice 
and pretty and shiny but there were 
a lot of people who were tortured 
by it and still are. Without going 
off on a long tangent, if you were 
raised in the suburbs, it’s like the 
middle. You’re not poor, you’re not 
rich. 

SV: Well, every place has its share 
of problems, especially if you feel 
like an outsider and you don’t fit 
in. 

Brad : Yeah, well I didn’t feel I be¬ 
longed anywhere. In any category 
anywhere, even amongst my 
friends that I looked like or my peer 
group. I’m sure that I still bring that 
with me now, but I try and work it 
out. No big deal. Try not to cry 
about it. Does it seem like that? 
SV : No. And you have a band to 
do it, to scream about it, so that’s 
even better. 

Brad : Yeah. 

John : He takes it out on his gui¬ 
tars. 

Brad : I’m glad that you asked 
about the lyrics. Nobody ever asks 
about it, so I figured that they’re 
just not making any sense. 

SV : They definitely made some 
sense, because I tend to be pessi¬ 
mistic about things at times, as 
well. 

Brad : I mean, I don’t want to be. I 
want to think differently than I do. 
I wish I didn’t feel like this. 

SV: Cynicism comes with age 
sometimes, unfortunately. 

Brad : I’ve been bitter since I was 
16.1 mean, I’m old now. 

SV: How old? 

Brad : I’m just old. 

Jen : 28. 

Brad : Yeah. 

SV: Ahh, that’s not that old. 
















Brad : Well, compared to hanging 
around with 17 year olds. But, 
what you believe when you’re 16 
or 17, all those gut-level things 
that, as you get older, you just seem 
to forget. The more you just get 
sucked into making a car payment 
or a house payment and you kind 
of forget. Whatever your thing is, 
your cause, you get sucked into the 
mainstream of life and it’s all over. 
Then it’s onto the next generation 
of kids who are into it for awhile 
and get sucked into being an adult 
and it just seems like it never goes 
anywhere. And, in other countries, 
they have overthrows of govern¬ 
ments. If the people don’t like the 
way things are going, they’re 
charging the fucking steps of the 
civic center, going “we’re going to 
tear this fucking thing down un¬ 
less you change this.” But it just 
doesn’t seem that’s the way things 
work here. 

SV : Of course, in some countries, 
like China, if they try it, they get 
steamrollered, like in Tiannemen 
Square. 

Brad : True. But at least they’re go¬ 
ing down for what they believe in. 
SV : I agree. 

John : I think the only way kids in 
America would do that is if was 
on MTV. 

Brad : It’s like, they would rather 
not live than live the way they’re 
being forced to. America’s a nice 
place to live, blah blah blah blah, 
and we have a lot of opportunities 
to do blah blah blah blah and that’s 
great but... 

SV: That’s great, but if you try to 
do anything that might actually 
change anything, it gets quashed 
very quickly. 

Brad : Totally. 

SV : I mean, there’s an increase in 
activism, with recent events in Se¬ 
attle and DC, but look how quickly 
the police tried to shut it down, 
how they’re infiltrating it... 

Jen : It gets stopped. 

Brad : Sure. 

John : As a matter of fact, in LA, 
they had this janitor’s strike and 
there were moments where it was 
crazy. It was right by where I was 
working. Downtown was shut 
down. 

Jen : You couldn’t drive anywhere. 
John : And police were just kick¬ 
ing people’s ass left and right. 

Jen : There wasn’t much media 
down there. Because I have to 
work down there, downtown, and 
you couldn’t get to downtown LA. 

I didn’t see much on TV of any of 
that shit. 

John : I read most of it in the news¬ 
paper. I didn’t see it on TV. And I 
saw it myself when I was there. 
SV: Well, the media tends not to 
cover labor issues, anyway. 
They’re only interested in cover¬ 


ing the stock market or how busi¬ 
ness is doing. They don’t care about 
the working people being left be¬ 
hind. 

Jen : Blue collar guys... 

John : ...getting stomped on. 

Brad : We haven’t had a civil war in 
a long time. Why not? Is everything 
alright? I guess everything’s cool 
now. Everybody feels great and 
everything’s bitchin’. 

SV: “Hey, market’s up. I’m doing 
pretty good.” 

Brad : Yeah. So I don’t know... it’s 
gets to the point where I don’t even 
care about life anymore. It’s just like 
you’re completely nihilistic, then 
you start using drugs or whatever 


and it’s all over. 

John : I have to make a point about 
Brad’s lyrics. One of my favorite 
songs on the record is called “You 
Owe Me” and the line in that song 
is “where’s my gun.” I love that 
song. It’s my favorite song on the 
record. 

Brad : That’s all you can say. Give 
me a fucking gun. For any number 
of uses. 

SV : That sounds like my pal Brian 
from Grand Theft Audio. He loves 
guns. 

Brad : Guns scare the shit out of me. 
Jen : I like guns. 

Brad : Yeah, Jennifer likes guns. 
John : I’ve got some guns tattooed 
on me, but I’ve only held a gun in 
my life once. It’s a heavy thing. 
Jen : Ladies night at the shooting 


range, in Huntington Beach. Free 
Tuesdays. I wouldn’t shoot anyone. 
It’s just neat shooting the paper. 
Brad : I’m not for banning weapons 
or anything, but they just scare me. 
SV : I don’t want one for myself, but 
I’m not for banning them, either 
[that should surprise some of you 
who think I’m the typical liberal!} 
John : I’ve been shot at, so I kind of 
want them to be. I want to ban guns. 
Brad : Now, where he lives is a 
fucking warzone. 

John : Yeah, I live in a pretty hairy 
neighborhood. East LA, which is 
kind fucked-up. People shoot guns, 
I’ve been shot at, I’ve been beat up. 
I grew up with gangs and drunks 


since I was bom. 

Brad : But, still, I think you should 
be able to carry a gun if you want 
to. 

John : Fuck yeah. 

Brad : You should be able to what¬ 
ever the fuck you want to do. 

Jen : You should have to take a psy¬ 
chiatric test first. 

SV: The NRA idiots would try to 
fight even that. See, I think people 
should be able to own guns if they 
want, but have a background check, 
a waiting period and all that. 

John : See, the thing is, in my neigh¬ 
borhood I can literally make a phone 
call and get a gun. Not that I would 
need a gun or want a gun, but I could 
get a big gnarly shotgun and take 
some shit out. 

Brad : But, still, the background 


check... if you look at serial kill¬ 
ers... 

Jen : They checked out alright. 
Brad : They were like people who 
didn’t have any records... 

SV: “He was a quiet person. He 
kept to himself.” 

Brad : And then one day he came 
in with a burlap bag... 

Jen : ...and snapped! 

John : One of my favorite movies 
is “Falling Down” with Michael 
Douglas. 

SV : Yeah! That’s awesome. 

John : I think that says it all. That 
can be said about a lot of people. 
They could just fucking snap and 
take people out. It happened the 
last two years. Kids are doing it. 
SV : It’s getting more publicity 
now, too. 

Brad : I think we’re just bom kill¬ 
ers. Guns or not, that’s what we’re 
going to do. That’s what we do and 
that’s what we’ve done and that’s 
what we will do until evolution ac¬ 
celerates us to whatever level—ei¬ 
ther extinction or to another level. 
We’re killers. That’s what we do. 
Give us a knife, a gun, teeth, claws, 
anything. That’s what we do. 

John : I think there are three things 
as American as apple pie and that’s 
serial murder, violence and just 
guns. When I think of America, 
that’s what I think of. 

SV : Here’s the thing, though. 
There’s a lot of media sensational¬ 
ism for those cases but, actually, 
the violent crime rate has been fall¬ 
ing in recent years. The murder rate 
is down. 

John : Not in LA. 

SV: Not in LA? I mean, I don’t 
know the stats for LA, but it’s down 
nationally. 

Jen : I’ve heard that too. Most ma¬ 
jor crime is down. 

Brad : I mean, ask yourself why 
does it happen? Why does murder 
happen? 

SV: A lot of the time, it’s people 
who know each other. A drug deal 
that’s gone wrong... 

Brad : But it’s been going on since 
Cro-Magnon man took a rock, 
since Cain and Abel. You know 
what I mean? It’s been going since 
way before our western civiliza¬ 
tion. It makes me think maybe 
that’s something we do, just like 
eating. 

SV : So you think it’s something ev¬ 
erybody is capable of. 

Brad : Oh absolutely. 

John : Definitely. I think a lot of it 
is the way kids are raised today. A 
lot of the parents shouldn’t be hav¬ 
ing kids. They have 3 or 4 kids who 
are just mistakes, they don’t pay 
attention to them, they beat the shit 
out of them or whatever and what 
are they going to do? If daddy beats 
you and I’m angry, I’m going to 
take it out on somebody... 
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There was an air of excitement when Cock Sparrer played at the Karma Club in Boston in February. A sold-out show, even with a quite high 
ticket price, part of a brief four date tour. This was a bona-fide EVENT. Cock Sparrer are a band with a devoted following and a long history, 
dating back to the members' school years in the early 70s. The four original members of Sparrer—Steve Bruce {drums), Micky Beaufoy {guitar), 
Steve Burgess {bass) and Colin McFaull (vocals)—remain in the band to this day, although Micky did leave for awhile and there have been other 
rhythm guitarists over time. Daryl Smith is the current rhythm player. 

Cock Sparrer had two initial periods of activity, first during the initial punk boom of the mid to late 70s, during which time they released the 
“R minin’ Riot" and (i We Love You” singles, then going on hiatus until reviving themselves in the early 80s with the “England Belongs To Me” 
single, followed by the “Shock Troops” album. That has a good chunk of their best-known anthems — “England,” “Working,” “Riot Squad,” 
“Watch Your Back,” “Where Are They Know” and “Take 'Em All.” A boisterous, but tuneful punk sound that appealed to the oi boys, but with 
much more musical sophistication. “Shock Troops” was followed by the less-intriguing “R minin’ Riot In k H4” and then they went on another 
extended leave that lasted until the early 90s. Their first gig back was at the Astoria in London in 1992 {according to an interview in MRR) and 
they’ve been here ever since. Along the way, there have been a number of live releases, greatest hits collections and one 90s studio album, “Two 
Monkeys.” A live album from the brief VS tour on TKO should be released by the time you're reading this. And Taang’s reissuing “Shock Troops” 
l had a chance to speak {albeit somewhat briefly) with Burgess and Bruce before their show at Karma... 



SV: How come you’re only doing 
4 US dates? 

Burgess : Well, everyone asks us 
this, as though it’s sort of up to 
us. But, really, we’ve been wait¬ 
ing until a promoter came up with 
some viable way of getting over 
here. 

Bruce : It’s just to test the water, 
really, as well. To see if they 
wanted us. It’s all a risk to us. We 
didn’t know what to expect when 
we came over. Who we’d be play¬ 
ing to, what sort of audience. 

SV : What was the audience like 
in NY last night? 

Bruce : Good. Very mixed. There 
were a lot of different ages, a lot 
of different creeds. Skinheads, 
punks. 

Burgess : Yeah, it sold out. It was 
a shame there were people left 
outside. Can’t say really it was our 
fault, but we really wanted to play 
CBGB’s. They wanted us to play 
somewhere bigger, but we wanted 
to play there just for the history 
so we did it. 

SV: So when was it you guys 
started, acutally? The mid-70s? 
Burgess : Yeah. We met in school. 
I suppose we started when we 
were 15 or 16, in 19-uhhh (laugh¬ 
ter). 

Bruce : When did we become 
Cock Sparrer? 1976? 

Burgess : Yeah, ‘76. ‘Cause that’s 
when we were in the middle of de¬ 
ciding who to sign to and then we 
nearly signed to [Malcolm] 
McLaren. 

SV: I was going to ask you about 
your dealings with McLaren. 
Burgess : Basically, a couple of us 
just went down his shop in 
Chelsea and he came and see us 
rehearse. It was an, uh... 

Bruce : An experience? 

Burgess : Yeah. We’ve never seen 
anyone dress like that before, 
(laughter) 

Bruce : I don’t think we could be 
manipulated enough for him. 
That’s the way I look at it. 

SV : Was this when he was work¬ 
ing with the Pistols? 

Burgess : About the same time, 
yeah, and he said come down and 
support the Pistols at some gig in 


Soho. We declined. We’d already 
gotten another deal by then. 

SV: You guys did a tour with the 
Small Faces at that point. What was 
that like? 

Bruce : It was great. Steve Marriott’s 
one of our idols. I can remember lis¬ 
tening his band Humble Pie play¬ 
ing live at the Fillmore East. I said 
to Steve, “one day, we’re going to 


go out and do it” and here we are 30 
years later. 

Burgess : Yeah, Humble Pie was a 
big influence, actually. 

Bruce : Especially Steve Marriott. 
Burgess : I liked the bass-player, 
Greg Ridley. 

SV: The Small Faces were never as 
big in this country as some of the 
other British bands at that time. 


Bruce : No. Well, they had a very 
short shelf life, really. A very short 
career. 

Burgess : Yeah, but there were a 
few things going on with their 
management or their record com¬ 
pany. Maybe that didn’t help. 

SV : So why did Cock Sparrer split 
up originally. I know it never com¬ 
pletely split up, but you did stop 
for awhile in the late 70s. 

Bruce : Lack of interest, really. We 
couldn’t get a record deal, we 
couldn’t get any gigs, we couldn’t 
get any work. There was just no 
direction for us to go in, really. 
Burgess : It’s because we didn’t do 
the straight punk thing. Everyone 
expected us to be exactly the same 
as the punk bands and we didn’t 
want to do that. We really did want 
to do more of this sort of street- 
type music. 

SV : Yeah. And one of your early 
singles had a Rolling Stones cover 
on it (“We Love You”), too, which 
might not have gone over with 
some people. 

Burgess : No... it was surprising 
what some of those punk bands 
did. The Pistols were doing it, at 
the start. The covers they were 
doing. 

SV : Well, for all the denials that 
the Pistols make about not being 
influenced by anything that went 
before—you and I both know it’s 
complete bullshit. The guitar 
sound was NY Dolls/Johnny 
Thunders’ tribute, basically. 
Bruce : Oh yeah. Well, that’s what 
McLaren was looking for, wasn’t 
he? 

Burgess : Punk started in America, 
but obviously he changed it quite 
a bit. 

SV: You guys are from the East 
End of London. I know there’s 
been talk about friction between 
the East End people and the West 
End, which I guess is where the 
punk scene more or less evolved 
from, originally? 

Bruce : Maybe just fashion-wise 
but that’s where people congre¬ 
gated during the 70s, the Kings 
Road. 

Burgess : I think there was a preju¬ 
dice, actually. The record compa- 













































Hey, if it sounds good, who 
cares. You don’t need 48 tracks for 
to sound good. It’s punk rock. 
Were there any misconceptions 
about “England Belongs To Me” in 
certain quarters? People equating 
the patriotic message with some¬ 
thing more sinister? 

Burgess : There’s nothing sinister at 
all to it. We were proud to be En¬ 
glish. That was all it was saying. If 
a Scottish band or an Irish band or 
anyone says, yeah, I’m proud to be 
Irish or if an American says we’re 
proud to be American, there’s never 
any problems. 

SV: Well, that’s sometimes caused 
some friction in the punk scene over 
the years. You have skinheads who 
fly the flag and you have punk kids 
who are against all governments or 
whatever. I don’t know if that hap¬ 
pens in England... 

Burgess : We’ve never had any po¬ 
litical leanings or intentions in our 
songs. We’ve had a few people that 
have said things. I don’t know where 
they get it from because I don’t think 
there’s one of that type in any of our 
lyrics. 

SV: “Watch Your Back” basically 
says you don’t trust any of them. 
Burgess : Yeah. We’ve never been 
into extremism of any sort. It always 
causes problems and it always ends 
n violence. Life’s too short. 
“Where Are They Now” 
showed disillusionment with the 
original punk bands. Why don’t you 
talk about that. And what did you 
back to¬ 


gether a few years ago? 

Burgess : Good on ‘em. I mean, 
you can see by the amount of 
people who turned out to watch 
them, they wanted to see them. 
They missed them the first time 
and now they get another chance. 
No matter what happens, no mat¬ 
ter who it is, you want to hear the 
songs, you want to see the band 
and I can’t see anything wrong 
with that. They had a good chem¬ 
istry. They shouldn’t have split up 
in the first place. But that was the 
whole point... McLaren wanted 
that, I suppose. He wanted all this 
conflict. And I suppose he was 
right. He thought that was where 
it was all coming from. Of course, 
you can’t have conflict that long 
without splitting the band up. 

SV: “Goodbye” talks about call¬ 
ing it a day. So does this mean 
Cock Sparrer’s days are num¬ 
bered? 

Burgess : (laughs) You say yes and 
I’ll say no. What we usually say 
is don’t believe anything we say, 
anyway. 

Bruce : Sometimes you’re a bit de¬ 
pressed and you don’t want to do 
it anymore and then, other times, 
something like this will come up 
and you want to do some more. 
But we don’t really know. 
Burgess : We go through phases. 
Like sometimes, all the gigs come 
up and, then, sometimes an album 
comes up and we end up spend¬ 
ing six months putting an album 
together. I don’t know what hap- 


nies were against the East End. So 
I think that probably worked 
against Steve Marriott, as well, 
‘cause he was from the East End. 
SV : Is the West End more of the 
college student type crowd? 
Burgess : Yeah, definitely. And this 
is what happened with punk, as 
well. It got really arty-farty. It was 
all college art students and that’s 
why the street music type thing 
never took off, as well. And 
they’re still against it now. They 
probably always will be. 

SV : I wonder if that kind of ties 
into the whole class prejudice 
thing you hear about England, 
anyway? 

Burgess : Definitely. 

Bruce : It’s the most tribalistic, 
class-conscious society anywhere 
else in the world, I think. It still 
doesn’t look like it’s going to 
change. And they all think that 
they’re not. They all think that 
they’re the most tolerant. 

SV: Why don’t you tell me the sto¬ 
ries behind a few of your songs. 
Like “Take ‘Em All.” 

Bruce : That was just our bitter and 
twisted slap at the music indus¬ 
try. We never expected any of this. 


Burgess : No, no. When we were do¬ 
ing “Shock Troops,” Steve and I 
were sort of sitting down together a 
lot, talking about song lyrics. And 
this came up, just how we’d had 
enough of record companies be¬ 
cause of all the things we’ve said 
earlier. 

SV: I imagine your experience with 
Decca wasn’t that great? 

Bruce : It’s the same as everyone 
else. It’s a bit of a letdown and noth¬ 
ing happens. 

Burgess : We were a bit immature, 
as well. And a lot of things came out 
at that time in ‘82. We didn’t really 
think that we were going to get any¬ 
where. 

Bruce : We got the money to do a 
single and, with the money they 
gave us to do the single, we more or 
less did the album. 

SV: Which was “England Belongs 
To Me,” right? 

Bruce : Yeah. So when they gave us 
the money to do the album, we said 
thanks very much (laughter)— 
which we thought was our first-ever 
shrewd move. And we’ve been do¬ 
ing that ever since, (laughter) 

SV: Making shrewd moves. 

Bruce: Making cheap albums. 
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"It’s the most tribalistic, class - 
conscious society anywhere else 
in the world , I think. 

It still doesn ’t look like 
it's going to change ” 

-STEVE BRUCE (on England) 


pens. It just seems to. We’re not 
being very helpful, are we? 

SV : Oh, that’s OK. You don’t 
know. Moving on, when Princess 
Di got killed a few years ago, 
there was quite an outpouring of 
grief. I wanted to get your feel¬ 
ings on that and your thoughts 
about the monarchy, in general. 
Burgess : Can I claim the fifth on 
that? I was a big fan of Princess 
Di, though. 

Bruce : She was the only one that 
did anything. She brought the 
monarchy into this millenium, 
really, but I’m not a great fan of 
the monarchy. 

Burgess : No. It’s all part of the 
class system. I just can’t see it 
continuing for much longer. I 
don’t think they’ll be cutting their 
heads off and putting them around 
Trafalgar Square but they seem to 
be gradually disappearing. 

SV : Well, there’s certainly a lot 
more dirt coming out about them 
in recent years, with the media 
probing more and more. 

Burgess : See, they just don’t keep 
it hushed up, anymore. That’s the 
only thing. 

SV : Tell me about the early days, 
about the postal van you used to 
get to gigs. 

Burgess : How did you know 
about that? 

SV: I cheated... I looked at your 
web-site. 

Bruce : It did about 14 miles an 
hour. 

Burgess : The engine was actually 
inside the cabin. You could take 
the top off the engine and the only 
way we could get it started in cold 
weather was to get a blowtorch. 
Luckily, it was diesel so it didn’t 
explode straight-away, but it was 
still a dangerous thing to do, I 
think (laughs). And we were 
sleeping on the amps. We’d do 
hundreds and hundreds of miles. 
Bruce : Every band does it. Go 
around the dives and get ripped 
off and learn your trade. I think 
so, anyway. 

Burgess : Yeah, we did all that. We 
supported a lot of bands and some 
of them were good to us and some 
of them weren’t. 

SV: Want to name any names? 
Burgess : Nah, not really. Not even 
Paul Weller, now (laughs) 

SV: Well, he thinks he’s Steve 
Winwood now, anyway. 

Burgess : He gave us a terrible re¬ 
view once, for our first single. I’ve 
never forgiven him for that. 

SV: But you don’t hold grudges. 
Burgess : No, no... 25 years... no 
no (laughs) 

SV: Is the British music press still 
the same build-em-up, knock-em- 
down bullshit it always was? 
Bruce : Sure is. Anything at all. 


Not just the music business. 

Burg ess: But they do tend to judge 
you dri your audience, sometime, 
which is ml always the best thing 
to do. So you get s* few people with 
very short hair turning up and that 
made them think you Ye a certain 
type of band. But any underground 
movement’s going to get that be¬ 
cause... (pauses) they Ye an under-? 


SV: Ham you been to the US be¬ 
fore? As a band or travelling? 


Bruce : As a band, we came over in 
1979, just to see if we couldget any¬ 
thing going, but it was just a glori¬ 
fied holiday, really. We stayed a 
couple of months and bummed 
around. We went coast to coast then, 
too. We’re covering old ground, at 
the moment. We can’t do one coast 
or the other We have to go to both. 
$V : Hey, you’re fair to both sides. 
So we don't end up hating the west 
coast because you won’t come to the 
east coast. Although we afiready hate 


them anyway. Nah, we don’t. 
Bostonians do hate New York, 
though. 

Burgess : God, you get this every¬ 
where you go. 

SV : Hey, East End/West End, 
Boston/New York, same differ¬ 
ence. I did have another ques¬ 
tion—drinking in bars and alco¬ 
hol, in general, do have some¬ 
thing of a stigma in some quar¬ 
ters in the US, whereas the pub 
culture seems to be more of a 
family thing in England. Is that a 
correct perception? 

Burgess : The pub was basically 
a male thing. It’s only recently 
that it’s become family oriented. 
It’s still essentially a male-ori¬ 
ented thing, but they’re getting a 
lot more European. Kids and 
families are allowed in. 

Bruce : I would have said the same 
thing about American bars, actu¬ 
ally. I would have said the exact 
opposite of what you just said to 
me (the next few lines were 
drowned out by loud music. 
Sorry) 

SV: You know what made me 
bring this up... during the whole 
Louise Woodward trial [the Brit¬ 
ish au-pair tried for murder in 
Massachusetts], they showed the 
Woodward family hanging out in 
the pub in Britain and some 
people were making cracks about 
it, saying “all they do is hang out 
in bars, there” and I heard a Brit¬ 
ish person explain that it’s more 
of the culture there. 

Burgess : Well, the English do 
tend to drink a lot. I’ll give you 
that. When we first came over, we 
were in a bar with a load of 
Americans and we said, “what do 
you do over here?” and this guy 
said, “well, we usually drink 
pitchers.” So Mickey, the guitar¬ 
ist, counted everyone up and said, 
“we’ll have 20 pitchers.” And 
then he drank his in about ten 
minutes and he decided “who’s 
round is it?” So, yeah, there’s 
more of a drinking culture over 
there. 

SV: Getting back to politics, for 
a second, do you think there’s any 
difference between the Tories and 
what Tony Blair’s doing? 
Burgess : The government really 
seems to be centering out at the 
moment. There doesn’t seem to 
be much difference between ei¬ 
ther party, now. But, just ‘cause 
we’re in a band, what’s the point 
of discussing politics? 

SV: Well, some bands say that 
their point is to use it as a forum 
to express a point of view. 
Burgess : Well, I think we use it 
as a forum to express views, but 
not necessarily the views of one 
partcular political party... 
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GOOD CLEAN FUN 


On the streets saving the scene from the forces 
of evil... that’s the name of Good Clean Fun’s 
latest album and their credo, of course. Saving 
the scene from the affliction of a lack of humor. 
Continuing in the footsteps of parodists Cru¬ 
cial Youth (with whom they recently shared the 
stage), this Washington, DC band bring a good- 
natured ribbing to the often over-serious 
hardcore scene. The band includes Issa (vocals), 
Mike (bass), Casey (guitar) and Jeff (drums). 
Casey also plays in the bands Yaphett Kotto and 
Anasazi. GCF have two albums available, the 
aforementioned “On The Streets...” and 
the earlier “Shopping For A Crew,” both 
on Phyte Records. I interviewed Issa and 
Mike on the sidewalk across from Bill’s 
Bar, in the shadow of Fenway Park. There 
was a game that day and some passersby 
asked about tickets and I think two of them 
thought Issa was a Sox player. The first 
two questions here were follow-ups that 
Mike answered via e-mail... 

SV: You were a 5 piece when I last saw 
you. What happened with the second gui 
tarist? 

Mike : Well, the “second guitarist” became 
the first guitarist. The other guitarist, 
Delve, took off mid tour to pursue other 
interests. Luckily Casey could come 
through for us in a time of need. 

SV: If you had to make an estimate, how 
much of GCF’s “scbtick” is serious and 
how much isn’t? 

Mike : In my opinion, GCF is 100% seri¬ 
ous. We get labeled a “joke” band and 
things of that nature, but I think they are 
inaccurate. We are a band that takes seri¬ 
ous topics and presents them in light¬ 
hearted, sarcastic, tongue-in-cheek ways. 

SV: So how did this whole Good Clean 
Fun thing start, anyway? 

Issa: Basically, this band Crucial Youth 
broke up awhile ago and, since then, there 
hasn’t really been any sense of humor in jj 
the punk rock scene, so we thought we’d " 
work on that a little bit. 

SV: When did this start? 

Issa : Two and a half years ago, something 
like that. We’ve been on the road con¬ 
stantly, almost for the past year, basically. It’s 
been pretty crazy. 

SV : Were you in any bands before this? 

Issa : No. 

Mike : Liar!! 

SV : Come on! 

Mike : He was in Committed For Life. 

Issa : I’ve been in about 20 bands that never did 
anything over the years and I was in a straight¬ 
edge hip-hop band for a little while. It was called 
Fort Knox and it was me and Ken Olden from 
Battery and Damnation AD. It was pretty good. 
Mike : Tell about the time when Ray Cappo tried 
to get in on it. 

Issa: We did some stuff with Ray Cappo, but 
that never really worked out. Anyway, Fort Knox 
was supposed to come out on New Age Records, 
but then New Age folded. It never came out in 
the States, but it came out in Germany on a la¬ 
bel. And that was the end of it. 


SV : Wasn’t there a track on some compilation 
CD I got? 

Issa : Yes there was. With John LaCroix’s Extent 
fanzine. There was a track on that. It’s entertain¬ 
ing. Lots of gunshots and breaking glass. Tons 
of breaking glass. We were smashing crack pipes. 
It was pretty cool. 

SV : What attracted you to hardcore, originally? 
Issa : Wow... it’s been a long time. 

Mike: It’s been so long. 

SV: How old are you guys? 

Issa : 28 


Mike : 26. 

Issa : How old are you? 

SV: 40. 

Issa : Ahh, okay, it hasn’t been that long. Now I 
know how those kids feel when I say I'm 28 and 
they all start giggling. I started going to shows 
when I was 14 or 15 and I got into the Clash and 
the Sex Pistols. And then, living in DC, there were 
always a million shows to go to. So I totally 
lucked out growing up in DC. 

SV : So you were coming of age around the time 
Dag Nasty was taking off, Soulside... 

Issa : I was a little young for Minor Threat. 1 was 
about 11 when they broke up. But Government 
Issue and those bands, I loved them. So that’s 
pretty much how it started and then when all those 
New York bands like Gorilla Biscuits and Youth 
Of Today came out, that was really the heyday 
for me. 

SV: I never would have guessed you were inspired 


by Gorilla Biscuits (laughs). 

Issa : Yeah, you know, it’s kind of subtle. We 
hide it really well. But that “Start Today” 
record... I’ve never actually heard it, myself. 
Mike : The funniest thing about Good Clean Fun 
is a lot of our fans tend to be younger, so there 
were these two kids that ended up following us 
around. We became friends with them and 
they’ve been to a lot of our shows and they were 
talking about how our latest record was one of 
their favorites ever. And I was just like, “are 
you serious?” I mean, I love the record, but it’s 
like a shock when kids are telling you that. 
I was, like, have you ever heard of the 
Gorilla Biscuits’ album “Start Today” and 
they were, like, “No.” (laughs) They were 
going to see us again the next day and I 
[said] “do me a favor. Go to the store im¬ 
mediately and buy “StartToday”I’ll even 
give you the money if you need it.” They 
went and got “Start Today ” they came 
back and were like, “Ohhhh... okay!” 
Things like that are just funny. 

Issa : Yeah, they were, like, “that’s cool 
that you have those horns at the begin¬ 
ning of your record.” 

Mike : “And the whole harmonica thing. 
That’s really cool.” 

SV: And the distorted intro at the start of 
that song [“On The Streets”]. 

Issa : Yeah... I mean, those guys were from 
Kentucky. Great kids, but they’re from 
Kentucky, Obviously, most people, even 
young people who’ve heard “Start Today” 
get most of the jokes on our record but 
we still have lots of stuff that people just 
| don’t get, which is great. I think it’s funny. 
Like, on the first record, there was a Bold 
lyric that I stole that no one ever gets, 
because no one listens to Bold, now. 
Mike : It’s cool to wear a Bold t-shirt, but 
nobody knows the records anymore. 

SV: So can we expect more techno breaks, 
like on “WWZD”? 

Issa : And that’s the same thing... a lot of 
people haven’t heard Refused and don’t 
get where we took that from. So the 
people who get it think it’s really funny, 
usually. I don’t know what the next 
^record’s going to bring. I haven’t actu¬ 
ally started writing the songs, yet. I’ve got some 
ideas floating around. But I'm a little worried 
about it. It’s the whole quandary. Do you do 
another record that’s exactly the same, where 
we’re just straight-up youth crew hardcore, do 
you change it up a little and make it more inter¬ 
esting for us at least? 

SV : Do you try to do all kinds of different styles, 
like Shelter did. 

Mike : Yeah. 

Issa : Well, we’re definitely going to have at least 
one ska song, one heavy metal song... 

SV : You already did the metal song on this 
record, the hardline song [“In Defense Of All 
Life”]. 

Mike : That’s a controversial song. 

SV : Tell me more about that one because I’d 
imagine the target of that song might not have 
that much of a sense of humor about it. 

Mike : Well, you know, it’s funny, there’s not 


























really a profitable thing down there, then I go to New Zealand and kids 

You can’t really get a promoter to are screaming the words at me. 

take a virtually-unknown band. That is the best feeling in the 

SV: No, but there’s ways to book world. Australia was really cool, 

things yourself, as you guys found We played a couple of shows there 

out. that were just great. It’s so crazy 

Issa: We lost a fortune going to that hardcore bands are popular ev- 

South America and Australia, but it ery where. If the plane tickets 

was so worth it. hadn’t been like 6 million dollars, 

SV: You had the time of your life. it would have been really really 

Issa : Yeah, it was really fun. cool but it was definitely worth it. 

Mike : And the coolest thing about We had a great time and we’re go- 

it is a ton of kids were very stoked ing to go back to all those places, 

that we came to those places. The SV: You could look at it like a va- 

American hardcore they know... cation, although you're working 

there are a lot of local bands in those your asses off touring all these 

scenes, but the popular bands that places. 

go down there are Sick Of It All, issa: We didn’t do this the smart- 

H20,Fugazi, which... I like all those est way ever. Like our drummer 

bands, but they’re big bands. had to be in school in September, 

SV : They do the tours with the pro- so we kind of crammed a year’s 

fessional booking agents. worth of touring into 9 months. 

Mike : Yeah. You’re paying 20 bucks We’ve been on the road constantly, 

to go see them, there’s barriers. We’re very out of touch with ev- 

there’s bouncers and shit like that, erything that’s happening in the 

We were playing the same type of world. 

shows that we play in the states, for Mike : We hear there’s a presiden- 

the most part, and the kids were fi- tial election coming up. 

nally able to see something like that. Issa : We’re pretty sure we know 

Issa: We were the first hardcore band who’s running, at least the two 

ever to play New Zealand, which popular candidates, but we’re re- 

was very exciting. They’d had ally out of touch. Like “Survivor” 

Fugazi and Sick Of It All had been and “Big Brother”—we don’t 

there, but we were the first, like... know what those are. 

Mike : ...smaller band. SV: I haven’t watched them. I reso- 

SV : More DIY style. lutely refuse to. 

Issa : Whatever you want to call it. Issa: That’s a good thing. We take 

And that’s really cool. For me, it’s it a step farther—we don’t even 

the coolest thing in the world to go know about them. We want to keep 

to New Zealand, which is about as it that way. 

far away as you can go on this planet SV: Six months from now, it’ll be 

and still be on this planet, and kids like it never happened, anyway, 

knew the words. I’m sitting in my Nobody will be talking about it 

bedroom writing some songs and anymore. Let’s get back to your 


that many people that know what we pay each other the salaries that 
hardline was, anymore. we do. 

$V: It has been ten years already. Issa: I typed the lyrics and then Mike 

Issa : It’s been awhile. Actually, one edited them. We don’t pay our edi- 

hardline kid in Hawaii did try to tors very much... anyway, since we 

beat me up. We played two shows last saw you, we’ve been to Austra- 

and he actually specifically came lia. New Zealand and Hawaii. Very 

to the second show just to fight me. exciting. 

And, unfortunately, he never came Mike : And South America, 
inside so 1 didn't even know he was SV: You guys have been road hogs 
there, but apparently he was going this year. 

to fight me if I came outside. Any- Mike : We decided we were going 
way, that was kind of exciting. But, to try and tour the world and we did 
for the most part, we don’t get it. 

hassled too much. Except in India- Issa: We wanted to go to Japan and 

napolis, we got hassled by some that would’ve been 5 continents, but 

ex-hardline kids. we didn’t make it to Asia at all, un- 

SV: Tell me about that. fortunately. Next year, we’re going 

Issa : Just some guy who used to to go. 

be a hardline kid and, before that, SV: How about Antarctica? You’d be 

he was a skinhead and I think he the first hardcore band to play there, 

was Hare Krishna for awhile, too, Issa: That would be kind of cool. If 

I’m not sure, but he just got up on we can figure out some way to pay 

stage and started yelling at us for for that, we’re going to definitely do 

•ii^ng-fun of hardline, which was 
a very important movement and all 
that stuff. So we made fun of him. 

SV: “WWZD” seems to make fun 
of the whole spirituality in 
hardcore. What’s that line that was 
supposedly entered wrong on the 
lyric sheet? Refresh my memory... 

Issa: It’s “all faiths are dumb” It’s 
supposed to be “all faiths are one, 

‘cause they’re all the same,” but it 
was mis-printed. I don’t know how 
that slipped in there, after our rig¬ 
orous editing. 

SV: Great quality control. 

Mike : That’s what happens when 


Mike : The craziest thing about go¬ 
ing to all those places is we financed 
everything ourselves. Basically, as 
a medium-sized hardcore band... a 
friend of mine moved into my house 
while I was gone and I called home 
and he’s like, “god, you’ve been to 
all those places. You’re just a me¬ 
diocre, mid-sized hardcore band. 
How did you do that?” Basically, we 
just sat down and said, well, what 
the hell are we going to do with this 
band and we said let’s try and go 
everywhere. So, a lot of places, like 
Australia or South America, it’s not 
















lyrics, for a minute. On the song, “My Best 
Friends, 1 ' it says “gay marriage goes too far.” 
Why? 

Issa : Did you read the whole lyric? 

SV: Yeah... I read the whole lyric and I realize 
it's supposed to be tongue-in-cheek. 

Issa : OK. Well, I’ve explained this before and 
I’m going to explain it again. The whole line is 
“I love Ani and Amy and Emily, I hope every 
lesbian teams to play guitar, but when it comes 
to special rights like family, I think marriage 
goes a bit too far.” Basically, Ani is Ani DiFranco 
and Amy and Emily are the Indigo Girls. 

SV: I know... 

Issa : And it’s kind of making fun of people who 
are alt for lesbians or gay people being enter¬ 
tainers and famous and actors and hairdressers 
and stuff, but don’t want them to have actual 
real rights like nonnal people. 

SV: So it’s a third person perspective, kind of 
like Eminem! jjf : 7 
Issa : Qoh... hopefully not at all 
like Eminem. I don’t even re¬ 
ally know his lyrics. 

Mike : I believe Eminem is 
homophobic. 

SV: Actually, Eminem probably 
wouldn’t sing that. He’d just go 
“fuck these fags.” 

Issa : That’s what Floorpunch 
about us. That was very excit¬ 
ing. 

SV : Better watch what you say, 
then. He’ll drive to your town 
to punch you in the nose. Re¬ 
member Mark, that’s Issa say¬ 
ing that, not All Hmm, maybe 
we should move on before we 
get in more trouble. You have a 
song called “Sweet Tooth,” 
where you talk about not con- 
suming sugar and how “tooth 
decay is not for me.” Butthe last 
time you were here, you had 
some dental problems! 

Issa : Well, those dental prob¬ 
lems were caused by wisdom 
teeth, not from eating sugar. But 
pfia fine now. My wisdom tooth 
is doing a lot better and life is good again. I’m 
still not eating sugar. The dentist said I had an 
unusually quick recovery time due to my lack 
of sugar-eating. I bad to cut the brushing down 
to about 4 times a day, though, because Eve hurt 
my tooth. 

SV: I was wondering if you’d gotten any feed¬ 
back from your targets of affection, like Gorilla 
Biscuits. If they’d talked to you at all. 

Issa : Not atall... . 

Mife : Youth Brigade. 

SV: What’d they say about “Fight To Unite”? 
Mike : They were mad. 

Issa : Yeah, the guy was apparently mad because 
we changed some of the lyrics. 

Mike : It was really fimny because Fred Ham¬ 
mer from It's Alive fanzine... I knew him when 
I lived in California and he was, like, “hey, you 
mind if I take a CD and give it to Shawn” and 1 
said, yeah, sure. I’m sure he’d be stoked. Next 
thing you know, we get this e-mail on the 
website. 

Ism: “You’ve ruined the song, thanks a lot.” 
Mikg: We just thought it was really kind of 
weird. 

SV : So can we expect a new version of “Sink 


With California” on the next album? 

Issa : Maybe we will! It was really strange. I’m 
not saying anything, but if I put out an album in 
1983 and, in the year 2000, some band was cov¬ 
ering one of our songs—and they’re an awesome 
band. “Sound and Fury” is one of my favorite 
records by far—but if in 2017, someone covers a 
Good Clean Fun song, they can change anything 
they want. I’m going to write them a letter thank¬ 
ing them. 

Mike: It’s not like we changed it to something 
offensive. 

Issa : Now, it’s about nazism. I changed a word 
here and there, no big deal, but he seemed to think 
we artistically destroyed the song. It’s kind of 
sad. I wish I’d gotten a chance to talk to him. I e- 
mailed him back and was, like, “look, I’m really 
sorry” but he never wrote me back. 

Mike : The only person that’s been really stoked 
on what we did was Prince, when he found out 



I’m sitting in my bedroom writing some songs and 
then I go to New Zealand and kids are 
screaming the words at me. That is the best 
feeling in the world. "—ISSA 


that we covered his song, (laughter) 

Issa : Actually, it's kind of weird. I really feel 
strongly there’s a big generation gap between the 
scene. We were trying to get on Dischord really 
hard. That’s my dream in life. It hasn't really been 
going too well. Ian’s been totally cool. I’ve talked 
to him a couple of times and, just considering 
that he’s never met me before, he’s been really 
nice. He actually writes back and calls back and 
stuff. But he hasn’t put us out. And we’re a DC 
hardcore band and 1 feel as though we should be 
on Dischord. 

SV : He doesn’t really do DC hardcore anymore, 
except for the reissues. 

Issa : Right, I know, but I don’t see why they 
couldn’t just make an exception. I would love if 
we could be on Dischord. It’s like, there’s the 
younger DC hardcore scene and there’s the older 
guys. There’s a couple people that stick around 
and are still totally cool, like Kenny Inouye from 
Marginal Man. He’s totally cool. He’s one of the 
only people from the old scene that still hangs 
out and that Eve even met. I’ve lived in DC my 
whole life and 1 haven't met most of these people. 
SV : Kenny does the best imitation of Ian 
MacKaye Eve ever heard in my life. Next time 


you talk to him, have him do it. 

Issa : I’m actually going to ask Ian to do a little 
spoken part on the next record. If he can’t do it, 
maybe Ell get Kenny to do it. So, anyway, we’ve 
been trying to get on Dischord and stuff and 
that hasn’t been going too well, but I really have 
a ton of respect for those guys. I just think 
they’re the coolest. 

SV : Maybe you should see if that guy Derrick 
will revive Fountain Of Youth. 

Issa : (laughs) Well, we see what happens. We’re 
perfectly happy putting it out ourselves until 
Dischord comes around. Anyway, I was trying 
to make some point about how people tend to 
disappear from the hardcore scene and 1 totally 
understand why and can’t really blame them in 
a lot of cases... 

Mike : As a matter of fact, we ’ll probably disap¬ 
pear. Nah, we can’t. 

SV: But then will come the reunion show in 
2004. Or is it 2010? 

JIssa: 2010. “2004 well do that 
reunion tour.” I had to rhyme 
{ there. It’s less of a timing thing 
and more of a rhyming thing. 
We don’t really have a plan right 
now, as a band. We’ve been 
touring so much that we’re all 
just looking forward to taking a 
break, but something tells me 
that most, if not all of us will be 
back to go to all these places 
again next year. And we’re also 
I going to do a couple of other 
projects. We’re starting an emo 
band called The Good Clean 
Funs, which is going to be kind 
of a Jimmy Eat World/Get Up 
Kids kind of thing, it should be 
interesting. Eve written a couple 
of songs, but we haven’t re¬ 
corded anything yet, so look for 
that this fall. So well see what 
happens. We haven’t quite fig¬ 
ured out what the plan is. But 
definitely be following the song 
“I Can’t Wait” as closely as pos¬ 
sible. We Ve laid out the whole 
schedule. A lot of people dot**| 
believe that’s real but there’s definitely a mas¬ 
ter plan. You've got to have a master plan. Too 
many bands try to do stuff with no master plan, 
which just doesn’t work out. 

SV: Let’s see... Ray did Krishna. If you guys 
were going to go spiritual on us, what would 
you choose? 

Mike : The Greeks. We’re going to dress in to¬ 
gas and have a little crown of thorns around our 
heads, carry laurel leaves and lightning bolts. 
[wait a minute—.I think they’re mixing up the 
Greeks and the Romans!-AL] 

Issa : Yeah, it should work. Actually, I person¬ 
ally believe the Krishna thing was a joke on 
Ray’s part. He’d had a bet with Porcell to see 
how many people could go Krishna if he went 
Krishna. I mean, that’s the only explanation that 
makes sense if you really think about it So that’s 
my theory on that.. > 

GOOD CLEAN FUN 
c/o Phyte Records 
PO Box 90363 
Washington, DC 20090 
http://www.phyte.com/gcf 
phyte@phtye.com 









Disrupt Youth 

lookin'for ANSWERS CD 

Back once again with their 
debut full length. Austrailia’s 
Disrupt Youth Bring you 10 new 
songs of raid thrash Austrailian 
hardcore. Plus both 7”s fully 
re-mastered. 


The Bristles 

Tattooed & Rotten CD 

Tile 3rd full length from this 
legendary world renowned 
street punk band! 


stuck, nr 


Spider Cunts 

Stuck up -n- mean CD 

A snotty fast NY all girl HXC 
drunk punk band that will 
kick your ass and have you 
begging for more. 


Feed The Machine 

S/TCD 

An onslaught of political crust 
punk/thrash/HXC mayhem. From 
the drunk punk capital of the 
world MNPLS,MN! Contains former 
members of Assrash,Subjugated 
and Dead Drunk. iT 


Oppressed Logic 

It's Harassment LP 

The 2nd full length featuring 
a brand new and improved 
line-up from the Bay areas 
most un-PC classic ’80s style 
hardcore band. 


Brand new full-lengths by 
The Idiots. Very Metal and 
The Motherfuckers out soon. 


** sound clips and much more available at WWW.beefCity.COrn 

Beer City’Skateboards & Records 
RO.B. 26035 Milwaukee Wl 53226-0035 \m. 

add $2 for first class shipping, add $4 if ordering outside of U.S. (airmail!) 414-257-1511 fax 414-257-1517 








Another interview that’s overdue in 

J es-t since Fmai<j%%ne \im 
jit:.mm from Gamesvllkv 

Florida who call themselves Hot Wa¬ 
ter Music. Over the past five or so years, 

albums. EPs and 7'Y They he also en¬ 
dured an intense tour schedule, legal 
difficulties with another band over the 
rights to the Hot Water Music name 
(which comes front a book by Charles 
B.u^w^l). stnd ^.shou break-up a few 


a &wri#iutes of 
one of their shows to realize that HWM 
Unlike most 
monfk&p is asso- 

from ti^ con¬ 

jure up ii8S^|||iof such bands asFuel 
or|iaw®l®ig^feessible.uadhr8l<)dic, 
but coupledisijfcji a powerfdipfrom the 


come we're not on the flyer, we're on 
tour With Assuck and he said, “you're 
not playing... but, tonight, anyone that 


;<&te important Ingredient of their fi^j 
corded output, which we didn't discuss, 
is the creative packaging and artwork— 


I iuief^fted Chuck Ragan (guitar/ 
(guitar/vocals) 
and George Bebolo {drums) in their van 
before 4pa^|^tow at the Karma Club 
last Black (bass) wasn’t 

present... 


and played about 4 or 5 songs for people 
who are saying, “play more Poison cov¬ 
ers." 

Chuck : We got heckled and hounded real 
bad. We didn't give a shit. We had a good 
time. We had a couple of friends There 
and that was about it. We were playing 
for them and playing for use JThat was 
crazy. That was our first Boston experi- 


; So from them til now. you can 


• ••SVt -tbli me about Caifeviilbv1ii|(l'' 
Typical college town? I always 
tJNNaf s where the University of Florida 
isorFSUU • * 

ghuck ; University Of Florida It*$ defi¬ 
nitely a college town. It used to be an 
old shipping town for stock, before the 
university took, it over*-Pigs* It U^9'.id; 

-called Hogtowm Lots of p^’andh 
cattle, So it Vreally 

A lot of farm land. Then eveitythtn|: that 
thri^s around the uniyeisify is really 
close. You’ve got a ton of people packed 
into a really small area. 

Chrlk The students hue 1/3 of all the 
people in the town. So 1/3 of the people 


"^^gtallydjeir reloa^^tf fhe No Idea'..: 
label* The eye-catchthgari, U created ! 
friend Scoi,SlI|}8|r:|bd ; is am. 


While HWM Yrecanted legacy jstt^K 
exactly shoddy* ITa definitely ,tm,live 
thlng;%tf makes these.-|h|fcai.#ped^l 
band. A bd&hug betweeh#d|ihec and : 
band preattnga .feverisK^|^h|%yM 
ofenergy. Two vocalists emoting from 
their so® 
llmbre, here):and a 

warm guitar chords, pushed along by 
intricate bass-lines and propulsive 
drumming. Even if the term 8mo makes 
yoif Cringe (and this is the c#ly i>lace 


SV: Look outside here... they're lined up 
down the block! 

pretty 0|nge* We. were 
Jhstt&ihg about our first show here, at 
fifeit^This is very different from that. 
§X:;:Ycafb We were talking about fhaf 

earlier. Tell the story again. 

Chuck : We were hounded by a lot of 
people at than i me. We were on tour with 
Assuck and had that show at the 
even remember who 


imagine how strange it is. 

SV : Weren't the times you played up¬ 
stairs at the Middle East really packed? 
I was there for one of those shows. 
Chuck : Yeah. 1 hat itself was ov erwhelin¬ 
ing. but this is... 

Chris : ...ridiculous! 

George ? We definitely, don’t take.it for 


s0^^!A§nks that SFA.ip^ed-and 
George said that Black Army Jacket 
might have played* There were like 7 
lOCal.bahwaud we weren’t^ the flyer. 
We asked the guy doing the show how 


Chedk rHotat all,..•. •. .. ,® 

skinfie8d$ : 3vho heckle yoaC'-vfgC 
Chuck : Actually* I think the skihheadtt . 
were, die,only guys wdrg.fcr bs at 

,C 5 4$13f 


are within this really teeny 
George ; It’s probably four square miles 
Ct- ’’ , '4^'ATVt i 

Chpck : So the. whole town totally sur- 
vivos on die university •' 

Chris: But it’s not all big buildings or 
anything* It's all houses, and we.doh.T 
-itnyblgbuilding, : c 
Chuck ; The biggest building we have 
g-|k;whaif-Six: itoriesf Ay # 

Chris : No. Siegel (?) is like 12. That's 
the only tall banding we have* 

They’ve got a great university* 
but besides the school the music, seen# 
is constantly thriving* • It always has 
. bto.-T)fc’s.aiwayS:.a tdu.of 
. Gfe&ae s Tjbte’s always aifc Hsate% 



















always an art show. There’s always 
something going on. 

Chuck : It’s a great place for any type 
of artist to get something going. 
George : And that’s why we all moved 
up there. 

SV: George, you told me you’re from 
around here, originally? 

George : Bom in Taunton, Massachu¬ 
setts. 

SV : How’d you end up down in 
Florida? 

George : My stepfather had some kids 
in Sarasota and wanted to be closer to 
them and my mom wanted to be in the 
warm weather, so they decided to move 


move down there. 

Chuck : A lot of them are from Michi¬ 
gan, too, and the midwest. 

SV: How do the locals get along with 
the college population there? 

Chuck : If you work in a restaurant, you 
fuckin’ despise anybody with a Gator t- 
shirt. Seriously, we’ve all, since we 
moved there, worked in many different 
restaurants throughout Gainesville. 
Chris : I think we’ve covered them all be¬ 
tween the four of us. 

Chuck : You can ask any of us. It 
sssssssucks! Game days... hell! No re¬ 
spect. 

SV: Florida is [Steve] Spurrier’s team, 



down there. Sick of shovelling snow, 
like you were talking about. 

SV: Ha ha ha ha... I might be joining 
you guys in a couple of years!! A few 
more New England winters, that’ll be 
enough! How about you guys? Are you 
from Florida, originally? 

Chris : None of us are. I’m from Flint, 
Michigan. 

Chuck : I grew up mainly in the south. 
I was bom in Houston, but I’ve lived in 
Louisiana, Chatanooga, Georgia... 
southern boy. 

Chris : Most people from Florida aren’t 
from Florida. 

SV: I know a lot of New Englanders 


right? 

Chuck : Yeah. They don’t stop coming, 
man. 

George : The town really lights up when 
a game goes on. 

Chuck : There’s so many people. 

Chris : You can’t drive through the town. 
Chuck : My favorite part about 
Gainesville is the summertime, ‘cause 
there’s nothing but locals. The only 
people there are there because they want 
to be. You don’t have all these schmoes 
running around, acting like they own the 
city. So, I mean, it’s quiet, it’s slow, for 
the most part and it’s comfortable. It’s 
hot as hell but it’s cool. You just keep 


sweating. Stay in the water... 

SV: Tell me about the Radical 
Cheerleading Squad that had that open¬ 
ing cheer on your last album. 

Chuck : That’s a group of girls down in 
Gainesville. They haven’t been that ac¬ 
tive, lately, but usually they go out to 
demonstrations and protests. They’re an 
actual cheerleading squad. 

Chris : They make up cheers for what¬ 
ever the demonstration’s about. 

Chuck : Uniforms and they write their 
own cheers. I asked our friend Jessica 
and my wife Samantha... they’re both in 
it and we told them we had a song about 
the Hardback that just closed down. And 


They get a lot of attention and they’re 
loud, too. Intimidating. 

Chris : They’re definitely intimidating. 
SV : Tell me about Free Radio 
Gainesville. 

Chuck : There’s a lot going on with it, 
now. For awhile, for the longest time, 
there’s been a constant battle with the 
FCC. 

SV : It’s a pirate station, I take it. 
Chris : There’s quite a few in 
Gainesville. 

Chuck : Right now, there’s a couple dif¬ 
ferent micro-broadcast stations in 
Gainesville, but they’re trying to un¬ 
dergo the process of getting a license. 



I said write something and put it on tape 
and maybe we can use it and that’s what 
they did. They did it in our bedroom, on 
a four-track. I think there were about 8 
or 9 of them when they did it. But it’s 
pretty cool. I’ve heard there’s quite a few 
radical cheerleading squads around the 
states. 

SV: I’m thinking, in a college town, with 
the Gators, it must be kind of interest¬ 
ing. 

Chuck : It’s funny, ‘cause you’ve got all 
these punk, tattooed, hairy arm-pits 
[women] out there with pom-poms in the 
middle of University and 13th, scream¬ 
ing about freeing the airwaves. It’s cool. 


You can get a low-wattage broadcast 
license. 

Chris : You can only broadcast for three 
miles or something... 

SV : The bad news is Congress is try¬ 
ing to prevent that from happening. 
Under pressure from the National As¬ 
sociation of Broadcasters. 

George : That sucks. Why not inform 
your community? 

SV: Because the media conglomerates 
don’t want any dissenting point of view 
or any competition, no matter how 
small? Maybe that’s it? 

Chuck : Exactly. I mean, Free Radio 
Gainesville makes an incredible impact 

























on our community. 

SV: What kind of programming? 

Chuck : They do everything, from national and 
worldwide news... 

Chris : ... to Chuck playing an acoustic guitar 
(laughter). 

Chuck : Yeah... the other day, Ernesto, our buddy, 
set it up in his room and just called people to come 
over and play a few songs. It was like the neigh¬ 
borhood jam night and he broadcast it live and 
everybody would come over and play a few songs 
and, in between, play some music. But they do 
anything and everything that’s not mainstream 
media. They speak the truth as they know it and 
they’re not afraid to do it, no matter what. They’ve 
been fined, had their equipment confiscated. The 
station’s had to move, that I know of, six or seven 
different times. It’s an ongoing battle. We just did 
a benefit show a little while ago. It was a benefit 
for Free Radio Gainesville and Anti-Racist Ac¬ 
tion and it raised enough money to get another, 
separate station to thrive on its own. ‘Cause, be¬ 
fore, they were hauling equipment back and forth. 
Now we have two separate pirate radio stations 
that are solid where they are. But FRG is actually 
going to try and go through all the red tape bullshit 
to make it legit. And they’re probably going to 
try and do it out of this non-profit organization 
called the Civic Media Center in Gainesville, 
where they house a ton of underground propa¬ 
ganda. 

SV: Would you say Gainesville’s a pretty liberal 
place, compared to rest of Florida? 

Chuck : I’d say so. Definitely. I mean, then you’ve 
got the outskirts of Gainesville, where if you get 
there at the right time, you can get there in time 
for the next Klan meeting. 

Chris : Yeah. Where they’re still debating if they 
want to go back to the name Hogtown or not. 
Chuck : They’re pretty conservative on the out¬ 
skirts but Gainesville, as we know it at least, just 
around the university, is a whole ‘nother world. 
We’ve never seen anything like it. 

Chris : But you can go ten minutes in any direc¬ 
tion and you’re just in the middle of nowhere. And 
that’s really cool, because there’s rivers and 
streams all around. 

SV : It seems you guys are always on tour... and 
some of you guys are married and have kids, right? 
Chuck : I just got married last year, January 23rd. 
Chris : I’m getting married in June [obviously, 
that’s passed — congratulations!] and my son will 
turn 4 in a couple of weeks. 

Chuck : Jason’s getting married next year. 

SV: Do you find it’s tough to be away on tour that 
much? Does it put any strain on your various re¬ 
lationships? 

Chris : Of course. 

Chuck : Sometimes., but sometimes, it’s really 
cool. Absense, in certain ways, makes the heart 
grow fonder. It’s an old saying, but it’s true. 
Chris : Obviously, we wouldn’t be marrying people 
who don’t understand what we’re doing. 
Everybody’s really supportive. Of course, it does 
have its problems. 

Chuck : It’s hard to be away from the love of your 
life and home. Especially when we go home for 
months. I mean, we don’t really know a homelife, 
other than we’re home for a few months and the 
longer you’re there, the more you dig in and the 
more you get settled and the more you get to know 
what’s going on around you... and you’re off again. 

I mean, we love it, but it takes its toll. So it’s hard 
to be away from home, sometimes. But we know 
that this definitely isn’t going to last forever. 

SV: Well, you already broke up once before, right? 
Chuck : Yeah. That was the smartest thing we’ve 
ever done. 

SV: That was in Europe, wasn’t it? What happened 
there? 

George : We just all started freaking out, missing 
loved ones and all sorts of things and I really just 
blew up. 1 was the guy who was just like, fuck 
this. I’m done. We had 8 weeks after the tour in 
Europe about to start and, just being stuck in a 
van. Me and Chris were in another band. Black¬ 
top Cadence, that was touring. So we did about 
maybe 8 or 9 months, almost in a row, like a week 
off here and there and it got to the point where it 


was starting to affect our friendships to each other. 
We started the band as friends and that’s the way 
we were going to be. If we were getting popular, 
big fucking deal. We’d rather have our friendship 
with each other. Honestly, it’s the best thing that 
ever happened ‘cause we broke up and, for two 
months, we still hung out. 

Chris : It all made total sense. I don’t think any of 
us really thought about it until the couple of days 
when everything went down. Then, when it got 
brought up, what was going on, it was just obvi¬ 
ous. We’re breaking up. 

Chuck : There wasn’t a question about it. 

Chris : OK, we’re breaking up, we’re going home 
and we’ll deal with this as friends. 

Chuck : If we would have gone on... 

George : We would have been enemies. 

Chris : We wouldn’t be here today. 

Chuck : Plus, how can you play music and sing 
about this brotherhood and this unity and about 
keeping your head out of your ass when you’re 
doing nothing but butting heads? There really 
wasn’t a question about it. It wasn’t that dramatic 
at all, either. We were having coffee in Muenster, 
Germany. We went down there and had coffee and 
talked about some old times and we’re all, like, I 
guess that’s it. 

George : And then it started raining. 

Chuck : And we hugged each other and said let’s 
finish the tour and go home. 

George : We had an obligation to finish the tour. 
And it’s the best thing that ever happened to us. 
Chuck : It was awesome. We just needed a break. 
We needed to reevaluate why we were doing what 
we were doing. We were playing so much or tour¬ 
ing so much and not writing enough. That’s what 
keeps us going is writing the music. Touring is awe¬ 
some, putting out records is awesome. Meeting 
people—that’s the best part about touring, but when 
you can’t create, then you start to feel stagnant and 
that just ruins everything. 

Chris : The last thing you want to do is write the 
record you just wrote. 

Chuck : We felt like we were becoming just a band, 
know what I mean? 

SV : Just a job, in other words. 

Chuck : Right, and to us, that’s the last thing we 
ever want to become. 

George : I think for a little while, before we broke 
up—I can only speak for myself—but I started to 
take things for granted. 

SV: How so? 

George : Just being on tour, people starting to show 
up to your shows and just not being really happy 
or stoked. Just taking it for granted. 

SV : It was becoming like a routine? 

George : Yeah, it was like a routine, like a job, like 
you said. Now I wouldn’t even look at it in the 
same way, ever again. I look out and I see a lot of 
people at a show that I’m playing and I’m freak¬ 
ing out and going “goddamn, that’s amazing!” 
Chris : It made us a lot better band. 

George : Yeah, a lot better band. A lot better friends. 
SV: How long did the breakup last for? 

Chris : We broke up in May and got back together 
the end of August (1998). 

SV: It’s funny... you hear about bands that go four 
years between albums, they take breaks from each 
other for like a year or two. But everything with 
you guys happened in such a short time frame. 
Chuck : It wasn’t a question to us to break up and it 
wasn’t a question to us to get back together. All we 
needed was some space. I remember we were all 
shooting pool at this pub after the breakup and just 
having some beers and we were, like, what are we 
doing? Let’s go play. 

SV: You realized how important it is to you, prob¬ 
ably. 

Chris : Absolutely. That was the thing. 

SV: I’m going to quote from one of your lyrics, 
from “At The End Of A Gun” [on “No Division”] 

“Because it’s business not people. It’s always take 
and it is never give. And that’s not the way I want 
to live!’ Why don’t you explain that, because it’s 
leading into another question, concerning you guys 
playing the Warped Tour. To be honest, I don’t like 
the Warped Tour, for a number of reasons. One 
thing that’s come up lately is Vans uses sweatshop 
labor. But, basically, the Warped tour is a business. 
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It’s marketing. Do you think that’s con¬ 
tradictory to that quote, at all? 

Chris : Well, isn’t this business right 
here? 

SV:Yeah... 

Chris : It is business. This zine is busi¬ 
ness, this band is business, this club is 
business, but that song is about... 

SV: It’s not your primary motivation... 
Chris : That’s what the song is about. 
What is your motivation? Are you do¬ 
ing this because you love it? Are you 
doing this because you’ve got some¬ 
thing you want to say? Or are you do¬ 
ing this as a business? There’s a line... 
it is kind of weird, the whole Warped 
Tour thing, but this is one of those things 
where we say what are we doing? What 
do we want to do? 

Chuck : I’ve actually been to one of the 
Warped tours. Some friends of mine in¬ 
vited me to one and I saw it and, to tell 
you the truth, to me it wasn’t any dif¬ 
ferent than something like Lollapalooza 
or a mini-Woodstock. 

SV: They’re all the same. 

Chuck : And personally, I think fests like 
that, in a sense, can cheapen a band. And 
I think, also, that a lot of people—maybe 
not the majority of the people—but a 
lot of people that are going to these types 
of fests are there just to be there. It’s a 
cool thing, it’s on MTV... but that’s not 
why we’re doing it. We’re the type of. 
band that... we don’t want to hinder our¬ 
selves in any way and, to u$, holding 
back our music for somebody to hear 
would be just as evil as spreading it on 
the Warped Tour. We will play the 
Warped Tour. We’ll come play your den.; 
Chris : We want people to hear our band. 
We think we’ve got a good thing going 
on. We believe in our band. There’s go¬ 
ing to be people there Who might catch 
on to what we’re doing and we want to 
play for people who might catch on to 
what we’re doing. That’s Why we’re 
playing the Warped Tour. It’s not be¬ 
cause We’re going to make a shit ton of 
money. You don't make a shit ton of 
money on that thing. That’s not why 
we’re doing that. 

Chuck : And it’s actually a real pain in 
the ass. But there’s going to be [a lot 
of] people at some of these shows. If 
ten of ‘em say, hey, I kind of understand 
what they’re talking about or can relate 
with the music, then that makes it worth 
every pain in the ass that we have to put 
up with. And that’s questions about it, 
the drives, getting there at six in the 
morning everyday. For us to do this is 
definitely a step in a different direction 
than what we’re used to. 

Chris : The thing that’s weird about the 
Warped tour is that there are going to 
be people playing on that tour that we 
have nothing in common with. Who are 
just “give me money, make me big.” So 
there is going to be that, so it is kind of 
weird. But this is what is your motiva¬ 
tion? What is our motivation? What are 
we doing here? I don’t think it’s contra¬ 
dictory with that song at all, because I 
know what we’re doing and I know what 
we believe in. 

SV: People talk shit and make assump¬ 
tions, like I do, sometimes. I admit it. I 
have my own prejudices about it. To me, 
it’s a big commercial. 

Chuck : It is. Believe me, we all agree 
with that. But we’ll come play your 
bathroom. 

Chris : We’ve done it! But we’re in band 
and we write songs to play for people 
and that's what we want to do. 

SV: Speaking of tours, how was the one 
you did last year with Leatherface? That 
must have been a dream come true for 


you. 

Chuck : Phenomenal. It was everything 
and more than you could ever imagine. 
George : We made dear friends. 
Everyone’s still talking to each other ev¬ 
ery few weeks. 

Chuck : Imagine becoming the greatest 
friends with the greatest band. Your fa¬ 
vorite band and having them turn out to 
be everything and more than you ever 
expected or wanted them to be. You 
couldn’t ask for anything more. 

George : The hardest thing about that tour 
was trying to follow them. 

SV: I saw somewhere else you said that 
you regretted going on after them, but you 
wanted to make sure everyone saw them 
play. 

Georg e: Absolutely, because there are a 
lot of kids who come to our shows who 
don’t know who they are. And a lot of 
these kids liked them. 

SV: Frankie’s such a great songwriter. 
Georg e: He’s an amazing guitar player, 
too. Amazing all around. He’s a hardass, 
though. 

SV: This is kind of a cheesy, general ques¬ 
tion, but >vhat do you feel when you play? 
‘Cause I know what I feel when I’m 
.watching you. It’s kind of like a feeling 
that takes over your senses. 

Chuck : That’s how I could explain it. I 
know that I feel anywhere from everything 
to nothing, if that makes sense. I could 
get really fucking deep but, plain and 
simple, sometimes it’s nothing but plea¬ 
sure. Sometimes it’s nothing but pain. 
Sometimes it’s not pleasure and it’s not 
pain, it’s just like an electricity. It’s kind 
of hard to explain. 

SV: That’s definitely the case up here in 
Boston. I think the band and the audience 
totally feed off each other. If you don’t 
get a response like that, do you find it 
more difficult? 

Chuck : It’s definitely hard to keep going, 
because the way that we play, it’s near- 
impossible to play a whole set like that 
and still have the same amount of energy 
at the end that we did at the beginning, 
when somebody’s sitting there picking 
their nose. On that Sick Of It All tour, we 
played one show where a girl literally fell 
asleep with her head on the barricade right 
in front of me. I watched her fall asleep, 
with drool coming out of her mouth. 
Chris : I saw so many yawns in the front 
row. 

Chuck : And that’s hard... when you’re 
busting your ass and doing everything you 
can. Instances like that, you can only 
laugh about it and just have fun with your 
friends. But, sometimes, especially on 
tour, after awhile, show after show, you 
get in a zone and it’s like your body is 
almost waiting for that 45 minutes at the 
end of the day. We’re preparing for that 
moment of exertion. 

SV: That’s the release from all the drudg¬ 
ery of travelling and all the bullshit you 
have to deal with. 

Chuck : That makes it worthwhile. 
George : For me, it’s the only time my 
body and my mind work together. Some¬ 
times, my head is just somewhere else, 
when I’m sitting in the van. But when I’m 
on stage and I’m playing drums, 
everything’s working the way it’s sup¬ 
posed to, 

SV: You said before that you weren’t go¬ 
ing to do this forever. Could anything else 
ever function as this kind of outlet for you 
guys? What do you think you’re going to 
be doing after the band is done? 

Chris : I want to be a teacher. 

SV: What do you want to teach? 

Chris : I’m really into anthropology, but I 
know that I can’t really go into that as my 
main thing. It’s too much of a commit¬ 


ment, for my kid being as old as he is. 
I’ve got to be able to watch his back. 
Whatever I find my thing to be, it’s all on 
hold right now. 

SV : Your kid’s got to be getting close to 
school age. You said he’s 4... 

Chris : Yeah. He’s in pre-school. 

SV : I have a nephew who’s the same age. 
He’s about to start kindergarten. How do 
you feel about the kind of education he’s 
going to get? What kind of hopes do you 
have? 

Chris : It’s pretty scary, man, because he 
lives with his mom. His mom lives 2 1/2 
hours away from me and I’m pretty in¬ 
formed, but I know that I’m not informed 
about everything. I don’t know who his 
teacher is and I don’t know who he’s go¬ 
ing to school with. I’ve already seen the 
bullies in his neighborhood. You see all 
the things creeping up on him that already 
happened to yourself and that’s pretty 
scary stuff. 

SV : I had one more question... which one 
of you has the mother who does the evan¬ 
gelical puppet show? Is that for real? 
(laughter) 

Chris : Oh yeah, it’s for real, alright! 
Chuck : That’s completely for real. I’ve 
got a strange family. My dad’s a profes¬ 
sional golfer. He played on the PGA tour 
for 14 years. He stopped the tour and just 
taught ever since he had my brother and 
myself and now he plays on the Senior 
Tour, on and off. 

SV: What’s your dad’s name? 

Chuck : David Ragan. That was weird. I 
grew up, every once in awhile, going to 
one of these tournaments and I knew 
Arnold Palmer and Gary Player and Jack 
Nicklaus and Chi-Chi Rodriguez. All 
these big-name golfers but, to me, they’re 
my dad’s buddies. That’s my dad’s life. 
He knows nothing else. 

Chris : And then there’s his mom... 
Chuck : My mom, she’s like a phenom¬ 
enon. She’s a comedian, but she travels 


in evangelism and she has an act. Her 
act is Geraldine and Ricky. Ricky being 
this wooden, 7 year old boy who’s been 
7 for like 30 years or something like that. 
But my mom has been doing this since 
she was 14 years old. She knows noth¬ 
ing else. 

SV : I was wondering if you’d discussed 
performing with her, because she ’s a per¬ 
former and you’re a performer. 

Chuck : Totally. I mean, see, both of them 
are fairly conservative, very religious, 
and when they think about what I do, 
they think of sex, drugs, rock ‘n roll, 
MTV. Thinking I’m wanting to be some 
big rock star or something. It’s hard for 
them to grasp that there’s a community 
under the face of vans and touring and 
music and all this stuff and it’s really 
hard for me to get them to understand 
that, hey, I’m doing exactly what you 
did. My mom went to a year or two of 
college, quit, and went on tour with Billy 
Graham (laughter) and Pat Robertson. 
That was her scene. They’re not at all as 
bible-banging as they used to be, or at 
least as I remember in their younger 
days. But they’re still very old-fash¬ 
ioned. But my dad did the same thing. 
He went two years to college, played at 
UF, quit school and went on the PGA 
tour when he was 21 or 22. It’s like I’m 
doing the same thing they’re doing, just 
in a different field. 

SV : Probably a slightly different mes¬ 
sage, too. Very different! Are they un¬ 
derstanding about it? Or supportive? 
Chuck : They’re supportive because I’m 
their son. Otherwise, I’d just be a bum 
to ‘em, probably... 
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I always do interviews with bands... why not 
do an interview with someone who does stuff "be¬ 
hind the scenes"? Granted, I'm not the first zine to 
do such a thing, but I haven't done many non¬ 
band features in recent years (cartoonist Brian 
Walsby is the last one I can think of, and that was 
years ago!). 

Bill Wilson from Blackout! Records certainly de¬ 
serves credit for running a cool label for over a 
decade, and through some difficult periods of 
time, as you'll read in this piece. He's released such 
bands as Breakdown, Eye For An Eye, Deadguy, 
Uppercut, H20, Sheer Terror, Guided By Voices, 
New Bomb Turks and, in recent years. Violent 
Society, Kill Your Idols, Awkward Thought and 
the Kowalskis through Blackout! and Engine, a 
subidiary label for the non-hardcore releases. Bill 
continues to bring a fan's enthusiasm to his label- 
-this is more than just shifting units or looking for 
the next big thing—it's his passion. I interviewed 
Bill via e-mail... 


SV: What made you decide to start a label? Was it 
because you figured you weren't going to be in a 
band? (Remember the old line about those who 
can, do, those who can't, teach and, as Woody 
Allen would say, those who can't teach, teach 
gym?). Did you ever have any aspirations to be in 
a band at all? Do you still harbor those aspira¬ 
tions? 

Bill : The only instrument I could play was the 
trumpet and I stopped in 6th grade. I also had little 
desire to stand up in front of a room full of people 
as a frontman. I always expressed myself with 
artwork. In junior high, I drew comic book/su¬ 
perhero style stuff. I used to be the kid drawing 
the Venom goat head or Iron Maiden covers on 
the backs of my friends notebooks or denim jack¬ 
ets in high school. In '85 when I got into punk and 
HC, I started doing the same thing with Misfits 
and C.O.C. skulls. My friends Carl and Don 
started a band called Breakdown and I did some 
illustrations for them. When the first lineup of 
Breakdown split up in '88 and Carl went on to 
form Raw Deal with Drago and Rich (also of 
Breakdown), Anthony (Token Entry) and Mike 
(NY Hoods) I designed a t-shirt for them. It had a 
sinister looking dealer handing out a card with a 
joker popping out of it in front of a big RD logo. I 
also really enjoyed learning layout and graphic 
design. So I guess that's how I express myself. I 
just enjoyed music all through my life and the la¬ 
bel was the connection between the two. 

As it stands now, I think I could scream/sing 


for a band. I've always thought about asking like 
Carl Killing Time and Gary KYI and some other 
friends to just do a one off thing of old school HC. 
I'm way more comfortable about being in front of 
people, so I could probably do it. But I don't re¬ 
ally have the time to practice, write songs, etc. I 
can't leave the label to tour to make a band work. 
SV: Ever think you'd still be doing it ten years 
later? 

Bill : I only hoped that would be the case. It still 
gives me a rush to find a band like Kill Your Idols. 
They had a local following and a demo when I 
first heard them. I released their EP and made it 
possible for them to tour like crazy with tour sup¬ 
port provided by the label. They held up their end 
and played lots of shows and got put on some 
Warped Tour dates this year. Its amazing to watch 
them grow, and I'm happy to be a part of it. I al¬ 
ways wanted to do my own thing. It's my creative 
outlet, every band I release is an expression of 
some part of myself. Even if I had to find another 
line of work to pay the bills. I'll do this till I drop. 
It's become a part of me, like a social disease. 

SV : What was the first Blackout release? 

Bill : "Where The Wild Things Are" comp featur¬ 
ing Outburst, Raw Deal, Sheer Terror, Gorilla Bis¬ 
cuits, Life's Blood, NBSH, Uppercut and Maxi¬ 
mum Penalty. At the time all the straight edge stuff 
was getting big and although I didn't drink, I re¬ 
ally hated the elitist high school lunchroom, cool- 
guy thing that NYHC was starting to become. 
Sheer Terror, AF, Life's Blood, Rest In Pieces, Sick 
Of It All, Straight Ahead, Raw Deal, Krackdown 
were all my favorite bands. I really created Black¬ 
out! to be the anti-Revelation. Pick up the torch 
where labels like Ratcage and Big City dropped 
off. Blackout was started to give a voice to the 
"ugly and proud." 

SV : What's been the best-selling release? Worst¬ 
selling? Anything you wouldn't have put out, if 
you had it to do over again? Any records that you 
wish you'd put out on Blackout? That you may 
have passed on the chance to put out and later 
could kick yourself about? Favorite release(s)? 
Bill : The best selling is the first H20 album. I be¬ 
lieve it's around 150,000 copies worldwide. The 
worst selling is a Fur 7" that sold around 200 cop¬ 
ies. As far as doing stuff or reconsidering releases, 
I really do like all the records I put out. I probably 
should have released the Goops, Fur and Killer 
Kowalski (female fronted pop punk bands) on 
Engine and Deadguy "Work Ethic" and Sweet Die¬ 
sel on Blackout! But the Deadguy is being re-re¬ 
leased on Blackout! later this year. The only real 


regret I have is not having the money to license 
some of the old great HC stuff from In-Effect, like 
the Killing Time "Brightside" album. Lost and 
Found and Victory got together to do that one. I 
also wanted to do an Ensign/KYI spit that still 
might happen someday and a Swingin' Utters 
record, but they were on NRA and then went to 
Fat, so I didn't really have a chance of that. I also 
saw the Dropkick Murphys play in Boston years 
ago, opening for the Utters. I thought they were 
amazing. But being the low key guy that I am, I 
didn't step up at the time. Sometimes I feel like a 
cheeseball talking to bands I don't know. 

SV : Tell me about the whole situation with MCA 
Records. That didn't work out too well, did it? 
What other obstacles have you run into over the 
course of doing the label? 

Bill : Here's the whole story with the MCA thing. 
A friend of mine, who I worked with at Relativ¬ 
ity, got this A&R job for MCA. He was always a 
fan of the label and he considered me to be pretty 
good at "artist development" and "grass roots pro¬ 
motion" (as music biz jargon goes.) At the time 
Engine (our other imprint) was flying pretty high, 
we just had New Bomb Turks and Guided By 
Voices records that were doing well, and both 
bands were fanzine and music press darlings, 
thanks to my pals at Nasty Little Man. This was 
around the same time that the whole "indie rock" 
thing was getting big in that whole horrific wave 
of majors scooping up everything independent (or 
manufacturing their own fake ones) in the hope 
of getting the next Nirvana. To make a long story 
short, Engine Records got a what was called a 
"first look" deal with MCA. They got a chance to 
release or pass on anything on Engine that we 
signed. In return we got some overhead cash, and 
free office space. Blackout! was not really a part 
of the deal. 

(For all you dicks who will start ringing the 
SELL OUT bell- you can stick your opinion up 
your ass. I don't want to hear your adolescent ide¬ 
ology. I'll only accept criticism after you start a 
label with $3,000 you saved from a summer job 
and try to do it for 10 years. I'd bet you'd bail and 
get that job mommy wanted you to have at Mor¬ 
gan Stanley the first time things didn't go your 
way.) 

While that was happening, bands like Helmet 
and Biohazard were making lots of waves and 
commanding big bucks from major label deals. 
Sheer Terror, feeling a bit behind the curve, said 
to me: "We are tired of being poor. Sign us to MCA 
or we'll break up." I can't blame them at all, they 
influenced lots of the bands of that era and 
couldn't pay their rent from all the years of work. 
So I put them on the plate as well, against my bet¬ 
ter judgment. 

Why did I not think it was a good idea? From 
my dealings on the business side of things, ma¬ 
jors are not places where a band goes to find a 
happy home. You either pop out of the box with 
some type of hit, become a pop sensation or get 
dropped and pissed on. Bands who sign to ma¬ 
jors need a full business infrastructure of seasoned 
veterans before they sign. That means attorney, 
manager, booking agent etc. ST had none of that. 
They had ME as their only voice to the company, 
and although I can be a great many things, I have 
very limited juice in that world. 

After quite a few tapes and demos being passed 
on to the powers that be, MCA finally gave in and 
signed 'em. Lets just say it didn't work as expected 
for ST. It didn't work for lots of reasons. The first 
reason is that MCA had NO CLUE what do with 
a hardcore band. The only thing they had that 
sounded anywhere near similar was some bad 80's 
hair rock band. Fer chrissakes at the time Live and 
Meatloaf's "Bat Out Of Hell II" were their rock 
albums. Everyone who worked the record was like 
40 years old and wouldn't know punk if it slapped 
its balls on their nose, (except for the metal radio 
person, and their A&R guy, they were champs.) 
Lord knows we tried to enlighten them, but it was 






like trying to talk to your parents when you were 
twelve. No dice. They also overspent on stupid stuff 
and verbally promised WAY more than they deliv¬ 
ered. (Note to you kids planing on signing to a 
major: unless it's in writing, don't expect anything 
they promise.) 

In addition, MCA was going through some ma¬ 
jor corporate changes, the president of the company 
was fired, and the new regime dropped the ball on 
everything the old staff brought in. All the promo¬ 
tions heads were too busy trying to kiss ass and 
save their jobs than to do any work. In many ways, 
ST was the victim of corporate politics. 

Sheer Terror also helped to fight against Sheer 
Terror. The record "Love Songs for The Unloved" 
was produced by Tommy Victor. There were so 
many personality issues that affected the record¬ 
ing session. These culminated in Paul trying to 
break down his hotel room door in a drunken rage. 
And they didn't really bother writing the songs 
they needed either. There are some great songs like 
the title track and "Jimmy's High Life," and Paul's 
lyrics are always amazing, but there's filler on that 
album. It was all over the place and kind of unfo¬ 
cused. They also didn't deal with the company very 
well. While they were on Blackout! I would take 
the time to talk and explain stuff. Big labels expect 
it to work or go away. 

I also regret doing exclusive deals with certain 
distributors. At one point I didn't receive payment 
for any records sold for almost two years. The only 
thing that kept the label afloat was mail order, Japa¬ 
nese sales and the cash I got from things like the 
Goops song in the "Mallrats" movie and when 
Warner Bros, bought out their contract. 

My other huge fuckups were to trust a "friend" 
in the UK who "licensed" my stuff from me but 
never paid me a dime. He skipped town owing me 


a ton of money. Simultaneously, I went in on a dis¬ 
tribution company in the US called Ground Zero. 
When so-called partners backed out of the money 
they were supposed to invest, it was too far along, 
so I kept the fucking thing afloat with Blackout! 
money and it almost killed the label. But I did 
manage to pay almost everyone off, except for the 
label. It almost killed the label but we're still here 
going strong... and a bit smarter for all the pound¬ 
ing. 

SV : Any other Paul anecdotes you wish to share? 
Or other tour anecdotes from your time on the road 
with some of those bands? 

Bill : It seems that all anyone wants to talk about is 
the fights and brawls. So I won't do it. Although 
it's part of growing up in the scene, they are not 
moments anyone should be proud of. There was 
lots of crazy shit I've been in the middle of, but 
I've had thousands of more hours laughing my ass 
off and that's what I chose to remember. I'll tell 
you a very mild Killing Time story. I was up in 
Rochester with Uppercut and Killing Time. At the 
time Lars from UC/Judge/Alone In A Crowd was 
going to school up there. After the show we stayed 
at his dorm. He lived in a co-ed suite of 3 or four 
rooms. Some of us got pretty hammered, so we 
crashed in the living room. One of the members of 
UC started mutually flirting with one of the fe¬ 
male roomies. Nothing really happened and we 
went to sleep. Next morning we were all cranky 
and we noticed there were lots of feminist posters 
on the wall and to fuck with Lars, Anthony jok¬ 
ingly started in. "Hey sweetheart," he said in a 
heavy Queens accent. Wide-eyed and pissed off, 
the roommate turned around with a raised eye¬ 
brow, "YES?" "What's your major?" was the ques¬ 
tion. She replied with "Engineering." He re¬ 
sponded, "well, this place is filthy, why don't you 


engineer the vaccum cleaner around here." (Jaws 
drop, Lars cringes.) He continued "And another 
thing why don't you get into the kitchen and en¬ 
gineer me some eggs." The door slams. A few mo¬ 
ments later we were declared unwelcome and 
asked to leave. As we all got on the elevator, she 
screamed at us, "don't you want to be friends?" 
We all yelled "NO!" Except for the guy who was 
flirting with her the night before, who uttered in a 
little weak voice "I...do..." as the door shut. I think 
Lars got kicked out of the room the same day. There 
are more stories, plenty that make Tom Green's 
antics look like Mr. Rogers. But names need to be 
changed to protect the guilty (or humiliated). 

SV : Do bands still send you tapes, trying to get you 
to put out their records? Do they approach you at 
shows? For that matter, do you get out to shows 
that much anymore? 

Bill : I get tapes, but I've never signed a band from 
a demo. I've personally been acquainted with all 
the bands through mutual friends. Same thing with 
demos from shows. We always get around to lis¬ 
tening, but part of it is knowing the people and 
their work ethic, not just if it's a "sellable" music. I 
go to shows for the bands on the label, bands I like, 
if a friend from another label wants me to check 
out a band, but rarely go to a show for "A&R" pur¬ 
poses. Maybe twice a week. 

SV : How has the environment for indy labels, indy 
punk/hardcore labels in particular, changed over 
the years? Is the internet something that can help 
these types of labels? What kind of distribution 
works the best? 

Bill : When I started putting out records, there were 
like 5000 indie records released per year. Now there 
are like 5000 a month. The competition is incred¬ 
ible, but the shelf space in the store is still finite. 
You have to spend much more money to sell fewer 
















records. Unless 1 had senous money, 
I wouldn't do a label with any inten¬ 
tion but a hobby today. 

As far as the internet, I think it's 
great: E-mail lists are great at getting 
the word out inexpensively. People 
sign up at your site, and bam! they get 
info passed to them. The entire world 
of music is at somebody's fingertips. 
Macromedia Flash movies make it 
possible to make videos for any song 
and make em available to millions of 
potential fans. It's brilliant for a kid 
to go to a website, see a realvideo clip 
and be able to sample streaming mu¬ 
sic. (we'll have that on our site soon.) 
But then we get to the issue of pro¬ 
motion vs. piracy and Napster. But, 
again, with all that available space, 
there's even more competition for hits. 
So companies who can spend more on 
marketing get more traffic. 

I'm pretty exhausted about the 
Napster thing. I've downloaded stuff 
from Napster I already own to my 
MP3 player. I've sampled songs from 
bands I've heard of but never heard 
(and then went out and bought the 
CD if I liked it.) But people abuse the 
shit out of anything free. Burn CD's, 
etc... But the controversy is not over 
because they shut it down. [Not yet!- 
Al] Things like Gnutella is a type of 
de-centralized file sharing software 
that people use for MP3 exchange and 
nobody can track it. But for now, 
people still like the packaging they get 
with a "real" CD. But as kids who are 
growing up with this software get into 
college... where will it go? Maybe 
ISP's will be charged a monthly fee for 
MP3 downloads and pass that service 
charge albng to their customers. Or 
they might figure out a way for mu¬ 
sic to be paid for by advertising. 

As I put food in my stomach from 
selling music, I think there will be a 
way to give the people free music, but 
still compensate the owners of the 
[• masters, the people who pay to put 
the band oh tour, and the people who 
create t|he soundtrack for their lives. 
Blackotot! sells MP3 downloads at 
emusMcom, who allows anyone full 
access to their servers for $19.00 a 
month. I would hope someone would 
pay for that rather than steal full al¬ 
bums. In years to come, and digital 
I downloads tal^e over from traditional 
retail, labels might not sell music, but 
function more like marketing and 
management entities. Getting a per¬ 


centage ot total band mcome m ex¬ 
change for spending money on pro¬ 
motions. 

To answer your distribution ques¬ 
tion, I've settled into a situation I find 
pretty good. I have one main dis¬ 
tributor (a mid size company) that 
does lots of chain business. In addi¬ 
tion to chain stores and one stops, we 
made an agreement for them to sell 
to punk distros at a reduced price 
and take a smaller cut. So now I get 
my records in all the big chains, most 
mom and pops and all the online re¬ 
tailers from CDNow to 
Interpunk.com This is the first time 
in the 11 years of doing the label I'm 
happy with distribution. 

SV : Is this your full-time job, at this 
point, or do you have something else 
to help you to survive? 

Bill : This has been it for the last 5 
years. Before that I worked at 
Caroline, Relativity and Earache. I 
also road managed Shudder To 
Think on Lollapalooza in 94, and the 
Goops on the Rancid tour they did 
later that year. I survive because I 
have a VERY modest lifestyle. I rent 
an apartment, I can eat, I split the use 
of a car with my roommate. But there 
are still times when things don't flow 
as nicely as you'd like and it's off to 
Ramen land for a few weeks. It gets 
tedious and I second guess myself at 
those times. If I had a wife or a child 
there's no way I could do this. The 
upside is I've been across the US 
many times, seen most of Europe, 
will be going to Japan (on tour), had 
some amazing experiences and have 
always dqne EXACTLY as I pleased. 
Most people are old and gray before 
they get in a mqtor home and see the 
world. | : . . \ * 

SV : Any othe* interests besides the 
label? What do you like to do in your 
spare time (assuming there IS any 
spare time)? 

Bill : I used tb; be h complete freak 
workaholic. Go crazy and do it all 
myself. Now I have a few people who 
work here and can actually spend 
some free time doing other stuff. As 
my "professional" life is music and 
going to <Sfibs and bars, my spare 
time is spent reading, doing 
outdoorsy stuff, hanging with 
friends. Regular guy stuff (except I 
can't watch professional sports on 
TV. It's boring.) Funny thing is, my 
Walkman is always attached to my 


hip and wherever I am I write down 
ideas. I can't get it out of my blood. 
SV : I remember talking to you at the 
Rat some years back, about the time 
H20 left Blackout for Epitaph and you 
weren't too happy about that. Is there 
still any bitterness or bad feelings on 
your part? 

Bill : H20 and I had some differences. 
When people work together it's not 
always shits and giggles. Due to some 
financial difficulties, I had their 
record out of stock for a month or two 
when they were going on tour back 
in 1996, right when they signed to 
Epitaph. Other people were telling 
them about how I was doing keep¬ 
ing it out of print as retribution for 
the Epitaph. I had to explain that I ran 
into some problems, and likened it to 
if the bancj got all their equipment 
stolen, it would take some time to be 
ready to play shows again. We solved 
our problems. I had some lingering 
bitterness, but not at H20,1 had some 
issues with the way Brett handled his 
personal dealings with me, but he 
was going through some difficult 
times, so I'm over it. In retrospect, I 
think it was good for H20 to do that. 
I really didn't have the resources to 
accommodate the band's needs at the 
time. If they stayed I would have had 
to drop everything else to focus on 
them, and that wouldn't be fair to 
anyone else, and they still wouldn't 
have had that kind of promotion 
machine behind them. It was good 
business for them and as an adult I 
need to accept it. So I have. I hope 
they are incredibly successful with 
everything they do. 

SV : Any future plans for the label? 
Bill : We're kicking back in to high 
gear this year. We have a few more 
re-releases scheduled for this year— 
Outburst, Uppercut, Breakdown, 
"Where The Wild Things Are," 
Deadguy. We've got a few new bands 
up our sleeve. Plus we're re-launch¬ 
ing Engine and even (gasp) an urban 
electronic label, run primarily by my 
partner Alex, who also owns a record¬ 
ing studio in NJ. But neither of these 
are connected in any creative way to 


Blackout! We'll just be using the same 
distribution. 

SV : You mentioned having certain 
bands on Engine and certain bands on 
Blackout. Why create separate enti¬ 
ties? Can't a label have a wide vari¬ 
ety of bands? 

Bill : In theory, I should be able to put 
out whatever I want on Blackout! But 
most small labels that grow have a 
certain sound or general kind of mu¬ 
sic. Sub Pop, Epitaph, Fat, Dischord, 
Matador all have a distinct sound/ 
style. A kid that knows the legacy of 
HC on Blackout! might not care about 
the indie rock type record I release on 
engine. I think people expect Black¬ 
out to be hardcore punk. So I'm keep¬ 
ing it pure. If I wanna do something a 
bit more diverse, I can put another im¬ 
print on it. But does the fact that I'm 
putting out other kinds of records 
means I don't love HC or not true to 
my roots? No. Not at all. My whole 
beef with punk and HC now is that it 
has to fit a certain mold. At this point 
in my life I cherish the friends I made 
(and still) make in the HC scene. But 
as a three dimesional person, I like lis¬ 
tening to other stuff and, if I feel I like 
it enough, I want to put it out... 

SV : Anything I missed? 

Bill : This may seem like pandering, 
but I'd really like to thank everyone 
in Boston for how supportive they've 
been of the label. Aside from you. 
Wrecking Crew, Eye For An Eye, the 
Slapshot crew (especially Pat and 
Hank), Jon Regan and Margot from 
the Middle East always made it seem 
like a second home. Sweet Pete from 
In My Eyes was a huge help to the 
label (and we still owe him big time). 
And many thanks all the kids who 
supported Sheer Terror, Uppercut, 
Killing Time, H20 and now KYI and 
Awkward Thought... I really appreci¬ 
ate it. 
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At its best, music is an intensely personal medium. 
Something that has the capability to touch your very 
being. A soundtrack that conjures up specific events or 
periods of your life, eternally intertwined with those 
happenings. Such is the case with the Clash. I hear these 
recordings from around 20 years ago and I’m taken 
back to my late high school and college years. Not a 
period of time I have a lot of fond memories of, except 
for meeting the woman who is now my wife and being 
permanently affected by the power and freshness of 
the initial blitz of UK and US punk rock. Hit me right 
between the ears. So as I listen to this set of reissues of 
the Clash’s albums, plus the peripheral compilations 
and anthologies, it’s difficult not to think about where 
I was when I first heard these songs. Those memories 
are certainly going to influence my perceptions, but it 
doesn’t mean that I give a blanket commendation to 
everything the band recorded. Far from it... later works 
by the band were particularly problematic and haphaz¬ 
ard. Intriguing, for sure, as the Clash moved away from 
their anthemic punk origins into wider-ranging terri¬ 
tory that embraced reggae, dub, R&B, rockabilly, funk, 
rap and classic American rock ‘n roll. But also frustrat¬ 
ing, especially for the scattershot Sandinista or Com¬ 
bat Rock. It’s also telling that the band’s post-Mick 
Jones album, Cut The Crap, isn’t part of the reissue 
series and noticeably absent from the various discog¬ 
raphies. In that album’s case, though, perhaps some 
things are better left unspoken or unmentioned. 

To get to the details, all of these recordings have 
been remastered and most given improved artwork and 
packaging, although they didn’t include the lyrics with 
the US version of the first album (those were included 


with the LP version when it first came out). I didn’t 
bother comparing the old CD versions with the new 
ones, but these do sound excellent. Bright and vibrant 
and bringing out the instruments and vocals in bold 
relief. So many CD transfers sound sterile and flat and 
it’s apparent that care was taken with this project. Both 
the UK and US versions of the first album are now avail¬ 
able and I’ve always been more enamored of the former, 
partially for personal reasons that you’ll see below, but 
it also because it flows better as one piece of work. The 
3 CD box set. Clash On Broadway is now packaged 
in a 5 x 5 box, including the booklet. Super Black 
Market Clash originally came out in ‘93 and remains 
the same, a wrap-up of odds and ends. The Story Of 
The Clash is a quasi “greatest hits” spread over 2 CD’s. 
The Singles, a UK release from ‘91, provides a quick 
‘n easy overview and offers a chronological view of 
the band’s continuing artistic experimentation. 

Simultaneous to listening to the albums. I’ve also 
been reading Marcus Gray’s biography of the Clash, 
Last Gang In Town (Owl Books, 1995), an in-depth 
detailing of the band’s roots and history and it gives a 
candid appraisal of the band’s work and so-called myths 
surrounding them. It provides insight and interesting 
background information behind these recordings. Some 
of the background information for this article comes 
from that book. 

So what’s the deal with this band? Were they a revo¬ 
lutionary force? “The Only Band That Mattered,” as 
they were tagged? Or did they sell themselves out, as 
others have accused? (anyone remember “Rotten To 
The Core” by Rudimentary Peni, “Where Are They 
Now?” by Cock Sparrer or “Joe, Where Are You Now” 


by Angelic Upstarts?) Was it all smoke and mirrors, a 
pose? The Clash certainly brought social commentary 
to their music, dealing with political and class issues. 
Sarcastic, ironic and also earnest... the shadings became 
subtler with time and they could approach it from a 
personal, observational viewpoint, as with a homeless 
person on “Broadway” from Sandinista, or a broader 
world view, such as “Washington Bullets” on the same 
album. Run-ins with record companies (“Complete 
Control”), feeling out-of-place at a reggae concert 
(“White Man In Hammersmith Palais”) or on holiday 
in Jamaica (“Safe European Home”), even ruminations 
about Montgomery Clift (“The Right Profile”) or 
condoms (“Protex Blue”)—these were all fodder in the 
Clash’s universe. A soapbox to broadcast these decla¬ 
rations and observations. Maybe they didn’t start a ra¬ 
dio station or open a club, as they had hoped to do, 
maybe there was a certain irony about them recording 
for a large label (as there is for Rage Against The Ma¬ 
chine), but the Clash did maintain a certain populist 
ethic, from keeping record prices low to playing gen¬ 
eral admission shows to having opening acts that came 
from different genres, such as Bo Diddley or Lee Dorsey 
or Grandmaster Flash. The Clash’s music didn’t topple 
governments and they eventually attracted a main¬ 
stream, weekend warrior audience as their popularity 
grew, but they did constantly explore new territory and 
left behind a solid, if flawed, musical legacy. And it 
still means something to me, baggage and all, and I 
continue to make the effort to sift through the debris to 
find the treasure. 


Fall 1977—Paul Greenberg had a radio show on 
Salem State College’s WMWM and his program was 
my entry into punk rock. Dead Boys, Damned, Sex Pis¬ 
tols, Saints, The Jam... I taped songs by these bands 
week after week. A live version of “ London’s Burn¬ 
ing” by the Clash found its way onto one of these tapes. 
I specifically remember a dream with that song bang¬ 
ing in my head as the soundtrack. Clash, huh? A few 
months later, I’m going through the “C” bin at the 
Musicland Store in the Northshore Shopping Center 
and was completely surprised to come across an im¬ 
port copy of their first, self-titled album. After convinc¬ 
ing my mom to front me the $5.99 tariff for the record, 
l was the proud owner of what remains a cornerstone 
of my collection. 


The Clash was originally released in the UK in 1977 
and sold over 100,000 import copies until its US issue 
in 1979, with a reworked track lineup. I mentioned my 
prejudice for the import version and that’s largely due 
to the anecdote directly above—the first import punk 
album I owned and there remains an urgency and a pu¬ 
rity about it from the opening volley. The “boom-biddy- 
boom” drumbeat, the jabbing guitar, Joe strummer 
chanting in that gruff bark about it being a “Janie Jones 
world.” Had no idea what the hell it was about, but it 
sounded convincing. Taut energy, memorable songs that 
stuck in the head and, even in this rudimentary form 
(compared to later work), possessing a sharp lyrical 
eye and skillful execution. One classic after another— 
’’White Riot,” the defiant “Hate and War,” the finger¬ 
pointing “I’m So Bored With The USA,” “Career Op¬ 
portunities” and their first-released rock-reggae attempt, 
“Police & Thieves,” a Junior Murvin cover. There’s not 
one bad song. Four songs are left off the US version— 
’’Deny,” “Cheat,” “Protex Blue” and “48 Hours” and 
weren’t available for years on CD in the US, except on 
the box set. Each has a memorable hook, from the end¬ 
less repetition of the “what a liar” line on “Deny” to 
Joe’s ”1 get violent when I’m fucked up” opening salvo 
for “Cheat.” Both versions are wrapped up with the 
wistful “Garageland,” incorporating Dylan-toot har¬ 
monica and, as usual, a knockout chorus. Not all the 
members of the Clash were proletarian, working class 
youth, but they created a convincing image of such on 
this album, a shout from the streets, so to speak. Armed 
with guitars, bass and drums and the counterpoint of 
Strummer’s rough-hewn vocals and Mick Jones’ higher- 
timbred emanations and the yin/yang of their guitar 
lines. 

I’ve always thought this album should start with 
“Janie Jones,” but the US version placed it on the start 







of side two of the vinyl version (track 9, here). It’s a 
great collection of songs, but the running order isn’t 
quite as letter perfect. Included are the singles “Clash 
City Rockers” (the new leadoff track), “Complete Con¬ 
trol,” “White Man In Hammersmith Palais,” “I Fought 
The Law” (released in the UK on the “Cost Of Living 
EP” in ‘79) and b-side “Jail Guitar Doors.” These songs 
gave early indication of musical growth, with “Rock¬ 
ers” and “Control” both roaring out of the starting gate 
and then throwing in change-ups and tempo shifts. The 
bells on “Clash City Rockers” are a cool touch, for in¬ 
stance. “I Fought The Law” is a blistering take on the 
Bobby Fuller Four hit from the mid-60s, “White Man” 
another punk/reggae hybrid in the vein of “Police and 
Thieves.” You really need to own both versions of the 
album, I guess; if I was running the record company, I 
would’ve combined them, having it run through die UK 
order, then put the single tracks on after “Garageland.” 
But that’s why I’m writing about them instead of mak¬ 
ing those decisions; never had much of a head or stom¬ 
ach for the music biz. 


February 16, 1979—Clash at the Harvard Square 
Theater. Their first local appearance. It was an event. 
The show had sold out within a day after tickets went 
on sale in January and I was fortunate enough to snag 
one. Just one... didn’t know anyone in my BU dorm 
who’d be interested in going and I wasn’t really a part 
of the Boston punk crowd at that point, which tended 
to be older and more aloof. So I went solo. No regrets... 
still the best show I’ve ever seen in my life. Seriously. I 
remember how loud it was and how great it felt to be 
singing along to songs that meant something to me. 
This tour followed the late 1978 release of their sec¬ 
ond album, “Give ‘Em Enough Rope!’ 


Apparently, the Clash and some writers don’t con¬ 
sider the second album, Give ‘Em Enough Rope, to 
be one of their better achievements. Produced by Sandy 
Pearlman, who had worked mainly with Blue Oyster 
Cult, as well as the Dictators, and that resulted in a 
more bombastic-sounding Clash. That’s not a liability, 



in my opinion. This isn’t a “metal” record by any stretch, 
but certainly a powerful, fired-up longplayer. There are 
some enduring, thundering compositions to be found, 
from the opening blast of “Safe European Home” to 
“Tommy Gun’”s rifle-volley drumming and charging 
arrangement to the “Can’t Explain” nick of “Guns On 
The Roof.” Mick Jones’ “Stay Free” showcases a pre- 
viously-unheard sentimentality, without getting too 
maudlin, although it’s not one of my favorite tracks 
here. Neither is “Julie’s Been Working For The Drug 
Squad,” with the rinky-dink piano and jaunty instru¬ 
mentation; but I’ve grown to like it more over the years 
and the humor-laced lyrics about a drug sting make 
their point in a sadly ironic fashion. Sure, “All The 
Young Punks” owes more than a little debt to a simi¬ 
larly-titled song made famous by Mott The Hoople (as 
Marcus Gray points out), but there’s already evidence 
of increasing sophistication in the song structures, with¬ 
out diluting the effect. Same for “Last Gang In Town,” 
dealing with factional violence. Topper Headon had 
joined the band after the first album (he also appears 
on the single tracks on the US version) and his 
herculean, versatile drumming complements the sear¬ 
ing guitar arsenal. The Clash didn’t repeat themselves, 
here, a pattern they would follow for their entire career 
and it paved the way for the groundbreaking London 
Calling, where they evolved from their origins as rag¬ 
tag punks into a band for the ages. 


Fall 1979—1 bump into an acquaintance in Kenmore 
Square and we start talking about the Clash. He in¬ 
forms me that they’re recording and it’s rumored to be 



a reggae album. I wonder what would possess them to 
do that... When “London Calling” was released in the 
US in early 1980, it wasn’t the alleged reggae album, 
although that was certainly a growing part of the band’s 
muse. It was a lot more than that and the passage of 
time continues to reveal the giant stylistic leap this band 
took. 


London Calling has become a romanticized work 
over the years, hailed as a masterpiece, the best album 
of the 80s, according to Rolling Stone , etc... I don’t 
know if I’d go that far, but it’s definitely a superb al¬ 
bum. If the Clash pissed off the punk purists by refus¬ 
ing to be boxed into what was expected, it signaled 
their emergence as a more-rounded unit. A wide-open 
synthesis of punk, rockabilly, pop, balladry and the pre¬ 
advertised reggae. The b-side of the “London Calling” 
single, “Armagideon Time” (not here, but available on 
the box set and The Story Of The Clash) gave a har¬ 
binger of their immersion into pure Jamaican roots 
music, moving beyond the punk/reggae hybrid, and it’s 
followed through with “Revolution Rock.” That track 
is one of their finest reggae moments, with the banter 
about Jamaican mobsters and great use of horns. It’s 
the real stuff, although Joe Strummer will never be 
mistaken for a toaster. But he makes the most of his 
unique vocal tools. Keyboardist Micky Gallagher of 
the Blockheads had come on board as a de-facto fifth 
member and his contributions work, especially the 
subtle organ shadings for “Clampdown” or tasty piano 



on “Lover’s Rock.” 


It’s a rich album, whimsical and topical, certainly 
sounding an alarm, as with the doomsday-tinged title 
track, but it’s still done with their own personalized 
process. “London Calling” makes a jarring leadoff, with 
rhythm guitar jabs given a counterpoint by the bass¬ 
lines and the martial drumming holding it together. 
“Brand New Cadillac” is a piss ‘n vinegar roots rock 
tribute. Paul Simonon’s vocal bow, “Guns Of Brixton,” 
provides tensile reggae/rock. “Clampdown” remains a 
stirring anthem, not as staccato as earlier calls-to-arms, 
but the critique of power-mongering and how people 
fall into those trappings are dead-on. Mick Jones con¬ 
tinues to be the sensitive voice, with “Lost In The Su¬ 
permarket,” a plaint about finding ones place in the 
world. “Death Or Glory” has so many outstanding at¬ 
tributes—an unforgettable snippet, “He who fucks nuns 
will later join the church’,’ Strummer’s bird cackle on 
the bridge (also used to a good effect on “London Call¬ 
ing”), an inescapable chorus hook and a stirring blend 
of electric and acoustic guitars. It could almost be a 
companion piece to “Clampdown,” as that tagline im¬ 
plies that those who act rebellious at one point of their 
lives might eventually give in and live a life of quiet 
complaceny; A perfect transitional piece, maintaining 
the rebel rocker trappings and taking it to another level. 

Even if I’m not entranced with every song, here— 
“Supermarket” has never been a favorite and the rumi¬ 
nation on Montgomery Clift for “The Right Profile” is 
a bit too much novelty—even the slightly sub-par tracks 
have their own little hook and I seldom skip over them; 
there’s definitely something there to lift it above dross. 
Originally released as a double LP, with “Train In Vain” 
(a Mick Jones pop composition) tacked on the end, 
originally uncredited because it was added after the 
cover and labels were being printed. This bit of 
danceable pop fluff is the comedown after the meatier 
contents, certainly part of the package, but still almost 
an afterthought. 

London Calling isn’t a punk album. I don’t know 
what you’d call it, except a great Clash longplayer. I 
can’t recall another album that sounded quite like it. 
Rancid’s catalog included, although they certainly used 












it as a starting point. 


Summer 1980—a late Saturday afternoon, WMBR’s 
“Demimonde” show on in the car ; as I drive up Bea¬ 
con Street in Brookline to pick up Ellen from work. The 
new Clash single, “Bankrobber',’ comes on the radio 
and Tm perplexed. Not sure what to think. Slower- 
tempo reggae dominated by piano. What’s up with this 
band? Of course, as / listen to the song now, it’s a de¬ 
light... what confuses at 20 can make sense at 40. The 
opposite can also be the case and is, but we won t go 
into that here... 

December 1980 — George, my next door neighbor 
in my dorm, buys an import copy of the new 3-LP 
“Sandinista.” We spend two nights listening to this un¬ 
wieldy opus and drinking beer. First impressions (at 
least for me) aren’t great; there isn’t anything that 
sounds like the Clash’s previous work until they get to 
“Somebody Got Murdered" on side 2. The preview 
single, “The Call-Up” hadn’t made a good impres¬ 
sion—although I’ll grow to like it. I’ll grow to like 
“Sandinista” more, as well, but with some strong res¬ 
ervations. 


3 LP’s, 36 songs. Sandinista remains an cumber¬ 
some effort to wade through. As one would expect, it’s 
wildly uneven and has quite a bit of filler. Not a Clash 
album I listen to all that often. But I wouldn’t ever get 
rid of it because, once again, it takes me back to a point 
in time and there are quite a few worthwhile songs. 
Maybe enough to fill two LP’s (or a single CD) if I 
were overly generous. Recorded in a number of stu¬ 
dios in England, Jamaica and NYC and using a lot more 
outside help than in the past. Reggae artist Mikey Dread 
gives his stamp, with various dubs and his nasally toast¬ 
ing style. The Blockheads’ Norman Watt-Roy was 
brought in to play bass for some songs while Simonon 
was doing a film. Their pal Timon Dogg brings his 
fiddle and contributes vocals to the punk hoedown 
“Lose This Skin,” which is one of the only redeeming 
songs from the last third of the album. 

What’s good? The best song is a cover, the Equals’ 
“Police On My Back,” given a siren-peal burst of life 
in this revved-up arrangement. That opens the best se¬ 
quence of “Sandinista” (originally side 4 of the album 
package; the start of disc 2, here) flowing into “Mid¬ 
night Log’”s rockabilly, a dubby “The Equaliser,” then 
a trio of potent message songs—the chiming reggae 
tinge of “The Call-Up,” dealing with the reinstitution 
of draft registration in the USA, the marimba-soaked 
joy of “Washington Bullets,” a manifesto on corrupt 
foreign policy and the after-hours, haunting feel of 
“Broadway,” which does sound like NYC just before 
the dawn. 

There ain’t a lot more on that second disc that mer¬ 
its mention, besides “Lose This Skin.” “Charlie Don’t 
Surf’ is a quiet, bubbling rumination on Vietnam, in¬ 
fluenced by “Apocalypse Now” and the melodic echo 
of “The Street Parade,” but the rest is largely forget¬ 
table—a kiddie version of “Career Opportunities,” dubs, 
backwards tape manipulations, weak funk (“Version 
City”) and unremarkable skiffle (“Junkie Slip”). 

Working back to the first disc, the funk is brought 
on at the outset. The New York angle figures promi¬ 
nently, as the Clash became drawn into the burgeoning 
early 80s hip-hop scene. Opening track “Magnificent 
Seven” is a riff on that style, intended as a tribute to the 
Sugarhill Gang. “Ivan Meets GI Joe,” with Topper 
Headon’s vocal debut, is a cold war/dancefloor fable. 
But these aren’t great Clash songs, although they cer¬ 
tainly try something new. I’m also not that fond of the 
Motown-tribute, “Hitsville UK,” a duet with Jones and 
his then-girlfriend Ellen Foley. She had previously 
worked with Meat Loaf, which is nothing to brag about 
and this is just a bouncy trifle, albeit a smartly sarcas¬ 
tic slap at the music industry. The calypso “Let’s Go 
Crazy” is just annoying. Other songs create an ambiva¬ 
lent impression. A waltz? (“Rebel Waltz”). A ballad 
about British history and how class stratification re¬ 
mains? (“Something About England”). A gospel piss- 
take? (“The Sounds Of The Sinners”) The last two songs 
provide something to grab onto, with the former fea¬ 
turing a gripping vocal performance from Strummer 
and the latter some clever lyrical snippets, such as “af¬ 



ter all this time, to believe in Jesus; after all those drugs, 
1 thought 1 was him’.’ Far better are the previously-men¬ 
tioned “Murdered,” the melodic pleasure of “Up In 
Heaven” and the enjoyable reggae of “One More Time” 
and “Junco Partner.” 

A crazy ride it is, the Clash without restraint and 
reportedly with a fair amount of improvisation. And 
drugs. A tremendous amount of self-indulgence. And, 
showing my bias, it’s fair to say I wouldn’t have paid 
attention if it wasn’t the Clash. 


1982—no real anecdotes this time. As hardcore 
reared its head and I got rejuvenated by its rawness 
and pulled in, the Clash figured less in the picture. I 
continued to listen to their older albums, but didn’t even 
rush to get “Combat Rock” until a good month after 
its release. Their summer *82 show at the Cape Cod 
Coliseum was decent, but certainly not on the level of 
what I’d seen 3 years before. It was the end of the origi¬ 
nal lineup, as Mick Jones would exit soon after. 


Only one LP/CD this time. Combat Rock was the 
last album with the Jones/Strummer tandem (Topper 
Headon left after the album was recorded and was re¬ 
placed with Terry Chimes for the subsequent tour). This 
was their mainstream breakthrough, as “Rock The 
Casbah” became an unexpected hit after an MTV push 
and “Should I Stay Or Should I Go” was also success¬ 
ful. The former was a jaunty ditty about Middle East 
oppression and the latter the most simple, straightfor¬ 
ward pop/rock tune the Clash had done in some time. 
Since Jones sang it, some wondered if it had been a 
message to the band. The irony about the album’s suc¬ 
cess is it’s hardly accessible, overall. “Combat Rock” 
is as diffuse as “Sandinista” and equally as frustrating. 
A tapestry of rock, reggae and increasing hip-hop and 
funk influences filtered through their worldview. Allen 


Ginsberg contributes poetry to “Ghetto Defendant” (to 
no great enhancement). The concluding acoustic/piano/ 
synth-string frolic, “Death Is A Star,” is hardly a punc¬ 
tuation point to their career. 

The first half fares better, with the Hava Nagila-rock- 
chant “Know Your Rights,” “Car Jamming” harkening 
back to the “London Calling” album a bit, the two hits, 
the serviceable reggae of “Red Angel Dragnet,” quot¬ 
ing from “Taxi Driver” and the album’s pearl, “Straight 
To Hell.” Another trip back to Vietnam and a gentle, 
scintillating mesh of rhythm and eastern guitar signa¬ 
ture... a beautiful achievement and their last classic 
song. That track basically rescues “Combat Rock” from 
complete mediocrity, but they should have probably 
made it an EP, because it quickly goes downhill. 


The remaining four collections either attempt to pull 
together rarities, b-sides and unreleased material and/ 
or attempt to synopsize the band’s work. If funds al¬ 
low, Clash On Broadway is the best of the lot, if it’s 
an overview you desire. A 3 CD collection, with a lyric 
book and another booklet offering an oral history of 
the songs, photos, release info and essays about the 
band, including one by Lester Bangs. The rarities in¬ 
clude original demos of “Janie Jones” and “Career Op¬ 
portunities,” live versions of “English Civil War” and 
“I Fought The Law” and a few outtakes. “One Emo¬ 
tion,” from the “Give ‘Em Enough Rope Sessions,” is 
an adequate, if unexceptional rocker that was recorded 
without Sandy Pearlman. Less-memorable are the R&B 
ballad “Every Little Bit Hurts,” from the “Sandinista” 
sessions and the post-“Sandinista” “Midnight To 
Stevens.” The better songs from each album are cherry- 
picked and the running order is spiced up with such 
crucial singles and b-sides as “Armagideon Time,” 
“Bankrobber,” “Pressure Drop” (a punky version of the 
Toots & The Maytalls song) and “Capital Radio.” This 
is the most-complete anthology, balancing the well- 
known with the obscure. 

The Story Of The Clash Volume 1 spreads a quasi 
“best of’ across two discs, without any sort of order or 
sense of chronology. The only real rarity is the version 
of “Capital Radio” that is preceded by an interview— 
this interview was originally released on the “Capital 
Radio” flexi and accompanied by the instrumental “Lis¬ 
ten” (which isn’t here, but on “Super Black Market 
Clash” without the interview. Confused yet?). An as¬ 
sortment of album and single tracks, with a heavy em¬ 
phasis towards the earlier material. Only seven of the 
songs come from after “London Calling.” Not much 
hard information in the booklet; instead, there’s a remi¬ 
niscence, in the form of a letter, by one Albert Tran¬ 
som, the band’s alleged valet. Strummer was the actual 
author and it’s humorous, although rambling. Not a lot 
of rhyme or reason to this one. 

With The Singles, it’s exactly as advertised, done 
chronologically from “White Riot” through “Should I 
Stay Or Should I Go.” The last half isn’t as enticing, 
including “Hitsville UK,” the funkster “This Is Radio 
Clash” and the less-than-savory “Magnificent Seven.” 
The earlier “Clash City Rockers,” “I Fought The Law” 
and “Tommy Gun” are first-rate rockers, of course. In¬ 
cludes lyrics. For dabblers. 

Finally, Super Black Market Clash, originally re¬ 
leased in 1993, is an expanded version of 1980’s “Black 
Market Clash,” stretched out to 21 songs, with some 
substitutions and, while it peters out about 2/3 of the 
way through (later-material syndrome, again), it does 
pull together obscurities in one package. Not that you'd 
want to necessarily hear some of this stuff. “Capital 
Radio One” isn’t here, showing up, instead, on the 
box set and “Story” CD’s, but “Capital Radio Two,” 
from the “Cost Of Living” EP is included. “1977,” “City 
Of The Dead” and “The Prisoner” were all feisty b- 
sides. The dub versions of “Armagideon Time,” titled 
“Justice Tonight/Kick It Over” and the “Robber Dub,” 
in lieu of “Bankrobber,” aren’t as satisfying as the origi¬ 
nal versions. Remixes of “Rock The Casbah,” “The Call 
Up” and “Radio Clash,” all under different titles, are 
just filler. The original 9 track “Black Market Clash” 
remains the stronger collection and should be sought 
out on vinyl. That includes the original versions of 
“Bankrobber” (with the dub portion added on) and 
“Armagideon Time.” For the completist. 
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JANUARY-FEBRUARY 2000 

Happy new millennium... or if you’re 
one of those types who claim it doesn’t 
start until 2001, only 12 more months to 
party like it’s, uh, 2000. January didn’t 
have a lot of party in’ for this writer... or, 
to be more specific, much show-going and 
the one gig I made it to was 3000 miles 
away in San Francisco. Ellen and I made 
our first sojourn out to the Bay Area since 
1992 and I was greatly disappointed by 
the fact that Talk Is Poison were playing 
two days after we were going home. Fig¬ 
ures, right? Well, a fine vacation, other¬ 
wise. As for the show, it was at Mission 
Records, a DIY record store with a small 
gig space in the back. Three bands, each 
doing something a little different. Scurvy 
Dogs are part of what they’re calling the 
Pirate Punk scene and I have no idea how 
that started. Or what it means, exactly. 
Beyond the “shiver me timbers” and 
“ARRRR” heckling, the band played a 
convincing ‘82-era hardcore sound, draw¬ 
ing from Negative Approach and Poison 
Idea. Shiva followed with a brief set 
heavily steeped in “Souls At Zero”-era 
Neurosis, only with briefer compositions. 
When I saw the keyboards and tape deck, 
I feared the worst, but there was a lot of 
energy. Intense and dramatic. Like Flies 
On Flesh, on the other hand, were 15 
minutes into their first song, an endless 
techno-metal composition with a myriad 
of time changes and instrumental flash, 
but it was boring. So we called it a day. 
Despite the fact that the store smelled a 
bit like puke and a guy passed out in the 
bathroom with a needle in his arm, this is 
the kind of place Boston could use—a gig 
space for smaller-scale shows, accompa¬ 
nied by a store and with a hangout-type 
ambiance. 

Into February, the month that makes 
us shiver, to quote Don McLean’s (NOT 
Madonna’s) “American Pie,” although 
January did a good job of making every¬ 
one shiver, eh? A diverse mix of bands at 
Karma, with Murphy’s Law joined by 
The Unseen, Forced Reality, Pinkerton 
Thugs and Toe To Toe. You have to hand 
it to Jimmy Gestapo. He’s still one funny 
guy, able to come up with offhanded one- 
liners and remain an unrepentant wise-ass. 
And the current incarnation of Murphy’s 
Law are tight and dish out a catchy, hard- 
rockin’ punk rock concoction. Toe To Toe, 
from Australia, started this afternoon/ 
evening’s entertainment with a thrashy 
NY-style hardcore blast. Opening band 
syndrome, as they didn’t get much of a 
response, but it was a hammering set. It 
was another revamped lineup for the 
Thugs (and, as it turned out, a short-lived 
one), with James and Paul joined by 
James, ex-Ducky Boys/now Dropkicks on 
guitar and Jeff from the Vigilantes on 
drums. First time I’ve ever seen them do 
a set without at least some involvement 
from Micah. Unfortunately, it got cut short 
when the bass-drum broke, but Paul pulled 
off an impromptu version of the Clash’s 
“Straight To Hell” that worked surpris¬ 
ingly well. The rarely-played “Another 
Story” was another treat. Enjoyable, if a 
bit shaky at times; the Thugs have been 
sidetracked by shifting personnel and it’s 
a shame because they’ve got a solid arse¬ 
nal of material, [since this review, they’ve 
called it quits] Forced Reality made their 
First Boston appearance in almost a de¬ 
cade and I found it a bit underwhelming. 
Straight-forward, sporadically-catchy 
street punk. I’m glad that vocalist Pete 


Morcey renounced his white power be¬ 
liefs some years back (in a letter to MRR), 
but I’d still like to know what “US For 
Us” is about, exactly. And why not do 
another Sham song besides “If The Kids 
Are United,” nice sentiments aside, since 
many other bands have already covered 
it. The Unseen were also cut short due to 
the dreaded bass-drum problem, again. 
Not bad, but not one of their more memo¬ 
rable showings, either, and emphasizing 
newer material. As simple as it is, the 
“fuck you” rejoinder for “Are We Dead 
Yet” brings a childish grin. Five bands and 
none of them exactly alike, either musi¬ 
cally or philosophically, for that matter. 
Even if I don’t like every band, a little 
diversity never hurt anyone. It’s all punk 
rock, anyway. 


The line was long at the same 
club for Cock Sparrer’s first appearance 
in Boston in many years... they said they 
were here in the late 70s, probably before 
a sizeable percentage of the audience were 
even bom. A pricy show, due no doubt to 
the band’s large performance fee (in the 
interest of disclosure, yes, I got in free 
and I might have been dismayed at plunk¬ 
ing down $18), but no one seemed disap¬ 
pointed. This is a band that transcends the 
street-punk or oi label. Their history, in 
fact, pre-dates the ‘77 era and is rooted 
solidly in straight-ahead rock ‘n roll, fused 
with a chiming, mellifluent punk sound. 
One classic after another, starting with 
“Riot Squad” and continuing through 
“Argy Bargy,” “Take Them All,” “Because 
You’re Young,” “Runnin’ Riot” and “En¬ 
gland Belongs To Me,” one of the encore 
songs. “A.U.,” a newer song from “Two 
Monkeys,” shows that the songwriting 
ability hasn’t diminished. Played with the 
skill of seasoned veterans and crisply ex¬ 
ecuted. This was a blast. Reducers SF 


weren’t any slouches, either, with a 
chuggy, catchy set of their own. I made 
reference to pub rock in the review of their 
album and it’s accurate; one energetic and 
infectious composition after another. 
Wouldn’t mind seeing these guys again. 
Tommy & The Terrors didn’t quite pro¬ 
vide the manic thrill of the other two 
bands. Melodic oi-meets-punk and with 
some stage presence, but not really dis¬ 
tinguishing itself otherwise at this point. 

Hardcore in Lynn... at a club, New 
World, that’s been more of a space for 
Latino music. The type of place where you 
read in the local paper about stabbings in 
the parking lot. No such problems for this 
show, held on a sunny Sunday afternoon. 
A small turnout, but that may have been 
due to the fact that it’s 


not right 
on public transportation, kind of hard to 
find and the fact that Fastbreak were play¬ 
ing their last show that day. Who knows... 
7 bands—Out Cold, A Poor Excuse, 
Close Call, Last In Line, Strikers, Civil 
Defense and Think I Care. There’s a 
commonality here, in that at least some 
of the members of each band on the bill 
most-likely have Negative Approach 
records in their collection (I stole that 
comment from someone)... hardcore with 
an older, thrash-based emphasis, in other 
words. And they all had something to of¬ 
fer. Even the dancing was a throwback— 
circle pits, pigpiles and human bowling 
ball maneuvers—rowdy, but not malevo¬ 
lent. I'm going to just give a brief synop¬ 
sis, except to say that Close Call and Out 
Cold have had better days, but even they 
provided a hard-hitting buzz. Out Cold 
were breaking in a new bass-player, Jaye 
(also in Cops & Robbers). Think I Care 
have improved since I last saw them over 
the summer, especially the drumming and 
guitar sound. Arrogant, chip-on-shoulder 


material... and Jason even thanked SL for 
giving the band a bad review. Well, that’s 
not likely to happen again soon if they 
remain this sharp. Civil Defense favor a 
two vocalist lineup, one of whom is Josh 
Gagne from Intent To Injure. Fast and rav¬ 
enous-sounding and that also fits the bill 
for Western Mass, band the Strikers, who 
have Close Call bass-player Chris in their 
lineup. Last In Line and A Poor Excuse 
made the strongest impressions... Also 
from Western Mass., Last In Line were 
pulverizing, from their sharp, aggressive 
material to the strong, visual presentation. 
A Poor Excuse have those elements, es¬ 
pecially a perpetual-motion-machine for 
a vocalist and whipsnap skill. Sure, it was 
7 bands with a similar muse, and just af¬ 
ter I lauded the Murphy’s Law show for 
being diverse. Maybe I wouldn’t want to 
see bands that are exactly the same all the 
time, but this was a slam-bang afternoon. 
No metal bluster, no emo whine, just burn. 

The Karma Club shows are packing 
'em in, at least the following pair of shows 
I saw in a three day stretch and with two 
different types of audiences. The first one 
featured Bouncing Souls, Anti-Flag, A 
Poor Excuse and Over It, the latter of 
which I only caught a few minutes. Three 
words for those guys—Face to Face. Not 
a bad thing to be doing, though, and I’d 
probably be partial to seeing a full set. A 
Poor Excuse were filling in for Toe To 
Toe, who cancelled out, and they didn’t 
gamer as strong a response. Truth be told, 
this was probably the weakest set I’ve seen 
by them. I think they need a little more 
crowd energy for it to work and that 
wasn’t there. Anti-Flag didn’t have such 
a problem and they remain a tight, pow¬ 
erful live unit. They’ve also revamped the 
set-list—“Kill The Rich” and “You’d Do 
The Same” were absent (although “Kill” 
was listed for the potential encore that 
never happened), as most of the material 
came from “A New Kind Of Army.” 
Things were derailed slightly at the out¬ 
set, when a stage-crasher was fired 
through a mike stand and into the crowd 
by a security guy and the band stopped in 
the middle of the first song; things were 
straightened out and there weren’t any 
further problems. “Tearing Everyone 
Down,” “Got The Numbers” and “A New 
Kind Of Army” certainly hold their own, 
along with such rousers as “Davy De¬ 
stroyed the Punk Scene” and “Die For The 
Government.” I only stuck around for 
about ten minutes of the Souls, as their 
bouncy pop/punk wasn’t a satisfying fol¬ 
low-up to the Flag’s barrage. Plus, to be 
honest, I was starving at that point. 

The line was down to the comer a good 
half hour before the doors even opened 
for Hot Water Music, Saves The Day, 
Small Brown Bike and Close Call. Wel¬ 
come to HWM Sauna... typical conditions 
for seeing this band and worth dealing 
with. Their shows are like a sensory wash. 
For want of a better word, it’s uplifting. It 
makes you feel good. One leaves feeling 
drained, but also purged of life’s travails 
at that moment. Watching from the side 
of the stage, I was able to really get a feel 
for how hard this band works, pouring 
every ounce of energy into playing and 
making an immediate connection with the 
audience. Something to get swept up with. 
It’s a good feeling and “Turnstile” con¬ 
tinues to knock me out every time I hear 
it. I missed Close Call, due to interview¬ 
ing HWM. Small Brown Bike, from 
Michigan, were enjoyable. Sweeping and 
emotional music in a similar vein as 
HWM. Not quite as intense as that, but 
they’re certainly on the right path and it’s 
a good blend of power and tunefulness. 
Saves The Day were a letdown between 
those two bands. There’s something too 
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cute about them and their choreography 
(the neck snaps, for instance, and some¬ 
one told me to watch for those). The 
higher-pitched vocals didn’t help. A little 
more punch than the standard emo swirl, 
and there are some hardcore roots, par¬ 
ticularly on the songs from their first al¬ 
bum. It’s still too wimpy for me, though. 

Why is it The Casualties always bring 
out the idiots and cause places to get shut 
down? The venue, this time, was the 
Somerville American Legion Hall. I’m 
not blaming the band nor the probably 
95% of the audience who were there just 
to see the bands, but if people insist on 
either showing up shitfaced or getting that 
way during the show and then passing out 
in front of a cop and get carted off in an 
ambulance, what can you expect? At least 
some warning that the show would be shut 
down early was given so that the Casual¬ 
ties and the other out of town band, The 
Virus, got to play, albeit abbreviated sets. 
I’ve seen stronger gigs from the 
Casualites, but The Virus put in a kickass 
performance. A couple of ex-Bomb 
Squadron members and connecting with 
a mix of UK-inspired punk power and 
melodic bits. Sharp and tight. The Vigi¬ 
lantes have improved in the almost-year 
since I’ve seen them... catchy and potent 
songs with presence. Mortar Blast stick 
to the loud/fast formula and keep it fairly 
intense. 

MARCH 2000 

Fit For Abuse have gotten back to¬ 
gether with Matt Kelly on vocals and this 
show at the Middle East was their first 
one with him in three years. Piledriving, 
‘82-era thrash, the bastard offspring of 
Negative Approach and Negative FX and 
I’m not the first to suggest that... one song, 
“Leech In My Side,” sounded so much 
like NA that I asked Matt if it was some 
obscure song by them or some other band 
from the era. Turns out it was a song off 
their 7”. Close Call and A Poor Excuse 
provided more of the same hard/fast fod¬ 
der, although Close Call inject some 
melody and a bit more of the late 80s DC 
thing into their sound. Tommy and The 
Terrors held my attention more than 
when they opened for Cock Sparrer— 
maybe it was the smaller room, but they 
sounded sharper. 

Up to Salisbury Beach on a dreary Sun¬ 
day afternoon to see The Varukers and a 
bunch of local yokels. The Beach Club is 
your quintessential white trash club, usu¬ 
ally featuring acts on the downward slope 
of their respective careers or covers bands 
(Ellen told me she took one of her handi¬ 
capped charges from her work to see an 
Eagles’ tribute band there) and lots of beer 
company adverts, but it’s actually not a 
bad place. Definitely room to move 
around, good sightlines and pool tables. 
Things started late, due to the now-stan¬ 
dard problem of equipment shortages, but 
got off to a good start with Lost Cause. 
Feisty, yet melodic punk, including a cool 
amped-up version of the Clash’s “Card 
Cheat.” A Poor Excuse (yes... again!) 
were up to their typically hit and run stan¬ 
dard, although they had to have a friend 
sit in front of the drum kit to prevent it 
from moving off the riser (after that, it 
was moved out of the way). The Statis¬ 
tics offered their usual dose of bum, as 
well. Chainsaw sure likes to flail at his 
guitar. Speaking of Chainsaw, The Un¬ 
seen were next and he did “No Evacua¬ 
tion” with the band for the first time in 
over a year. The band dug out some other 
golden oldies (but I’m forgetting which 
ones—sorry), in addition to the mix of 
songs off their two albums. No shortage 
of energy, as usual, and one of the better 
sets I’ve seen them do in awhile. The 


Varukers really got the crowd moving and 
with good reason—their blistering, relent¬ 
less assault. Good ‘ol UK thrash refuses 
to die and the Varukers mixed up the vin¬ 
tage material with songs off their last 
couple of albums, “Murder” and “How Do 
You Sleep.” Rat is a grimacing dynamo 
and his henchmen lay down a thunderous 
wall. No going through the motions here. 

Another UK warhorse the following 
weekend, at Karma, namely The Busi¬ 
ness, and not too hot a showing, I’m 
afraid. More than a little drunk, sloppy as 
hell and only playing a shade over a half- 
hour. Granted, “Harry May,” “Drinkin’ & 
Drivin’” and “Smash The Discos” made 
things enjoyable, but it was hardly up to 
the times they played the Rat or Middle 
East. Ensign were a better proposition— 
their first Boston gig in two years and still 
delivering their dead-on tandem of fast 
thrash, tunecraft and heavier elements. 
They pulled this off even with a fill-in 
drummer. The less said about Death 
Threat the better. Detuned tough-guy 
hardcore with ham-handed heaviness and 
clunky fast parts. Generating lunkheaded 
dancefloor antics and every note, it 
seemed, was dedicated to one party or 
another. “This mosh part goes out to my 
sister’s best friend’s husband.” OK, I’m 
exaggerating, but you get the drift. The 
longest 40 minutes I’ve endured in awhile. 
Makes me regret leaving the Beantown 
Zinetown early so I’d make sure I’d get 
to see Ensign on time... I’m still glad I 
saw Ensign, but you get what I’m saying. 
The Zinetown was quite cool, by the way. 
Held at Mass Art and co-ordinated by 
writer/performer (and SV contributor) 
Rich Mackin and bringing in small pub¬ 
lishers from not only New England, but 
other parts of the country. And the whole 
thing was free. How can you beat that? I 
missed the spoken word peformances, but 
did meet a number of zinesters and went 
home with a bag full of stuff. 

I was kind of surprised the upstairs 
room at the Middle East wasn’t more 
jammed for Blanks 77, Forced Reality, 
Sixer, Vigilantes and M-80, but the room 
did fill up for a good chunk of the evening. 
Rhode Island’s M-80, formed from the 
ashes of ska-punk band Racketball and the 
late-great Arson Family, played a well- 
formed blend of thrash and more melodic 
punk fodder. A dichotomy between Dave 
Ladin’s smoother vocals and Christian 
Blaney’s strychnine rasp and they main¬ 
tained a high energy level throughout. The 
Vigilantes followed with a tuneful show¬ 
ing—bright and catchy songs with a 
strong kick. Sixer, with former Ann 
Beretta member Leer Baker and onetime 
Mass, resident Briant Murphy on drums, 
gave me mixed feelings. Streetwise, 
hooky punk with a pure rock ‘n roll heart 
and they’ve got the moves down, yet it 
seems a bit pat. Can’t quite put my finger 
on it—good, but not leaving you begging 
for more at this point. I needed a break 
from the volume, so I only watched a bit 
of Forced Reality. About the same impres¬ 
sion as at Karma—energetic and played 
with confidence, but not a band I’d prob¬ 
ably go see as a headliner or anything. The 
Blanks’ first Boston-area show in over a 
year was an entertaining dose of punk 
rock fun. For all of Mike’s snarling, slur¬ 
ring antics (although he stayed on his feet 
for the whole set), this is a tight band and 
all three musicians exhibit strong playing 
ability. Tilted more towards newer mate¬ 
rial, although “I Wanna Be A Punk” 
brought things to a rousing conclusion. 

Interesting that the Ducky Boys show 
at Karma drew a lot more people than the 
Business the week before. Anyway, the 
band’s first show since last fall and with 
a revamped lineup. Mark and Jay remain 


and are now teamed up with Mark’s 
brother Rob (ex-Blood For Blood) and 
Drew on guitars. The set was front-loaded 
with their three best songs—“I’ll Rise 
Up,” “These Are The Days” and “Stuck 
In A Rut.” The street punk remains, but 
these guys have been embracing a harder 
rocking thing over the last few years and 
do it with power and confidence. Hudson 
Falcons preceded the Duckys with a rous¬ 
ing set of their own—another band with 
increasing stage presence, a full two gui¬ 
tar sound and gruff vocalist. Good taste 
in covers, with Menace’s “GLC” and 
Cock Sparrer’s “Take ‘Em All” (although 
I think they play the latter a little too fast). 
A fusion of old-school punk and classic 
rock ‘n roll. The Explosion are fusionists, 
as well, but not in the jazzy sense. Pop, 
punk and hardcore all mixed up in a 
catchy, well-delivered package. Definitely 
an infectious and musically-tight unit. 

APRIL 2000 

To borrow a phrase from that pro-wres¬ 
tling icon the Rock, FINALLY, Dillinger 
Four HAVE COME TO BOSTON. The 
long-overdue local debut of the Minne¬ 
apolis punk/pop titans at a crowded Bill’s 
Bar. I’ll admit it. I’m a gushing fan. No 
secret there. And they gave me everything 
I wanted and then some. Sweat. Energy. 
Great songs. Nudity. OK, maybe the last 
thing isn’t quite as necessary to make a 
memorable rock show and it was only 
applicable to bassist Paddy Costello 
(Lane, the drummer, did strip to a pair of 
women’s panties), but it does take a pair 
to appear nude in public with a not-too- 
svelte physique (and, yes, I know I fall 
into that category). Bringing out a fren¬ 
zied response from the opening chords of 
“Mosh For Jesus” through a string of 
brain-burners—’’Holy Shit,” 

“Doublewhiskeycokeonice,” “21” and 
“The Great American Going Out Of Busi¬ 
ness Sale,” to name just a few. I haven’t 
felt so physically drained and blissful af¬ 
ter seeing a band in a long time. Only 
caught a bit of Discount afterward and it 
was anti-climactic, to say the least. Most 
of the crowd had cleared out and, while 
the band were tuneful, it was much too 
subdued. Scared Of Chaka had started 
the day with a rambunctious and tuneful 
showing of their own, mixing up pop, 
thrash and garage punk effectively. The 
Explosion followed with another typi¬ 
cally energetic outing, but I have to ad¬ 
mit I wasn’t completely focused on them, 
anticipating D4. 

Down to the Franklin Community Cen¬ 
ter mid-month for a show put on by SV 
columnist/fellow zinester and Disaster 
Strikes co-vocalist Jeff Hall, a benefit for 
STAHB (Suburban Teens Against Hun¬ 
ger And Boredom). This space is a 
daycare center. When I arrived, there were 
still little kids playing fooseball and ping- 
pong in the room where the show hap¬ 
pened. How cool is that? Actually, the 
only thing that wasn’t cool was the fact 
that the temperature hit over 100 degrees 
in that room. Didn’t see too much of the 
opening band, nor can I remember their 
name—sorry! DS and Fallen Short both 
played fast, aggressive sets.. John from 
Fallen Short was goading the crowd to 
physically assault him and certain audi¬ 
ence members (myself included) were 
happy to oblige. A Global Threat con¬ 
tinued the proceedings with a sharp ‘n 
catchy set, the first time I’ve seen them 
since Mark Unseen left the band and the 
streamlined lineup is effective. The 
Goonies brought out a crazed response. 
Driving punk with a hom section and so- 
cially-conscious lyrics, somewhere be¬ 
tween Rocket From The Crypt and 
Against All Authority, if I had to draw 


parallels. Very close quarters between the 
band and the audience... extremely close! 
A cool time., or should I say HOT time... 

Bring out the old farts. OK, OK, I 
should talk, but the audience for the Real 
Kids and Lazy Cowgirls at the Middle 
East wasn’t exactly youthful. Nor were 
the bands. As I quipped to someone, it was 
nice to actually be seeing bands with 
members older than this writer. The Cow¬ 
girls rocked with a wizened skill, although 
the acoustic/electric songs mid-set made 
things sag a bit and I wouldn’t have 
minded hearing more of the band’s vin¬ 
tage material. Pat Todd remains a likeable 
vocalist and the affection for differing 
styles, be it punk, classic rock ‘n roll or 
country, is obvious. The Real Kids fol¬ 
lowed, with B-Face joining on bass. This 
was the first time I’d seen the band since 
a frat party in 1979 (seriously!) and, with 
the opening chords of “Better Be Good,” 
the nostalgia machine started. A part of 
the early Boston punk scene, but this band 
came to that muse from more of a tough, 
60s-derived aesthetic. John Felice looks 
as though he’s logged quite a bit of mile¬ 
age during his life, but appeared quickly 
energized by the adoring response. “Who 
Needs You” is a middle-finger expression 
of defiance, while “All Kindsa Girls” re¬ 
mains a catchy delight. Despite a mini¬ 
mum of practice with B-Face, the band 
sounded tight. The throbbing, punkier 
“Reggae, Reggae” made for a hard-driv¬ 
ing capper. 

A few days later, back to Lynn, just a 
few blocks up from one of the worst drug 
houses in the city, for the straight-edge 
sounds of Good Clean Fun. Issa was 
hurting badly from having wisdom teeth 
extracted and without his pain medication, 
but the guys carried on, anyway. Riding 
the line between tribute and parody, ex¬ 
uding positive vibes and having the mu¬ 
sical skill and moves to pull it off. It was 
kind of a long day and got a late start when 
the promoters realized that there weren’t 
any microphones with the PA. Oops! Di¬ 
saster Strikes started the show with a sub- 
par showing (and they’ll admit it)... un¬ 
able to hear each other and swallowed up 
by the big stage. The lack of crowd reac¬ 
tion probably didn’t help, either. Final 
Word were probably the youngest band 
I’ve ever seen, besides Crippled Youth or 
Old Skull (and that band was a classic case 
of child abuse!). Junior high kids who 
made a pretty mediocre punk rock racket, 
but entertaining for a short spell. Very 
short! The A-Team played a few songs 
and have something going with their fast, 
old-school sound. I honestly didn’t pay a 
lot of attention to Down But Not Out, 
choosing to chill out in the back for 
awhile. They used to be known as The 
Trust, a few years ago, and played a mix 
of heavy hardcore and thrash. Last In 
Line then proceeded to rip it up and the 
circle pits were a constant... includiing the 
circle pit around the stage going behind 
the drummer. In all my years of going to 
shows, there’s something I’ve never seen. 
I missed Vermont’s In Reach because my 
friend’s car got towed and we had to get 
it released from the grips of the parasitic 
towing garage, but heard good things 
about them from the Fallen Short and 
Disaster Strikes people. 

MAY 2000 

Nothing like a kickass show to chase 
the blues away. Not to dwell on my per¬ 
sonal mental state, but this particular 
Thursday found me in a lousy mood for 
no explicable reason the entire day. One 
friend, on seeing me enter into the Middle 
East, even commented “what’s wrong?” 
after I had only said hello to him. Any¬ 
way, we got there too late to see The Ex- 
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plosion but The Pushers started our 
evening off with a righteous, driving dose 
of rock ‘n punk. Powerchords, hooks and 
energy to spare, ending with their take on 
the Dead Boys’ “Caught With The Meat 
In Your Mouth.” Next was a pleasant sur¬ 
prise—a short, explosive hardcore barrage 
courtesy of F-Minus. Only 10 or so min¬ 
utes and not real tight, but the rawness 
made up for it. Union 13 followed with a 
strong combination of tuneful punk and 
hardcore. Manic stage presence and mix¬ 
ing the west coast approach with bits of 
street-punk and harder-edged inclinations. 
Their Spanish-language version of 
Rancid’s “Roots, Radicals” definitely got 
people going. Finally, the US Bombs, 
with a healthier-looking Duane Peters, but 
performing as a four-piece. No less en¬ 
joyable, though. Duane has a memorable 
vocal style and their trad-punk sound has 
way more drive in the live setting. Played 
with veteran verve and snotty intent. 

Back up to the Salisbury Beach Club 
for a full set with F-Minus a few days 
later. Another rainy, drizzly, rotten day by 
the beach but the show made up for it and 
starting late, as usual. Lost Cause started 
off with another energetic, enjoyable 
showing. Cops and Robbers followed 
with a hard ‘n fast set of their own. Micah 
looks as though he’s having a blast and 
they continue to get tighter as a unit. F- 
Minus didn’t gamer much of a response, 
surprisingly, but their ripping thrash as¬ 
sault hit the spot. This is a classic sound 
with bellicose vocals and ‘82-era riffs 
given a fresh hearing. The Unseen ended 
the day with a typically-rambunctious set. 

For a 180 degree turn, how about the 
first appearance of Wire in these parts in 
over a decade. The difference, this time, 
is that Wire are dipping into their early 
catalogue, something they resolutely re¬ 
fused to do on their mid-80s tour. That 
was the tour where they had a Wire cov¬ 
ers band, the Ex-Lion Tamers, open for 
them and play “Pink Flag” in its entirety, 
thus freeing the real Wire to play their 80s 
dance music. Blech... definitely a case of 
a band being blown off the stage by its 
own tribute act. Anyway, the new 
millenium version of Wire are older, hair 
grayer and brandishing guitars instead of 
synthesizers. Overall, a mild disappoint¬ 
ment. First off, the set was under an hour, 
due to a late start and having to finish by 
a certain time so the EuroDisco crowd or 
whoever patronizes the Roxy could come 
in time for their ecstasy fix and SHIT 
muzak. But there just wasn’t that much 
energy. As thrilling as it was to hear 
“12XU” and “Pink Flag” performed by 
the composers, it didn’t make one see a 
musical deity or anything. The exception 
was the back-to-back tumult of “Another 
The Letter” and the glorious “Mercy.” 
That song builds to a buzzing crescendo 
and, for a brief moment, Wire delivered 
the promise. An undervalued classic in 
Wire’s repertoire, to be found on “Chairs 
Missing” and long a favorite of this writer. 
The passage of time hasn’t improved the 
likes of “Silk Skin Paws” or “Boiling 
Boy,” unfortunately. Opening the show 
were The Peer Group, the latest project 
involving Peter Prescott, late of Mission 
Of Burma, Volcano Suns and Kustomized. 
The band’s sound is a merger of 
Kustomized’s abraso-rock and a decided 
Krautrock influence, with repetitive mu¬ 
sical signatures. Ex-Burma bassist Clint 
Conley was filling in, temporarily, and 
they were joined for a few songs by Roger 
Miller. That’s right, the three musicians 
from Burma sharing the stage, I believe, 
for the first time since their breakup in 
‘83. To compound the irony, it was at the 
same venue as their last show—the Roxy 
used to be the Bradford Hotel Ballroom. 


No Burma songs, though. Roger added 
keyboard noodling and horn bleats to the 
instrumental din. I suppose the chances 
of them breaking out “Academy Fight 
Song” were nil, but one could dream, 
couldn’t they? Especially since even Wire 
were willing to revisit their history. I heard 
they did a more complete show in NYC. 
Another reason to DESPISE the Rotten 
Apple!!! 

JUNE 2000 

So, after Wire, I go almost a month 
between shows. Where does the time go? 
What am I doing with my life? Those 
aren’t questions for the live review sec¬ 
tion. They’re better suited to my column. 
Back to the music... but, as an aside, why 
is it that every time I go to the Salisbury 
Beach Club, it’s lousy out. Depressing. 
Will summer ever come? Will I ever get 
to writing about the FUCKING 
SHOW??? OK, OK, this time out, it was 
a punk rock spectacular, the parade of the 
colorful, spiky hair bands, with the ex¬ 
ception of last minute additions Toxic 
Narcotic, who we’ll get to. Lost Cause 
filled their usual opening slot with punchy 
aplomb. The Virus followed that with an 
entertaining array of UK-style punk and 
hardcore. Didn’t hit me quite as hard as 
at their show in Somerville a few months 
before, but no sloughing off for these 
Philadelphians, either. Endless Struggle, 
from Utah, also mix up the spiky punk 
with a thrashy dose and an in-your-face 
presence, particularly the vocalist. Fu¬ 
neral Dress, from Belgium, are better live 
than on record. Not that their records suck 
or anything, but there’s something extra 
with the live show. Everybody pogoing 
along and having the times of their lives. 
The Casualties played some new mate¬ 
rial off their upcoming album, mainly in 
a speedy, aggressive vein, as well as all 
the expected favorites. No shortage of 
singalongs. The Unseen also did a few 
new songs and Mark seemed to have more 
time out front. Nothing out of the ordi¬ 
nary or unexpected, otherwise, just the 
typical dose of punk rock. The deal with 
TN was they had a show in Portland and, 
after driving all the way up there, had the 
show cancelled on them by the asshole 
club owner due to the fact they were 10 
or 15 minutes late. So, needless to say, 
they were PISSED! They made a stop in 
Salisbury, got their way on the bill and it 
was definitely worth sticking around for. 
Fueled by this pure anger (and I’m sure a 
few other things), TN preceded to just tear 
things up with merciless aggression and 
bile. New drummer Tristan is an able re¬ 
placement, keeping things together even 
at a blistering tempo. “People Suck,” “All 
Band’s Suck,” “Parasite,” etc., just reso¬ 
nated with credible rage and fury. And, 
after six straight bands that had certain 
stylistic similarities, this barrage of thrash 
and mid-speed pillage made for a jolting 
contrast. 

The Old Mill in Lawrence is a ware¬ 
house space and the shows happen on the 
sixth floor... up a winding staircase that 
smells like god knows what (the lower 
level is a recycling center, which prob¬ 
ably has a lot to do with the charming 
smell) into a stuffy loft with political graf¬ 
fiti, but also plenty of space to stretch out. 
This was the setting for Submission 
Hold, Antiproduct, Anton Bordman 
and Winter Dance Party. The ambiance 
ain’t much (and if you have to go to the 
bathroom, it might be a good idea to do 
so before arriving), but the atmosphere for 
this particular show was very welcoming. 
Not your typical punk rock show, but 
more of a gathering. Various percussion 
instruments were used for some spirited 
punk rock drum circles between band sets. 


In fact, Tama from Antiproduct made use 
of one such drum for that band’s first song. 
Winter Dance Party started things off with 
an energized combination of emotional¬ 
ism ala Fugazi or Rites Of Spring and 
edgy rhythms. Strong melodic licks 
emerge from the complex instrumentation 
and this Cambridge band bears watching. 
Anton Bordman were a bass/drums 
hardcore duo who spent a lot of time ex¬ 
plaining the lyrics and ideas behind the 
songs before kicking into their hammer¬ 
ing compositions. An unconventional ap¬ 
proach that doesn’t always quite come off. 
Following an acoustic performer who did 
a Brother Inferior song (but I didn’t hear 
much of the performance or get his name), 
Antiproduct followed with a set that ex¬ 
uded passion. Alternating between their 
driving, thrashy songs and more melodic 
inclinations, there was definitely a sense 
of purposefulness and intensity. That was 
also the case for Submission Hold, al¬ 
though their music operates in a slightly 
less-accessible realm. Odd time signatures 
and incorporating dramatic melodicism, 
post-punk structures and heavier ele¬ 
ments. There were connections between 
the two bands, with each utilizing a cel¬ 
list named April on some songs (which 
really doesn’t do much for me) and the 
vocalist from each performing with the 
other. And the members of both 
Antiproduct and Submission Hold, again, 
spoke at length about the issues that in¬ 
spired the songs, be it negative body im¬ 
ages, feminism, choice or cultural eradi¬ 
cation. Truth be told, in some instances, I 
enjoyed the message more than the musi¬ 
cal medium. Yes, my name is A1 and I’m 
a thrashaholic and the folksy or quieter 
stuff isn’t my cup of tea. Oh well.. That 
didn’t stop me from dancing around with 
friends and having a great time. A sense 
of togetherness can sometimes overcome 
everything else... 

On the opposite end of the spectrum 
from the DIY show at the Old Mill comes 
the heavily-sponsored/big rock club set¬ 
ting for the Punk-O-Rama tour at Avalon. 
Actually, not a bad time, although there 
was apparently a nasty altercation be¬ 
tween a club employee and a friend of the 
Dropkick Murphys afterward. All I saw 
was that employee outside with blood run¬ 
ning down his face and the other guy 
about to get arrested. Ah well... Vision, a 
last minute replacement for the Distillers, 
did their usual fast, melodic hardcore 
thing, pretty much as they’ve done it for 
over a decade. Not bad, but it’s more scin¬ 
tillating in a smaller venue. The Dwarves 
followed and stole the show with a high- 
powered punk rock blitz. 
HeWhoCannotBeNamed, clad in under¬ 
pants and a wrestling mask, is back in the 
fold and it makes a difference. So do old 
faves like “Astro Boy” and “Drug Store.” 
No violence, no beating up the audience, 
perhaps tame to previous outings, but 
kicking ass. Sad to say, that wasn’t really 
the case for the Bouncing Souls. Just not 
that enticing. Greg’s immobilized, due to 
injury, so it’s not his fault, and the other 
members make up for it with energetic 
stage moves, but I found my attention 
wandering after a bit. In their defense, 
some of the songs are still catchy. Finally, 
the Dropkicks enter to the strains of their 
new bagpiper and the new two-guitar 
lineup, with James Lynch and Mark Orell 
(no more Rick Barton), plus a tin-whistle/ 
mandolin player on some songs. First 
show on Lansdowne and, after the intro, 
of course they play “Pipebomb on 
Lansdowne,” detonating some firecrack¬ 
ers in the process. Not a bad way to start. 
A polished performance, with the Celtic 
nuances becoming more prominent and 
they didn’t play all that much old mate¬ 


rial. “Skinhead” brought things to a crazed 
conclusion, though, with a sea of human¬ 
ity on the stage and a different AC/DC 
segue, this time, that being “Dirty Deeds.” 

Later in the week, another case of los¬ 
ing a venue, this time being the Watertown 
Hibernian Hall. Kids drinking., what else 
is new? When will you idiots learn? Any¬ 
way, prior to this evening, I hadn’t heard 
of Richmond, VA’s Strike Anywhere nor 
even their vocalist Thomas’ previous band 
Inquisition. Well, I’ve heard of them now 
and want them back up here, soon. A surg¬ 
ing, charging melodic hardcore sound 
with presence and that always-key ele¬ 
ment of passion. Unafraid to wear their 
sentiments on their sleeve and hitting you 
right in the gut. All too brief. A fruitless 
search for a camera battery meant that I 
missed Wrong Side Of The Tracks. Sorry! 
Class Action returned after a lengthy ab¬ 
sence with a sound that’s veering more 
towards death metal these days, along 
with some crusty remnants. “Stop Mak¬ 
ing Punk Rock Suck” is something of an 
anthem for these guys. Crash and Burn, 
a new band with Bill Brown (ex-Shoot 
The Hostages), played a fired-up combi¬ 
nation of punk, rock ‘n roll and metal and 
did it with a good amount of attitude. The 
Reagan Youth cover was a plus. Finally, 
Toxic Narcotic brought the evening to a 
throttling conclusion, a melee of flying 
bodies and debris. As usual, an explosive 
release. 

Back down to Franklin for a show with 
Class Action, Fallen Short, Acadia Di¬ 
saster Strikes and the Pac-Men. What a 
pain in the ass getting there, with the aw¬ 
ful Friday traffic on 128. Anyway, the Pac- 
Men, with ex-Pist drummer Brian 
Marshall on vocals, played an enjoyable 
set of snarly, thrashy punk and I loved the 
pac-man characters on the drum-kit. The 
free, home-made t-shirts were a nice 
touch, too. Dave Grenier then gave a brief 
spoken word performance, talking a bit 
about labor history and led the audience 
in a singalong, before DS kicked into 
“General Strike.” This ended up being the 
band’s last show with Heather and Todd 
and was a bit ragged, overall. Acadia, a 
death-metallish band from Maine, weren’t 
all that enticing. I kept wondering if they 
were going to bum their feet, since they 
set candles on the floor in front of them 
and some were barefoot. Intense vocals, 
anyway. Fallen Short and Class Action 
both did the thrash/grind/metal thing—not 
much different from other times I’ve seen 
them. 

JULY 2000 

What a thrash-fest at the Old Mill. Two 
California dynamos, those being No Re¬ 
ply and Life’s Halt. Hard, fast old-school 
hardcore that had the circle pits going non¬ 
stop and two gravity-defying vocalists in 
Dave and Ernie, respectively (the bands 
also share a bass-player, Felix Reyes). 
Taking the time to explain the meaning 
behind certain songs before kicking it into 
overdrive, as well. It’s cool to see the hard 
‘n fast style making a comeback. I didn’t 
get to see much of American Nightmare 
and heard they didn’t play long, anyway, 
since the microphone tapped out during 
their set, but what I caught sounded de¬ 
cent—fast and aggressive-sounding. Kill 
Your Idols kept the circles going... a tad 
more melodic than the other bands, but 
steeped in hardcore’s rich history, as the 
Slapshot, Sheer Terror and Minor Threat 
covers readily indicate. “Can’t Take It 
Away From Me” also remains a full-on 
standout. Mad Cow Disease 182 ended 
the show with some spasmatic, goofy and 
chaotic punk rock fun. Definitely not tak¬ 
ing themselves too seriously and it was 
entertaining. 







Top left: No Justice 
Top right: Fit For Abuse 
Bottom: Al with Tony from 
9 Shocks Terror 


The next day, time for another roadtrip to Reflections 
in New Bedford. Things were very slow in starting, be¬ 
fore Disaster Strikes kicked things off with a some¬ 
what less-than-memorable performance, due to break¬ 
ing in a new lineup on short notice (Mike from Fallen 
Short is now the drummer and Jeff handled the vocals, 
with some help along the way). Dave Grenier repeated 
the spoken word/singalong bit he did in Franklin. Boil¬ 
ing Man were next and I’d have to say I was somewhat 
disappointed. The band are clearly moving away from 
their thrashy hardcore sound into something decidedly 
heavier, with melodic underpinnings. Todd’s still a 
crazed vocalist and does a convincing job of demon¬ 
exorcism, but the new musical approach doesn’t grab 
me in the same way. Fallen Short played with their usual 
amount of venom and rage. Extreme hunger necessi¬ 
tated a retreat for pizza, so 1 missed almost all of By My 
Side, including their rendition of Earth Crisis’ 
“Firestorm.” What I heard was fairly good combination 
of speed and crunch. A Thousand Times No are emerg¬ 
ing as a hot band, with a fast, catchy sound. Solid 
songwriting and presence. Beyond Authority ended the 
evening with a high-powered thrashy hardcore barrage. 

Another killer show at the Old Mill and what ended 
up being the last show there, unfortunately. Chalk it up, 
once again, to utter stupidity. Apparently, at an oi show 
a few days earlier, inconsiderate assholes were throw¬ 
ing stuff out the windows and defacing the murals in the 
space. Nothing ever changes, does it? Same shit year 
after year. So, anyway, this was quite a 
blowout, except for two artsy-fartsy, key¬ 
board-oriented bands in the middle (Black 
Cat 13, Blowout). And, since I was con¬ 
ducting an interview, I also managed to 
miss most of Melee, a new band with 
Crusty Craig Lewis on vocals. That sucks, 
because their demo kicks ass and they can 
be heard on this issue’s comp. Sorry Craig! 

Anyway, all the way from the tiny burg of 
Umea, Sweden come Demon-System 13 
and all I can say is HOLY SHIT! A ravag¬ 
ing eruption of older US hardcore played 
with tight, aggressive verve. Definitely got 
the kids going. Kill The Man Who Ques¬ 
tions were hampered by microphone prob¬ 
lems, which resulted in Mike singing into 
a gatorade bottle at one point (he said it 
was about as effective), but it didn’t slow 
them up too much. Powerful and intense 
hardcore with a strong message and deliv¬ 
ered with dramatic and intricate playing. 


Reversal Of Man were restricted to about 15 minutes, 
due to curfew, and were using a fill-in drummer (Jer¬ 
emy from KTMWQ), plus their vocalist had quit during 
the tour, but they made the best of it and simply raged. 
Ultra-fast and frenzied hardcore with shrieking vocals 
and providing a cathartic release. What a fucking shame 
that there’s one less space now available for these types 
of shows. It’s really fucking frustrating. 

Dillinger Four were supposed to play at the Old Mill 
and even drove there, as did a lot of folks expecting a 
show, but it was a no-go. They did, however, play the 
following day at Bill’s again. No nudity this time and a 
shorter set than in April (plus they were a lot more drunk), 
but it was satisfying. Loud, boisterous and tuneful as 
fuck, ending with Lane trashing his drums at the con¬ 
clusion of “Double Whiskey Coke On Ice.” Proclama¬ 
tion got things started with an energetic combination of 
thrash and heavier elements. Good Clean Fun followed 
with another entertaining dose of positive hardcore, 
tongue partially in cheek. Then came the return of the 
icons that all the positive youth look up to, GCF espe¬ 
cially. That’s right, the one and only Crucial Youth. 
Looking no worse for the wear, even after nearly a de¬ 
cade. See what all that clean living can do for you? Not 
just one, but TWO youthbrushes and Mr. Joe Crucial 
brandishing a pair of gardening shears, with Mark from 
Proclamation’s beard in his sights (Mark’s beard did 
survive), just before kicking into “Shave Clean.” All the 
anthems— “Me And Mr. T.,” “Four Rules,” “Positive 
Dental Outlook,” “Be Kind, Rewind” and “Wake Up And 
Lift.” In this time of overly-serious hardcore, who doesn’t 
need a little comic relief. All that and an honest-to-good- 
ness drum solo which, Gentleman Jim assured us, is defi¬ 
nitely posi! 

Except for a few Warped shows (which don’t count) 
and a reunion gig I did with Shattered Silence in ‘94,1 
took my first roadtrip to a show in Western Mass, since 
around the mid-80s. It’s been so long, I can’t even re¬ 
member. The kids out there are crazy, but in a good way. 
Bodies flying everywhere and an affection for back-to- 
basics hardcore. So a show with the Nerve Agents, No 
Justice, Last In Line, Close Call and Live From Death 
Row at the Westfield Woman’s Club certainly fit the bill. 
LFDR do the thrashy sound and need a bit of work, but 
are on the right track. Close Call are a musically-dexter- 
ous bunch and you can hear a myriad of influences if 
you listen closely, but it’s wrapped up in an energetic 
package. Last In Line got the kids going crazy, with water 
bottles flying and bodies careening into each other, par¬ 
ticularly on their Negative Approach medely and “I Quit” 
from the 7”. Things got even nuttier for No Justice, who 
were a large contributor or, rather, instigator, to the cra¬ 
ziness. That comes mainly in the person of their psy¬ 
chotic frontman Timmy. He’s not the most physically- 
imposing guy, but he’s a dynamo. Leaping off the moni¬ 
tors, spending more time on the dancefloor than on the 
stage, a non-stop dervish of motion. And I heard this 
was a milder performance for him. ‘82-inspired hardcore 
played with snot and take-no-prisoners venom. The 


Nerve Agents were a little on the sloppy side, but also 
had an abundance of in-your-face presence. A combo of 
speedy thrash and other punk and hardcore styles. And 
while the cover of Bowie’s “Suffragette City” kind of 
went over a lot of the youngsters’ heads, it was well- 
executed and a bit of the unexpected. A wild show, but 
not one fight and not one problem. In a residential 
neighorhood, no less. Will wonders never cease... 

An all-local show at Reflections... Bryan from A Glo¬ 
bal Threat fucked up his knee badly while on tour and 
some of the Unseen guys, just back from Japan, had to 
work, so we had the debut (and only?) performance of 
Unseen Threat... or something like that. Mark on vo¬ 
cals and doing a few songs by each band. Not bad for 
something cobbled together last minute. Toxic Narcotic 
kicked ass, as usual, and so did Beyond Authority. Cops 
& Robbers, on the other hand, were sloppy and out of 
tune most of the time. Oh well... 

AUGUST 2000 

A venue change to the stuffy basement of the 
Lawrence K of C, band cancellations, lots of rain, a 
smashed light cover and ceiling tiles destroyed during 
the headliner’s set... but still a fun time. Didn’t see too 
many disappointed faces after 9 Shocks Terror laid 
waste to everyone’s eardrums. In your face and then 
some, as 9 Shocks blindside everyone with a heavy-duty 
hard rockin’/thrashin’ tandem. The rest of the lineup 
wasn’t quite up to that level—Fallen Short, Disaster 
Strikes and Class Action, but not many 
bands are. Definitely a loud evening. 

From the basement to the arena... 
the FleeceCenter for AC-FUCKING-DC. 
Can Angus, Brian and the boys still cut it? 
Is it embarrassing watching a middle-aged 
man in a schoolboy uniform? Does it still 
ROCK? Yes indeedy do, AC/DC still rock. 
No songs from “Powerage,” which pissed 
me off a bit and “You Shook Me All Night 
Long” is a weak set-opener, but Angus still 
kicks out the jams, motherfucker and keeps 
up that energy level for two hours. Only 5 
post “Back In Black” songs were played 
and they dug into the catalog a bit for “Hell 
Ain’t A Bad Place To Be” and “Get It Hot” 
(which I would’ve skipped, along with 
“Rock ‘n Roll Ain’t Noise Pollution”), but 
for no-bullshit, bad-ass rock ‘n roll, AC/ 
DC are still one of the kings. 

Piling a lot of mileage on the car 
this summer for roadtrips and two end-of- 







month excursions had me on the Mass Pike heading 
for Springfield and Worcester, respectively. In Spring- 
field, it was Last In Line’s record release party, at the 
Fat Cat. LIL on their home turf means utter craziness. 
The “Dawn Of The Dead” motif was brought to life 
(sorry!) as some of their pals dressed like deranged hos¬ 
pital escapees and did the first zombie circle pit I’ve 
ever seen. Boiling over with aggression, but executed 
with spot-on tightness. This was their last show with 
their drummer Aaron, who’s heading off to college. The 
A-Team started things off with an aggressive hardcore 
showing. Same for The Strikers, who mix in an occa¬ 
sional older punk influence, as well. A Poor Excuse 
didn’t get as strong a response as some of the other 
bands, but Mike did his damndest to rile the crowd up 
and they remain a blistering unit and, if you have a short 
attention span, their songs fit the bill. Fit For Abuse 
weren’t quite as overpowering as at the Middle East a 
few months ago, but Matt Kelly knows how to com¬ 
mand a stage and feed off the audience’s energy. 

In Worcester, it was a hot, humid night for Avail, 
Dillinger Four and Leatherface in the upstairs room 
at the Palladium. My first time at this venue and it defi¬ 
nitely needs air conditioning. Sheesh! This show wasn’t 
even completely packed, either. The sound mix was 
spotty as well. But enough complaints. This was one of 
those evenings where one left feeling upbeat and satis¬ 
fied. Leatherface played a winning combination of old 
and new material, starting with “How Lonely.” Frankie’s 
glass-gargling vocals may not be for everyone, but I 
still think it’s an asset. Their version of the Police’s 
“Message In A Bottle” was a nice addition. D4 were 
better than at Bill’s in July and, yes, Paddy got nearly 
naked. No “Holy Shit” or “Great American,” but the 
full-on version of “Sally MacLenane” made up for it, 
as did their own wonderous compositions. Loose, but 
powerful. Avail have a new drummer in Ed Trask and 
the guy’s a powerhouse, a capable replacement for the 
departed Erik Larson. Avail mixed the new and old, 
themselves, bringing out strong repsonses for old faves 
like “Simple Song,” “Model,” “Scuffle Town” and 
opener “Order.” Working the audience into a gleeful 
frenzy. 
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RECORDS & CD'S 


All reviews by Al, except where indicated. 
Other reviewers: Jeff Bramhall, T. Chandler, 
Rachel Courtney, Steve Davis, David 
DelValle, Phil Lerman, Pat Lynch, Scott 
Munroe, Greg Pratt, Mike Ramek, Steev 
Riccardo, Jonathan Rowland, Marc Ruvolo, 
Jason Schreurs, Jane Simpkin, Andy 
Thurston, Chris Wissmuller. 

A GLOBAL THREAT-Until We Die (GMM) 

An enjoyable, quick-paced punk album. 
Catchy, thrashy songs with thoughtful lyrics 
about racism, corporate power and, closer to 
home, bullshit scene politics. Improvement is 
shown from their first EP, both in the 
songwriting and the superior sound quality. 
While there’s certainly a familiarity to this ap¬ 
proach (is anything truly original anymore?), 
AGT play with from-the-gut enthusiasm and 
there’s more to this band than just a fashion 
statement. (PO Box 15234, Atlanta, GA 30333) 

A PLANET FOR TEXAS-You Can Still 
Rock In America (Diaphragm) 

Bad-ass punk played at a speedy tempo, for 
the most part, and adding some shit-kickin’, 
yeehaw country, as well as poppier elements. 
There’s also a wise-assed wit at work, with the 
likes of “Big Cornbred Sonovabitch,” 
“Cowtippin”’ and “Snatching Kisses (And Vice- 
Versa).’’ A sense of sameness does evolve after 
awhile, but if they’re able to play up the nasty 
side a little more frequently, I might be curious 
to hear more. No lack of energy, at least. (2480 
Indianola Ave., Columbus, OH 43202) 

A POOR EXCUSE-Crashed Out, Wasted, 
Useless, Hated (ADD, EP) 

This band works quickly... a 7”, a split and 
now this 12 song disc (including an uncredited 
acoustic ditty, described as Josh’s tribute to GG 
Allin) in a short period of time. A Poor Excuse 
have quickly emerged as one of Boston’s hot¬ 
test bands. Fast, ripping hardcore connecting 
with hit and run forcefulness, as well as an un¬ 
derlying catchiness to the whole thing. Mike’s 
vocals are up-front, matched by the sharp, tight 
attack and the lyrics are equally to-the-point, 
exuding a defiance and a pride in being out of 
step with the world, as some old DC band once 
put it. Old-school? Yeah, and it’s time to enroll, 
again. (270 Central St., Hingham, MA 02043) 

A THOUSAND TIMES NO-Trust In Obso¬ 
lete (Baphomet) 

6 new songs and 5 from their self-released 
CD and these guys from Central Mass, are 
emerging as a fine band. Surging melodic 
hardcore and showing a musical and lyrical 
growth on the newer songs. The themes cover 
both scene-oriented material and personal nar¬ 
ratives (and someone bought a dictionary with 
words like “mendacity” and “aqueous”). Check 
this band out and check out the song on this 
issue’s CD. (207 N. Main St., Sharon, MA 
02067) 

A.C./INSULT-Split Live CD (Wicked Sick) 

The multi-talented Seth Putnam plays a part 
in both bands, barking out the vocals for AC 
and playing bass for Insult (he’s since been re¬ 
placed by another guy) and he released this fes¬ 
tering piece of aluminum. Live on the radio 
broadcasts for both bands, which each set cued 
up to one track, plus there’s an interview seg¬ 
ment with Insult that might annoy those of you 
who take offense at the gratuitous use of the 
word “gay.” Their castigation of a local record 
store owner for not buying any merch is nasty— 
and priceless, along with “Oh, you can’t say 
fuck on the radio,” after they’d said it about 6 
times. AC’s portion, from 1995, includes a 
healthy (?) chunk of their insufferable noise 
assault but then they take left turns into an oi 
version of “Stayin’ Alive,” one song with fal¬ 
setto vocals and the unforgettable “Art Fag.” 
Insult’s ravenous and ultra-fast hardcore is 
tightly executed and coupled with a nihilistic 
lyrical vision. Brutal, but not losing its musical 
focus. (PO Box 650101, W. Newton, MA 
02465) 


AC/DC-Stiff Upper Lip (Elektra) 

The most conservative band ever. AC/DC 
have essentially done the same thing, with a few 
variations, for a quarter century. Nothing but 
two guitars, bass, drums and the cat-in-heat 
yowl of Brian Johnson. I’m still into what they 
do, though. Sure, this isn’t going to replace their 
classic 70s work and I’ve admittedly preferred 
the Bon Scott era for this band. Sure, the lyrics 
say little, except for extollation of the music they 
play and a few lascivious double-entendres 
along the way, but the band’s bluesy, hard rock 
formula is something that refuses to go out of 
style and the title track, “Safe In New York City” 
and “Give It Up” are economical, to-the-point 
butt-kickers. Angus ‘n Malcom’s older brother, 
George Young, is back in the production seat 
for the first time since 1978’s “Powerage” (still 
my fave AC/DC album) and the sound rings out 
clear, with no studio trickery or gimmicks. So 
shove your alt-rock-metal-techno-low tuned shit 
straight up the poop chute, ‘cause the old-tim¬ 
ers are back on the prowl. 

ACTIVE INGREDIANTS-Balls Out Way Of 
Life (Firmament, EP) 

Hoo boy... balls-out is one way to describe 
it. And they take it literally with the cover photo, 
but I don’t think I need to go into more detail. 
Ribald? Offensive? Scatological? Sexist? All of 
the above? Now you’re on the track. 9th grade 
homy humor set to a punchy west coast hardcore 
soundtrack. It’s the dilemma that I know this 
stuff is incredibly regressive, but giggle at its 
childishness. I hope they’re kidding, with the 
likes of “Jail Bait Fuck” or “Dicktait.” The 
Mentors were funnier, if you want the ultimate 
in neanderthal bile. (PO Box 420484, SF, CA 
94142) 

ADAMANTIUM-When It Rains, It Pours 
(Indecision) 

Howlings from within... Adamantium emit 
the pain with a deliberate, metal-plated hardcore 
sound. Intricate, dramatic and melodic, at times. 
Not completely wallowing in the slog and things 
speed up to a medium pace (and perk up no¬ 


ticeably) for “Breaking The Connection.” That 
song also adds a tuneful coda. “Defiance” also 
has some explosive elements, as well. Definitely 
some potent elements here, albeit in a 
remainingly-heavy framework. (PO Box 5781, 
Huntington Beach, CA 92615) 

AFI-The Art Of Drowning (Nitro) 

As with “Black Sails,” AFI continue to at¬ 
tempt a more adventurous hybrid of hardcore, 
melody and heaviness. And there are some 
songs here that are difficult to stomach. At least 
for this die-hard punk. The ballads “6 to 8” and 
“Momingstar” are the tunes of which I speak 
and there are some overwrought arrangements 
elsewhere. Still, give AFI credit for imbuing 
their music with a sense of drama and when 
they hit the surge button, things liven up quickly. 
“Sacrifice Theory” rides a shit-hot bass-line and 
thrashy tempo. Still, having seen these guys live, 
I think that’s the way AFI are best experienced, 
because there’s a certain air of pretense to their 
recent recordings I find unappealing. (7071 
Warner Ave., Suite F, PMB 736, Huntington 
Beach, CA 92647) 

AGAINST ALL AUTHORITY-24 Hour 
Roadside Resistance (Hopeless) 

AGAINST ALL AUTHORITY/CRIMI- 
NALS-Exchange (Sub City, EP) 

Against All Authority get leaner and meaner 
with “24 Hour Roadside Resistance.” Homs 
only appear sporadically and the music is 
mainly created by the core trio—a power trio, 
to describe it more accurately. A full-out punk 
attack, punctuated with ska and reggae ele¬ 
ments, but this band have clearly moved in an 
increasingly assaultive direction. Danny Lore’s 
vocals emanate venom and outrage on such is¬ 
sues as carcinogens in the enviroment (Stron¬ 
tium 90 in particular), restrictions of speech, 
crackdowns on so-called “whistleblowers” of 
corporate crime and, closer to home, violent 
elements in the punk/hardcore scene and get¬ 
ting rousted by the pigs on the way to a show. 
With all this anger, AAA’s music still manages 
to create a feeling of uplift, an energetic release. 
Their best album to date. The split with the now- 
defunct Criminals preceded the new AAA al¬ 
bum and features the ‘ol trick of each band cov¬ 
ering a song by the other. AAA rip it out with a 
hard-driving blend of punk and ska. “The Wet 


Foot Policy” is a decent bit of dub reggae with 
provocative lyrics about Cuban refugees arriv¬ 
ing on US soil. The Criminals were a top-notch 
punk band, themselves. Unrestrained energy 
and sharp words. It’s also the duel of the snarl¬ 
ing vocalists, as Danny and Jesse both sonically 
expectorate with feeling. Some proceeds ben¬ 
efit the Berkeley Free Clinic and the NEED 
needle exchange program in that city and each 
are extremely worthwhile causes. (PO Box 
7495, Van Nuys, CA 91409-7495) 

AGENT STEEL-Omega Conspiracy (Metal 
Blade) 

As the song from Rocky Horror goes, let’s 
do the Time Warp again. Last seen in 1987, 
before being abducted by aliens, Agent Steel is 
back, but without long-lost (in more ways than 
one) legendary vocalist John Cyriss. Musically, 
this stacks up with Agent Steel’s previous three 
mid-80s releases (what, you don’t own “Mad 
Locust Rising”?). Power metal all the way, 
baby! New and hopefully saner vocalist Bruce 
Hall has the appropriate high-end vocal wail 
needed to get the job done. Founding members 
Bemie Versailles and Juan Garcia crank out the 
fast riffs. Heavy on the soloing and the rhythm 
section is rock solid, if a tad double bass-heavy.. 
Lyrically, Hall writes second-rate Sci-Fi chan¬ 
nel material that’s almost as bizarre as Cyriss’ 
lyrics. Silly lyrics aside, Agent Steel rocks and 
“Omega Conspiracy” is a good listen. Better 
listen soon, since the conspiracy will end the 
world on the dawn of the new millenium, Jan. 
1,2001. (2828 W. Cochran St., PMB 302, Simi 
Valley, CA 93065) (Andy) 

ALABAMA THUNDER PUSSY-Constella- 
tion (Man’s Ruin) 

A slightly diffuse ATP effort. They take over 
an hour to state their piece—this woulda been 
a double LP gatefold if on vinyl—and while 
the emphasis is still on loud boogie rock with a 
southern tinge, more acoustic guitar and key¬ 
boards show up this time. Got unhealthy im¬ 
ages of Skynyrd on “1/4 Mile” with the piano, 
for instance. On the other hand, such tracks as 
“Crying Out Loud,” the pumped-up “Middle 
Finger Salute” and “Obsari” (with Deep Purple- 
ish organ) do crank the volume nicely. Johnny’s 
stentorian vocals remain a strong asset and, 
when the urge to rock hits 'em, ATP sound for¬ 
midable. I just don’t like the softer diversions, 
purist that I am. (610 22nd St., #302, SF, CA 
94107) 

ALKALINE TRIO-Maybe I’ll Catch Fire 
(Asian Man) 

Poppy punk with some depth, although there 
are smoother inclinations that I find less-savory. 
This Chicago three-piece (as if you couldn’t tell) 
get off to a start with the percolating catchiness 
of “Keep ‘Em Coming” and “Madamme,” then 
the surge fades for awhile and Matt Skiba’s 
mannered croon becomes an increasing detri¬ 
ment. It’s not so bad when the juice is turned 
up and they do recover from the mid-album dip 
for the feistier “5-3-10-4.” A little rougher and 
tougher and these guys couldn’t be stopped. At 
the moment, they walk a stylistic tightrope. (PO 
Box 35585, Monte Soreno, CA 95030) 

ALL-Problematic (Epitaph) 

The ALL machine just keeps on rolling 
along... no experimenting, no major surprises, 
just a workmanlike craft for ear-catching pop/ 
punk, along with more abrasive impulses. The 
lyrics remain sharp and above the norm. Some¬ 
times conveying a bitterness or sourness (“I got 
class... resentment!”), approaching middle age 
and wondering if they’re going to end up “like 
Ward Cleaver.” On the other hand, there’s an 
affirmation of sorts, stating that “if there’s 
nothin’ to live for, then maybe it’s time to find 
something to live for and live your life.” Simple, 
but true. As always, crack musicianship 
throughout. You know what you’re getting, but 
the quality remains high. (2798 Sunset Blvd., 
LA, CA 90026) 

ALLIGATOR GUN-Over And Out (Offtime) 

In the mid-90s, I was really into this Mil¬ 
waukee band and they’re still appealing. Sting¬ 
ing, melodic punk with a hard-hitting backbeat, 
surging guitars and in-the-pocket hooks. Acces¬ 
sible and yearning, but also delivering a solid 
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kick where necessary, particularly on lead-off 
track “Wink.” I may not listen to the pop stuff 
quite as much as back then, but Alligator Gun 
have the arranging skills and bum to make me 
remember that being poppy doesn’t necessar¬ 
ily mean you suck. (PO Box 479176, Chicago, 
IL 60647) 

AMAZING CROWNS-Royal (Time Bomb) 

The Crowns return with their second full 
length which in my opinion, is Time Bomb’s 
best release to date. They get right down to their 
boogie business with opening track, “Still 
Royal,” the title of which is an obvious allusion 
to their unplanned name change (which was 
forced upon them by an infinitely inferior band). 
The boys have really tightened up their 
rockabilly chops in a way that can only be ac¬ 
complished by heavy touring. The songs have 
a comfortable feel without sacrificing 
spontanaeity or excitement. Forget the hordes 
of mediocre nuevo-wavo rockabilly combos 
currently clogging your clubs cuz TTie Amaz¬ 
ing Crowns can dish out the flamin’ groovitude 
with the best of ‘em. Also, you must see the 
fabulous cover painting by The Mekon’s John 
Langford. (David) 

AMENDMENT EIGHTEEN-All My Heroes 
Are Dead (New Age) 

Pushing thirty or past it and still flying the 
sXe hardcore banner. A-18 includes ex-Chorus 
Of Disapproval vocalist Isaac Golub, drummer 
Steve Insted abd New Age honcho/Outspoken 
guitarist Mike. Hard ‘n fast hardcore, mixing 
thrash, double-speed blasts and heavier ele¬ 
ments into a seamless, surging assault. They do 
claim that “the days of judging are behind us ", 
but still point the occasional accusatory finger, 
such as a not-too-disguised diatribe against Dan 
O’Mahony on “Ink Bleeds Through.” Playing 
it the way they know and delivering the high- 
powered goods. A purity untainted by current 
musical trends. (PO Box 136, Agoura Hills, CA 
91376-0136) 

AMERICAN HEARTBREAK-Postcards 
From Hell (Coldfront/Sin City) 

All-american music, in a way... this west 
coast band (with ex-New Englander/Tripwire 
member Lance Boone on vocals) have a hook- 
filled power-pop slam here and, except for the 
occasionally gushy moment, there’s a rocking 
drive to the compositions. A little glammy, a 
little punky, definitely on the polished side, but 
not detracting from the enjoyability factor. 
“Please Kill Me” quotes the guitar signature 
from Cheap Trick’s “Clock Strikes Ten” and 
these guys are certainly on the same page. And 
they’ve got the right idea more often than not. 
(PO Box 8345, Berkeley, CA 94707) 

AMERICAN NIGHTMARE (Bridge Nine, 
EP) 

A crushing debut by this new Boston band 
with ex-Ten Yard Fight guitarist Tim Cossar. 
Raging, fast hardcore with blood-pumping riffs 
and urgent vocals from Wes. The lyrics expose 
torment about loneliness and faded relationships 
and friendships. One gets the feeling the writer 
has been hurt badly and this is a way to exor¬ 
cise some demons. A mighty effective way, I 
might add. A classic hardcore sound, but sound¬ 
ing far from stale. Cool packaging, by the way, 
with an eye-catching fold-out/lyric insert made 
by Jacob from Converge. (PO Box 990052, 
Boston, MA 02199-0052) 

AMERICAN STEEL-Rogue’s March (Look¬ 
out) 

Haphazard and uneven, at times, but this Bay 
Area band have enough charged elements and 
approach their music with such an abundance 
of gut-wrenching gusto that it keeps me listen¬ 
ing. A collision of emotional punk, melody and 
a few ska and reggae riffs along the way. They’re 
on the right road for the power-surge of “Loaded 
Gun,” “Graveyards” (the strongest track here) 
and the stirring “Whisky, Women And 
Blackguarding (Ain’t No Cure For A Broken 
Heart).” The lengthy “Parting Glass,” on the 
other hand, is an example of where it gets pon¬ 
derous. But the guitars are kept loud, through¬ 
out, and Ruairi and Ryan both favor the gutteral, 
impassioned vocal style. American Steel en¬ 
gaged in the same sort of musical jumbling on 


their debut album and it continues with 
“Rogue’s March.” It’s not predictable or for¬ 
mulaic and the lyrics are pointed, while also 
having a certain poeticism or romanticism. I still 
think they can sharpen all these elements into 
an even more cohesive expression, but there’s a 
solid foundation already. (PO Box 11374, Ber¬ 
keley, CA 94701) 

AMP 176/ANGELS IN THE ARCHITEC- 
TURE-Split EP (One Percent) 

Two emo-pop bands, with Amp 176 being a 
fairly new unit and Angels having just split up. 
Coming ‘n going. Swirling and melodic, al¬ 
though each band has a fairly strong backbeat. 
A pleasant guitar glow to complement the spir¬ 
ited drumming and nice minor key chord shifts, 
but I’m still left wanting something a bit more 
overpowering. (PO Box 141048, Minneapolis, 
MN 55414-1048) 

ANGER-State Of NJ vs. Anger (HOA/Black 
Pumpkin) 

This is what we call a quick-hitter... 21 ob¬ 
noxious, sarcastic, not-exactly PC punk tunes 
from this New Jersey band. Taking a poke at all 
those loser Jets’ fans, although if they lived in 
New England, they’d probably say the same 
thing about the Patriots’ fanatics... and I do love 
my Patriots, so maybe that’s a little close to 
home. High energy compositions mixing in a 
little rock ‘n roll and hard rock along the way 
and Terry Torino’s vocals ooze sarcasm and 
melodrama in one take-it-or-leave-it package. 
I’ll take it. (PO Box 442, Pompton Lakes, NJ 
07442) 

ANNALISE-Tour Issue (Ding Dong Ditch) 

Standard rocking fare from this UK power- 
pop quintet, relying heavily on the more up¬ 
beat formula reminiscent of early Samiam and 
very early Jawbreaker. There are some engag¬ 
ing songs here, the muscular “Everybody Wants 
To Be A Star,” the bitterly reflective “Always 
18” and “Selling Sand To The Arabs.” The bone 
dry production gives the songs little room to 
produce their potential power. A little yawny at 
times, but these Brits gone bitter weave a con¬ 
vincing enough tapestry of disenchantment (PO 
Box 2409, Kalamazoo, MI 49003-2409) (Nick) 

ANN BERETTA-To All Our Fallen Heroes 
(Lookout) 

A catchy rockin’ rollin’ punk rockifyin’ al¬ 
bum by Richmond’s Ann Beretta. They get off 
great guns (sorry) with the anthemic “Fire In 
The Hole” and “Eye For An Eye.” A strong 1-2 
punch and “Untitled” and “Burning Bridges” 
pack the hooks, as well—the latter song has 
horn flourishes that don’t detract (courtesy of 
Less Than Jake). Sometimes, there’s a stretch— 
the less-than-savory country ballad “Ven¬ 
geance” or the umpteenth cover of Cheap 
Trick’s “Surrender,” for instance. That band has 
more of a legacy than that, folks. Anyway, a 
good mix of guitar ring, intelligent lyrics that 
stick in your head and strong chops. Accessible 
as hell and a little sap oozes out on occasion, 
but not overwhelmingly so. The best songs here 
make up for it. (PO Box 11374, Berkeley, CA 
94701) 

ANOTHER REASON-Take Control (Cru¬ 
cial Response, EP) 

Hey, a band from Sweden who don’t sound 
as though they should have a Dis- prefix or are 
on a 70s rock ‘n roll bender. Nope, this band 
play hard/fast straight-edge hardcore. Guitars 
that chug and sweep, high-velocity tempos and 
nettled vocals barking out the black ‘n white 
words. X’s on the hand, rippling muscular bod¬ 
ies, some adorned with tattoos or sporting bas¬ 
ketball-style jerseys. Then there’s the obliga¬ 
tory “roots” cover, this time being SSD’s 
“Glue.” Not a shred of originality, but they do 
have a tight, surging sound. (Kaisersfeld 98, 
46047 Oberhausen, GERMANY) 

ANTHEM EIGHTY EIGHT-Define A Life¬ 
time (No Idea) 

Steve Heritage from Assuck has found an¬ 
other way to explore the hardcore roots, besides 
his involvement with the acapella Jud Jud. This 
is surging, explosive thrash with a thick guitar 
sound, harsh vocals and an unrelenting fervor. 
The dirtiness in the sound prevents it from 


sounding too pat—the crossover/metal inclina¬ 
tions lurk in the shadows, albeit without any 
leads or wank. Just hard ‘n fast throughout, with 
no let up in the barrage. As well-worn as the 
hooded sweatshirt in the closet, but with an 
added dose of anger and kind of side-stepping 
the whole youth crew ambiance, regardless of 
their chosen monkier. (PO Box 14636, 
Gainesville, FL 32604) 

ANTIDOTE-My Life (Charged) 

Not the NYC Antidote, but a Dutch punk 
band with a loud, fast, spiky sound, although 
none of ‘em have mohawks or big hair. An early 
80s UK style, along the lines of the Exploited 
or Riot City bands, or even their pals the Casu¬ 
alties (this is on Jake’s label), played at a lively 
clip. Direct and to-the-point lyrics and song 
titles: “Let’s Get Drunk,” “Fuck Politics,” 
“Punkrock For Sale” and “Fuck You.” 20 pogo- 
ready cuts. (PO Box 157, High Bridge, NJ 
18829) 

ANTI-HEROS-1000 Nights Of Chaos 
(Taang) 

The Anti-Heros in all their live glory, in front 
of an adoring audience. These boys sure do like 
to provoke and chafe against PC sensibilities 
and I do get annoyed at the reactionary nature 
of some of their lyrics (the gay potshots on 
“Hurricane Bubba” and “Fuck Hollywood,” for 
instance). Yet, for all the baggage, there’s a clas¬ 
sic rock ‘n roll sense merged with the fast punk 
sound and Mark Noah is an effective bellower. 
I’d admit there’s something almost endearing 
to the hearty “1-2-Fuck You” that Mark starts 
one song with. A song called “Oi” that’s not an 
oi-sounding song, but a kickass punk tune. The 
Anti-Heros are all-American boys and their 
musical style largely sidesteps any sort of UK 
influence, except for the cover of the Clash’s 
“White Riot.” A pretty comprehensive career 
retrospective, done raw. (706 Pismo Ct., San 
Diego, CA 92109) 

ARMORED SAINT-Revelation (Metal 
Blade) 

Admittedly, 8 years between albums is quite 
a long time, but vocalist John Bush has been 
busy in Anthrax, so you’ll have to excuse Ar¬ 
mored Saint. Anything resembling rust is 
blasted away with opening song “Pay Dirt,” with 
its frantic riffing, concise soloing and Bush’s 
formidable vocals. Over the course of the 12 
tracks, Armored Saint reintroduce us to heavy 
metal as it’s meant to be played. Slow and 
brooding on “Damaged,” sad and wistful on 
“Upon My Departure” or, surprisingly, in Span¬ 
ish on “No Me Digas.” A good disc and I hope 
we won’t have to wait 8 more years for another. 
(2828 W. Cochran St., PMB 302, Simi Valley, 
CA 93065) (Mike) 

ARTIMUS PYLE-Civil Dead (Prank, EP) 

Lynyrd Skynyrd named their band after a 
gym teacher in their high school. Artimus Pyle 
have named their band after a member of Lynyrd 
Skynyrd. No covers of “Sweet Home Alabama” 
or “Free Bird,” though. This is a thick, thunder¬ 
ing hardcore onslaught with slow buildups trad¬ 
ing off with double-speed, blazing thrash. 
Crushing stuff with a dark intensity and one 
song, “Injustice Of North County,” has lyrics 
written by a homeless person from their home¬ 
town of San Francisco. Not a lot of uplift in the 
lyrics, just ruminations on greed, gentrification, 
a lack of compassion... it’s not always specifi¬ 
cally stated as such, but considering what I’ve 
heard about the gentrification process in SF, the 
increase in homelessness and the 
criminalization of poverty, it’s a pretty safe 
guess Artimus Pyle’s lyrics are greatly inspired 
by their surroundings. The anger is transmitted 
quite effectively in the band’s full-barrel blast. 
(PO Box 410892, SF, CA 94141-0892) 

ARRIVALS-Goodbye New World (Thick) 

Debut album from this Chigago trio. Mus¬ 
cular punk/hardcore with the nessesary melody 
to contend with any band out there doing this 
sort of thing. The influnces are sort of proudly 
wom-on-sleeve, the most obvious ones being 
Husker Dii and Social Distortion. But these boys 
pull it off with tightness and power on their side. 

I don’t really hear anything new, but it’s well 
done enough to make it substantial. Pick it up 


if you see it. (409 N. Wolcott Ave. Chicago, IL 
60622) (Nick) 

AS FRIENDS RUST-The Fists Of Time 
(Doghouse, EP) 

Somewhere between emo and hardcore and 
not a bad place to be. As Friends Rust’s songs 
have an urgency and melodic fervor. Occasion¬ 
ally drifting into angst-ridden melodramatics, 
but I detect a sense of humor when they wed 
the Circle Jerks’ “Operation” to an emo-ish ar¬ 
rangement. Fucking clever. There’s an edge here 
that I hope remains over time. (PO Box 8946, 
Toledo, OH 43623) 

ASSAILANTS-Modern Technology (Upstart 
Productions) 

Pissed-off punk from the west coast. The 
Assailants, judging by the photos on the fold- 
out, leave the fashion largely behind (although 
a lot of their friends are spiky ‘n studded), but 
play in a similar vein as the Casualties, Unseen, 
etc... fast and aggressive, but with catchy 
singalong bits. Inspired by the UK bands, but 
adding their own American stamp to it. Favor¬ 
ing a raw, twin guitar sound and storming 
through a dozen ragers in under half an hour. 
Just good ‘ol punk rock that gets the adrenalin 
pumping. (65A W.Madison Ave., #254, 
Dumont, NJ 07628) 

ATARIS/USELESS I.D.-Let It Burn (Kung 
Fu) 

The Ataris’ material consists of outtakes, 
comp tracks and demos. The short, fast songs 
are marginally better than other stuff I’ve heard 
from this band, but it’s still pro-forma Cali pop/ 
punk, mining the NUFAN sound for all it’s 
worth and remaining squishy/soft. Isreali band 
Useless I.D. offer basically the same type of 
thing. You’d think living as fucked up a place 
as there, they’d want to play angrier music. 
Guess not. (920 N. Citrus Ave., Hollywood, CA 
90038) 

AT THE DRIVE-IN-Relationship Of Com¬ 
mand (Grand Royal) 

The HYPE on this band can be smelled from 
a mile away (can you say “buzz band”?). An air 
of importance, as if something unique and dif¬ 
ferent is about to sprung on the music-loving 
public. Well, ATDI are a pretty far-ranging band, 
a collison of influences and the hooks do sneak 
in, often when you least expect them. Dramatic, 
nervy post-punk rock that exudes a feverish 
energy and Cedric’s vocals are over-the-top. On 
the other hand, it gets muddled, at times, and 
the techno-isms for “Enfilade” have got to go. 
The piano ballad “Non-Zero Possibility” is plain 
weak. With “Quarantined,” the intro sounds 
more like Jane’s Addiction than I’d care for 
these days. Still, it’s kind of cool getting Iggy 
to join in on vocals for “Rolodex Propaganda.” 
Ultimately, it’a a mixed reaction... sometimes, 
these guys sound they’re trying a bit too hard. 

AUTOMATIC 7-Beggar’s Life (Vagrant) 

This was my first time hearing this 3 piece 
and unfortunately, it really didn’t do much for 
me. Automatic 7 play mid-tempo rock n roll 
with a little punk thrown in the mix not unlike 
the slower Social Distortion stuff. It wasn’t bad 
at all, but something about this disc just couldn’t 
grab a hold of me and keep my attention. I can’t 
help but mention Social D in the vocal depart¬ 
ment as well, because singer John Hulett sounds 
incedibly similar to Mike Ness. I don’t mind 
this style of music, but I just couldn’t get into 
this release, and it’s killing me that I can’t pin¬ 
point the missing ingriedient. I’d have to say 
try it out for yourself, because it’s a decent band. 
It just didn’t have me jumping around my apart¬ 
ment like a song that really hits me would. (2118 
Wilshire Blvd., #361, Santa Monica, CA 90403) 
(Pat) 

AUTOMATICS-Murder Suicide (Just Add 
Water) 

The Automatics really tear the roof off with 
this, their third full length. I have been a fan for 
some time now and I had a gotten a little tired 
of their 45 second Ramonesey blasts. This al¬ 
bum has tunes creeping right up to the two 
minute mark and showing a heavier, harder punk 
influence. They’re still plenty poppy but I catch 
myself reaching for this when I need a fix of 






early 80’s LA hardcore. A beefier guitar sound 
makes this disc easier to listen to at high vol¬ 
ume than some of their earlier releases. The 
songwriting and playing has improved to the 
point that they almost sound like a different 
band. The only thing that could make this disc 
better would be if they yelled “Kick out the 
jams, motherfucker!” to start it off. (PO Box 
420661, SF, CA 94142) (David) 

AVAIL-One Wrench (Fat) 

An Avail album is always an impassioned 
affair and “One Wrench” doesn’t make one want 
to reassess that statement. Avail’s first album in 
two years, the first for their new label and with 
drummer Ed Trask replacing Erik Larson. While 
not the out ‘n out classic that “Dixie” or “Over 
The James” were (and I’m still looking for an 
anthem on the level of “Virus” or “Scuffle 
Town”), the heartfelt vocals, solid harmonies 
and crush of guitars, bass and drums are imme¬ 
diately familiar. They haven’t gone soft. Tune¬ 
ful as always, but reinforced with a power rush. 
The lyrics seem to be gazing inward more than 
in the past, exploring personal betrayals, but 
standing strong in the end. It’s not just navel 
gazing, though—“Fast One” does address 
what’s lost with the onset of suburban sprawl. 
Several years into this punk rock game and still 
connecting on a musical and emotional level. 
(PO Box 193690, SF, CA 94119) 

AWKWARD THOUGHT-Mayday (Black¬ 
out) 

Backs against the wall and lashing out with 
a venomous, UK-leaning punk style. Kind of a 
thrashy combination of the politico bands— 
Flux and Conflict, along with a the thrash of 
the Varukers or early Exploited. Sandpapery 
vocals, buzzy guitars and speedy drumming to 
go along with the outspoken sentiments. Seems 
to be a little more bum than the pogo-driven 
units. (PO Box 1575, NY, NY 10009) 

AXIOM-Apathy and Privelege (Tribal War) 

First 12” release for Axiom and it has the 
standard Tribal War elaborate packaging, with 
a poster and booklet of lyrics and essays about 
the issues at hand. 6 songs and a lengthy spo¬ 
ken passage by Mike Antipathy. His rant (that’s 
the best description) comes after the first two 
songs, a slap in the face meant to wake up so- 
called anarcho or politically aware punks out 
their satisfied complacency. Piddly, feel-good 
activism he calls it, transparent political rheto¬ 
ric, political impotence. What does he advise? 
Direct action, taking control, to create an alter¬ 
native, to become proactive instead of reactive. 
He admits it sounds ridiculous, but states people 
don’t take advantage of their privelege to affect 
change or choose to ignore it. It’s a soliloquy 
that expresses pointed disgust with an insidi¬ 
ous neo-liberal economic system and consoli¬ 
dation of power, wondering why people in the 
scene aren’t doing more than collecting records 
and wearing political slogans on their jackets, 
but not living up to those sentiments. Harsh 
words, and I’m quite skeptical about the work¬ 
ability of an anarchist alternative, but it makes 
me feel, at least, that I could always be doing 
more to make the world better. Axiom dish out 
some harsh music, too. Throat-grabbing 
crustcore with gutteral vocals and wall o’ thrash/ 
metallic sound, along with the intensely politi¬ 
cal lyrics. They get slightly more melodic for 
the intro and conclusion of “This Isn’t Life,” 
leading into and out of the chordal pillage. Im¬ 
passioned and hammering in both word and 
music. (1951 W. Burnside #1936, Portland, OR 
97209) 

BAD LUCK 13 RIOT EXTRAVAGANZA- 
We Kill Children (Too Damn Hype) 

The infamous BL13RE and an album with 
studio and live material. I guess the live thing 
is quite a spectacle, with blood, guts, violence, 
fire, smashed tables and god knows what else. 
Also, stage banter peppered with “pussy,” 
“homo” and “faggot” epithets, in reference to 
the crowd’s apparent lack of testicular fortitude 
or what have you and methinks they protest too 
much. Bludgeoning, nasty metal-core featuring 
ruthless heavy riffing and and murderous vo¬ 
cals and lyrical matter. Some titles: ’’Stabbin’ 
You Up,” “We Kill Children,” “Homicide” and 
“The Columbine High Alma Mater”—I guess 


it was a matter of time for the latter. The cover 
of Ice-T’s “Midnight” on the live portion is a 
nice surprise and “Shallow Grave” provides a 
speedy barrage but, in all honesty, not much else 
here really entices. (PO Box 15793, Philadel¬ 
phia, PA 19103) 

BALD RAPUNZEL-Diazepam (Slowdime) 

Oh sure, Bald Rapunzel are a DC band and, 
yeah, they’ve toured with Fugazi but the band’s 
sound is altogether too smooth and dreamy to 
be immediately lumped alongside their more 
abrasive brethren. While turning the guitars up 
to 11 and screaming the truths of your oh-so- 
tortured vegan soul is by no means the only for¬ 
mula for musical success, the very things which 
make “Diazepam” so disparate from other re¬ 
leases from the DC collective are, in this case, 
its undoing. Not only is there no power achieved 
through volume and angst, but the lyrical, mu¬ 
sical and sonic content is, by and large, utterly 
forgettable. When Bonnie Schlegal’s sleepy 
vocals take a much-needed nap and Bald 
Rapunzel goes the instrumental route, the songs 
get a bit edgier and, consequently, more inter¬ 
esting but it’s still nothing to get too excited 
about. Perhaps those who favor the more ethe¬ 
real, atmospheric side of things would get more 
out of Bald Rapunzel. (PO Box 414, Arlington, 
VA 22210) (Chris) 

BANE-It All Comes Down To This (Equal 
Vision) 

I remember I once got a letter to the editor 
criticizing me for overuse of the world cathar¬ 
tic. Or was it vitriolic? Well, no matter... there’s 
certainly a sense of catharsis channelled through 
Bane’s music, from the dramatic and powerful 
arranging, moving from full-on thrash to heavier 
and somber terrains (the acoustic passages have 
got to go, though). A muscular assault provided 
by all 4 musicians and reinforced with Aaron 
Bedard’s commanding vocals. Storming out of 
the gate for “Fuck What You Heard” and equally 
charged for “My Cross To Bear,” “The Paint 
Chips Away” and “A Bridge Too Far.” Probing, 
personal lyrics that stay away from black & 
white obviousness. Kudos are also necessary 
for the 24 page booklet of striking photos, 
mostly from the Vietnam War. Sometimes, mu¬ 
sical complexity in hardcore dilutes the direct¬ 
ness but that’s hardly the case here. (PO Box 
14, Hudson, NY 12534) 

BANGS-Sweet Revenge (Kill Rock Stars) 

Catchy three chord punk from two women 
and one guy and kicking Donna’s ass, if you 
know what I mean. Tough, as well as upbeat 
and hook-filled at the core. No pre-packaged 
sheen, but a lively-sounding exuberance. Bo¬ 
nus points for the not-so-subtle ripoff of 
Courtney LoveHole on “Undo Everything,” 
which borrows a little from the talentless-one’s 
“Violet.” Kyle provides a stirring, propulsive 
backbeat for the tunes and there’s an engaging 
mix of powerchords and nerviness. Plus a cover 
of Cheap Trick’s “Southern Girls.” Poppy, with¬ 
out being fluffy. (120 NE State St., #418, Olym¬ 
pia, WA 98501) 

BAR FEEDERS-Pour For Four, Por Favor 
(Fastmusic) 

Easily the best release so far on the 
Fastmusic label. Revved-up punk and hardcore 
with an aura of craziness, unpredictability, in¬ 
telligence and devil-may-care attitude all 
wrapped up together. Some of the speed assaults 
threaten to fly off the track in a blurry, drunken 
haze—following the hilarious camp-song 
acapella “I Am A Villain,” they follow it up with 
the pure blaze of “$ 18 For A $5 Filter” and 
“Fuckface.” “Toolshed” and “I Miss Attica” are 
a couple more enjoyably hellacious burners. The 
song titles have a high degree of creativity— 
”32 Short Songs About Waking Up Naked,” 
“We Can Sleep In The Ambulance On The Way 
To The Hospital,” “Hours Of Harmonious Com¬ 
position”—and they’re slices of life about vari¬ 
ous obsessions, life on the road (a continuing 
theme) and drunken exploits, of course. In the 
high speed onslaught, bits of melody sneak in 
where you least expect it. A wanton musical 
demolition joyride. (401 Broadway, #2011, NY, 
NY 10013) 

BEATNIK TERMITES-Bubblecore (Recess) 

This is the 2nd full length by this Cleveland 


pop trio. Fans should expect more of the same, 
but there are more-polished vocal melodies this 
time around. If you are not familiar with the 
Termites, they are a three chord pop-punk band. 
Not as scatological as The Queers but slightly 
harsher than The Ramones. If the day you dis¬ 
covered Cheap Trick is important to you, then 
picking up this disc is imperative. (PO Box 
1112, Torrance, CA 90505) (David) 

BEEFCAKE-Rejected (Fearless) 

Beefcake hail from Orange County, but not 
the Orange County you think. Sounding incon¬ 
spicuously like a west coast band, these New 
Yorkers play fast and furious punk rock remi¬ 
niscent at times of Blink-182 and Bad Religion. 
The songs (all fifteen of them) are catchy and 
very danceable, the playing is better than ad¬ 
equate and they even do a nifty cover of Cheap 
Trick’s “Surrender.” There is nothing ground¬ 
breaking here, and the naked asses on the in¬ 
side of the disc aren’t the most attractive I have 
ever seen but, overall, Beefcake, with tongue 
firmly stuck in cheek, supply some nice poppy 
punk (13772 Golden west St. #545, Westminster, 
CA 92683) (Steev) 

BEERZONE-They Came, They Saw, They 
Conquered (Flat/TKO) 

...they drank, they played, they vomited huh? 
That’s what it says on the back cover, anyway. 
Witty, tuneful punk that doesn’t take itself too 
seriously. The classic punk instincts come into 
play most obviously in their appropriation of 
the Undertones’ “Jimmy Jimmy” for their own 
“Gazza Gazza.” Kind of along the same lines 
as the Toy Dolls after a few too many pints and 
the bonus live track includes a yobbo rendition 
of “Nellie The Elephant” and the zillionth cover 
of “Ace Of Spades.” Unafraid to be silly and 
completely bemused by this wacky world we 
live in. Moderately entertaining. (PO Box 
697504, Quincy, MA 02269) 

BERZERK-Theyreaftame (Recess) 

Manic, tantrum-expelling thrash. Berzerk 
release a lot of pent up anger and do so with a 
ravaging assault and Joanne Spice’s agitated 
vocals. Furious and aggressive, but also exhib¬ 
iting a high degree of musical precision. 
“Struggle” adds a punishing heaviness. Serious 
topics dealing with sexism, education and ani¬ 
mal rights, to name a few. (PO Box 1112, Tor¬ 
rance, CA 90505) 

BIERPATRIOTEN-Geh’ Mit Gott (Bad 
Dog) 

I can’t understand a word that Schulle emits, 
but his harsh German vocals indicate he’s 
mighty pissed off about something. A mix of 
thrash, oi, punk and metal and executed best 
for the fast, potent title track. Not a one trick 
pony—hell, the last song is a surfy instrumen¬ 
tal. Musically accomplished, but remaining 
edgy and hard-hitting. (PO Box 61 06 41,10937 
Berlin, GERMANY) 

BLACK CAT MUSIC-This Is The New Ro¬ 
mance (Cheetah’s, EP)/The Only Thing We’ll 
Ever Be Is All Alone (Cheetah’s) 

Can’t generate a lot of enthusiasm for this 
EP or full-length, after a few listens. The fact 
that there’s member(s?) of the Criminals in¬ 
volved caught my interest, but Black Cat Mu¬ 
sic comes from a different direction. Decidedly 
more rock-sounding, although not slavish to one 
muse— on the EP, “Journal Square Train” has 
a Birthday Party-like swagger, “Lloyd, I 
Would’ve Done The Same” conjures up a Cult¬ 
like hard rock, while “Red Velvet and Roses” 
has a folksier early 80s indy rock sound. None 
of this sucks outright—and the lyrics have a 
vivid imagery—but it’s not that attention-grab¬ 
bing, either. A similar hodge-podge for the al¬ 
bum, with some rootsy material, straight-ahead 
rock, along with less successful forays into jazzy 
territory and a dragged-out ballad for a conclu¬ 
sion. Not sure what they’re trying to accom¬ 
plish, exactly. (PO Box 4442, Berkeley, CA 
94704) 

BLIND SOCIETY-Our Future’s Looking 
Bleak (Outsider) 

Remember how Slapshot sang about having 
a chip on their shoulder. That’s Blind Society’s 
state of mind, as well. I guess living in Jersey 


will do that to you. Anyway, raging, pissed-off 
punk with two hoarse-voiced vocalists barking 
out the words of hostility. These guys don’t see 
much to look forward to and use the ‘ol musi¬ 
cal soapbox to make those sentiments known, 
reinforced with a combination of aggressive 
thrash and oi-tinged moments. The mid-tempo 
“Working Class Enemy” has an anthem-styled 
fervor. Not a bleak musical future, at least. (PO 
Box 92708, Long Beach, CA 90809) 

BLOOD DRAINED COWS (Triple X) 

Gregg Turner, former writer for such rock 
rags as Creem and Forced Exposure and a 
founding member of the Angry Samoans, has 
graced us with his most 60’s punk- influenced 
release to date. This CD give us a dozen fuzzed- 
out numbers in the vein of Texas psychedelia 
from that period. I’ve always felt one of Mr. 
Turner’s most prominent influences, both mu¬ 
sically and lyrically, is Roky Erickson and that 
influence is strong here. The disc leads off with 
“You’re Gonna Miss Me” by The 13th Floor 
Elevators. Other bands come to mind for com¬ 
parison, such as The Scientists and Psychotic 
Tumbuckles, but they, too, are heavily Roky- 
flavored bands. Which is not to say that the 
Cows are just a Roky wannabe band. They use 
their influence to come up with great originals. 
It’s similar to the way The Nomads have worked 
their influences into their songwriting. Songs 
like “Medication” are very similar to “Yester¬ 
day Started Tomorrow”-era Samoans and The 
Mistaken (another Turner project). Actually, any 
fan of The Mistaken should love this. It has 
better songs and better musicians than on their 
LP (still a classic in its own right). “Stranded in 
Some Other Time,” an old Sons of Mellencamp 
tune, appeared on the Mistaken LP and is im¬ 
proved upon on this release. Great songwriting, 
real musicianship, and great Jeff Dahl produc¬ 
tion make this release a winner. Considering the 
respectful nod they give to the vinyl format 
throughout this CD (You’ll have to buy it to find 
out what I mean), I hope this is also available 
on beautiful, thick black wax. Ya know, it’s 
funny that since every Gregg Turner release 
leans more and more towards his garage/ 
psychedelia influence, Vom becomes his most 
modem-sounding band. Get this. (PO Box 
862529, LA, CA 90086) (David) 

BLUETIP-Hot Fast Union (Slowdime, EP) 

Gyrating, percolating rock riding a crest 
between math-like angularity and tuneful intent. 
Jason Farrell’s vocals convey both nerve and 
warmth, gliding effortlessly over the shifting 
rhythms and textured guitars. From the Jawbox 
muse, produced by that late band’s J. Robbins 
and it’s an immediately-recognizable approach. 
I’d call this something of a rebound following 
their uneven second album and the cover of the 
Damned’s “Anti-Pope” is credibly executed. It 
also marks the second time one of Farrell’s band 
has done a song from “Machine Gun Etiquette,” 
the first being a shit-hot version of that album’s 
title track on a Swiz album... whose discogra¬ 
phy you should most definitely own. Vital and 
vibrant. (PO Box 414, Arlington, VA 22210) 

B-MOVIE RATS-Bad For You (Junk) 

The Rats haven’t let me down yet and, if this 
is bad for me, fill ‘er up, baby. Something to 
satisfy the rock ‘n roll jones and sped-up burn¬ 
ers like “Smoke,” “1000 Miles” and “On The 
Rocks,” a shit-hot version of the Faces’ “Borstal 
Boys” and the big riff joys of “Living On The 
Outside” and opening juggernaut “Revolution” 
certainly satisfy that. Powerchords, hooks and 
attitude... sure, it’s a common concoction, but 
also a lethal one. (7071 Warner Ave., F-736, 
Huntington Beach, CA 92647) 

BODIES-Addicted To You (Radio, EP) 

Good ‘ol tough punk rock, a worthy follow¬ 
up to the Bodies’ TKO album. Loud, boister¬ 
ous and catchy, especially closing track “1-2- 
3,” which is a top-notch garage raver. The Bay 
Area and environs seem to be fertile ground for 
back to basics, kick the shit out punk bands who 
wear the ‘77 era influence like a badge of honor. 
A simple formula that still works. (PO Box 
1452, Sonoma, CA 95476) 

BONECRUSHER-Singles Collection (Out- 
sider)/World Of Pain (Devil Doll) 



much—just take it for what it’s worth. (Bulge : 
PO Box 1173, Green Bay, WI 54305 /Mutant 
Pop: 5010 NW Shasta, Corvallis, OR 97330) 

BORN DEAD ICONS-Work (Dead Alive) 

The songs on this album are re-recordings 
of tracks from an earlier demo and a 7" on De¬ 
ranged (which is reviewed in that section)... 
doomy and heavy, but still hardcore, as opposed 
to metal. Even with the heavier impulses, this 
comes from more of a frayed direction than 
something iron-pumping. With a foreboding 
sound, you'd expect the subject matter to be dark 
and that's correct. Tales of corrupted power, 
mind control and other devious elements-"Red 
Book," for instance, is about the oppressiveness 
of China and a nice comeback to the Maoist 
zealots. Dense sonic clouds creating a musical 
thunderstorm. (PO Box 97, Caldwell, NJ 07006) 

BOTCH-We Are The Romans (HydraHead) 

Botch unleash a sonic storm of cascading, 
heavy riffs, crush & destroy rhythms and vo¬ 
cals from the depths of anguished torment. 


intelligent band, and one of the very few 
hardcore bands in this day and age that can ex¬ 
cite and inspire me. And, uh, their new CD is 
on Victory Records. I applaud their efforts to 
get their messages across to different people, 
but there are better ways to go about doing that; 
Hell, signing to a major label would be a better 
move. At least you wouldn’t be sharing label 
money with overtly negative and hateful bands. 
[Unless you signed to the label that Eminem is 
on!-AL] Fuck Victory and their rock and roll 
ways and totally unacceptable bands. Don’t buy 
this album, but check out Boy Sets Fire. They 
have other amazing albums out on Initial and 
The Magic Bullet record labels. If you can hear 
this album through some illicit means or an¬ 
other, by all means do, because BSF are just 
getting better. Their heavy hardcore songs still 
sound like heavy hardcore of course, but the 
speedy melodic ones almost sound like No Use 
for a Name, which sounds real good 
sandwhiched between two heavy hardcore 
songs for some reason, and the mellower songs, 
such as the amazing “When Rhetoric Dies,” are 



The band’s name did jog the memory bank— 
knew I’d heard of this California unit some¬ 
where before and it turns out I’d reviewed 
“World Of Pain,” their 1994 album, in issue #36. 
Said it was tough garage/punk/ROCK and I’ll 
stand by that assessment for the reissue on Devil 
Doll. Nothing spectacular, but having its mo¬ 
ments. The singles collection, on the other hand, 
shows that a band can get better over time. With 
shifting lineups, members going to the slammer, 
being banned from venues, Bonecrusher have 
persevered and evolved into a punkier, catchier 
sounding band. Raybo’s deep-throated timbre 
is a distinguishing characteristic, reminding me 
Personality Crisis’ Mitch Funk, a band or vo¬ 
calist 99% of you have never heard of but trust 
me (although Mitch’s vocals were even lower). 
Bare-knuckled and rougher, showcasing a 
grizzled acerbity The material spans ‘96 to ‘99 
and gives a solid dose of tuneful feistiness, es¬ 
pecially “Angry Youth,” “Blood, Sweat & Tears” 
and “A Better Life.” (Outsider : PO Box 92708, 
Long Beach, CA 90809 /Devil Doll : PO Box 
30727, Long Beach, CA 90853) 

BONEHOUSE-Steamroller (Earth AD) 

Anyone remember the concept of “cross¬ 
over”? A merger of hardcore and speed metal? 
Bonehouse achieve that dichotomy and with¬ 
out getting bogged down in slow muck or be¬ 
coming instrumentally self-indulgent. A hybrid 
of older Entombed, Venom, Motorhead, Dis¬ 
charge and played with a punk attitude. The 
lyrics that incorporate wit, sarcasm and con¬ 
science, such as on “Sweatshop Slavery.” “No 
Guts No Glory” takes things in a catchier di¬ 
rection. Steamroller, huh? Truth in advertising, 
baby. A feast of bludgeoning guitars, a bashing 
backbeat and venomous vocals. (Shwere-Reiter- 
Strasse 35/2, D-80797 Munchen, GERMANY) 

BOOKED-Feel The Pride (Radical) 

While I wish I could hear one skinhead band 
that didn’t sing about getting drunk with the 
boys, getting into fights or carping about pride 
and country, the Booked do cast a jaundiced 
eye on corporate america and have a pretty 
damn good idea who the real enemy is. Con¬ 
trary to what the elite would have you believe, 
there’s certainly an increasing gap between the 
classes and the lower classes are the ones, as 
always, getting the shaft. So more power to ‘em 
for that and more power to ‘em for having a 
surging, catchy fast punk sound. There’s the 
occasional “oi oi oi” punctuation, but in a 
harder-hitting framework, reinforced with a hot 
two-guitar mix. Still, is it necessary to refer to 
“dirty fags” on “Feel The Pride”? And what’s 
the attraction of soccer, anyway? Not enough 
scoring! The usual mixed feelings, even as the 
music does get the juices flowing. (77 Bleecker 
St., #C2-21, NY, NY 10012) 

BORIS THE SPRINKLER-Group Sex 
(Bulge)/Live Cincinnati 1999 (Mutant Pop) 

Having done the Ramones tribute series al¬ 
ready, Boris T. Sprinkler now turn their atten¬ 
tion to a California hardcore classic, namely the 
Circle Jerks’ debut album, complete with a 
cover reproduction. Apparently Nprb’s too busy 
doing whatever it is he does with himself to 
provide the usual wacky intro, so a computer¬ 
generated voice takes over the job. Somehow, 
the banter about 12 year old girls fighting for 
the chance to lubricate his hideously distended 
wienershnitzel doesn’t have quite the same im¬ 
pact. As for the performance here, it’s fairly true 
to the original, although N0rb’s voice-over tal¬ 
ent shines for the scurrilous “Group Sex.” Brief, 
but memorable blasts of catchy agitation. These 
are great songs and deeply embedded in the 
subconscious—”1 Just Want Some Skank,” 
“Red Tape,” “Operation,” “World Up My Ass” 
and Boris do them justice, but it won’t replace 
the original article, which everyone should 
have... a 15 minute stream of brilliance. Sug¬ 
gestion for the next tribute (if it’s a good idea to 
encourage such shenanigans)—’’Can’t Stand 
The Rezillos.” The live disc is part of Mutant 
Pop’s short run CD series and thus pretty cheap. 
A good quality, highly entertaining dose of live 
Boris-ness, complete with Nprb’s inimitable 
stage banter and a selection of juiced-up, de¬ 
lirious punk. A guy in his mid-30s running 
around in antlers and an M&M costume. Not 
something you necessarily want to ponder too 


Meticulous and deliberate, with a few math rock 
propensities, particularly for the Slint-ish 
“Swimming The Channel vs. Driving The 
Chunnel.” The final two tracks, the lengthy 
“Man The Ramparts” and an untitled collage 
of techno nothingness, do push the envelope 
near pretentiousness, particularly the near- 
gregorian chant on the former (really!). Not al¬ 
ways my cup of tea, but there are moments here 
that are mesmerizingly brutal and those who 
like their heaviness with wider-ranging incli¬ 
nations are likely to be impressed. (PO Box 
990248, Boston, MA 02199) 

BOULDER-Ravage And Savage (Tee Pee) 

It’s the rock... not just a rock, but a boulder. 
Make that Boulder. A metallic dynamo from the 
home of the Rock Hall Of Fame, namely Cleve¬ 
land and, yeah, it rocks. Tongue planted in cheek 
and plying Sabbathy, Motorheadish and boogie 
riffs, shit-hot leads and with blood-curdling, 
raspy vocals that could raise ‘em from the cata¬ 
combs. A decidedly punk attitude, here, played 
with the fan’s devotion. Erba from 9 Shocks 
Terror has been heaping praise on these boys 
for some time and the man, as usual, is correct. 
The CD includes their earlier album for maxi¬ 
mum voltage. A bizarre/cool cover image, as 
well. (PO Box 20307, NY, NY 10009-9991) 

BOXCAR-The Weather Is Here, Wish You 
Were Beautiful (Red Leader) 

Squishy pop-punk coming on like a cross 
between Face To Face and a speedier Descen- 
dents. Some bum in the guitars, ringing melody 
lines and a sunny ambiance, but there isn’t much 
else to keep me coming back for more. The hid¬ 
den track is a cover of the Cars’ “Just What I 
Needed,” which must be right up there with 
Cheap Trick’s “Surrender” as the most-covered 
song from 1978, at this point. (PO Box 20836, 
Park West Finance Station, NY, NY 10025) 

BOY SETS FIRE-After The Eulogy (Victory) 

This is a hard one. Boy Sets Fire are a really 


really subtle and not hard on the ears, another 
good way to get their message across to differ¬ 
ent people. The band’s recent “less talk, more 
rock” attitude is rather offensive, as you still 
can’t understand half the lyrics anyways so it’s 
not really too productive. I have faith in Boy 
Sets Fire being one of the few underground 
bands left that can make people think and that 
are actually sincere, and in this day of shitty 
keyboard rock and fashion-core infiltrating the 
punk rock scene, bands like this are really im¬ 
portant. I have faith that no one at Victory cares 
about the punk rock scene or Boy Sets Fire. 
Intelligent comments on this issue are wel¬ 
comed, email me at demento@islandnet.com. 
(PO Box 146546, Chicago, IL 60614) (Greg) 

BRACKET-When All Else Fails (Fat) 

Fails., that’s a key word. As in I fail to get 
anything out of this band, after a strip of lame, 
lightweight releases. Wimpoid pop music with 
breezy harmonies and an overarching 
bounciness. It gets worse for the reggae pap of 
“Warren’s Song Part 9” and the soft ‘n senti¬ 
mental “You/Me.” Really, these guys should be 
touring with No Doubt and I don’t mean that as 
a compliment. (PO Box 193690, SF, CA 94119) 

BRAINDEAD-Red (Hempcore) 

I reviewed a demo by these guys 3-4 years 
ago and the press pack tells me their history 
dates back into the 80s. So give ‘em some credit 
for having that “never say die” attitude. Thrash- 
metal-hardcore, favoring a lower-tuned guitar 
sound but this music shouldn’t be confused with 
the current crop of shitty modem metal. This is 
an angrier, rabid sound, a little tongue in cheek, 
but not without a message. “No Radio Song” 
points out the fallacy of the war on drugs (these 
guys like pot, in case you couldn’t tell by the 
label name) and corporate excesses, to name a 
couple of targets of derision. The gutteral vo¬ 
cals do have the Rob Zombie cadence, but I’d 
rather hear this band’s raw swill than the disco/ 
techno remix garbage or whatever it is Rob is 


indulging himself in these days. (11410 NE 
124th St., #657, Kirkland, WA 98034) 

BROKEN/REACT/BOILING MAN-That 
Which Does Not Kill You... (Elevator) 

3 way split and 3 potent Connecticut bands, 
here. There’s an overlap of members from one 
group to another and they all favor a loud, ag¬ 
gressive style, but each do it in their own man¬ 
ner. Broken’s six songs, including a cover of 
Jerry’s Kids’ “Uncontrollable,” is some of their 
strongest material yet. Straight-ahead power and 
unvarnished lyrics. “Rapestock ‘99” deals with 
the disgustingly regressive display of cretinous 
machismo exhibited at that event. React ham¬ 
mer ahead in a thrashy vein, throwing in a nice 
tribal beat for “A Conscience Scarred,” while 
“The Forgotten One” (previously on the last 
Suburban Voice CD) intersperses melody with 
the bile. Harsh vocals from both Jen and Roach 
and a trebly assault. Boiling Man’s new lineup 
make their recorded debut and there are some 
heavier, doomier moves here, while Todd’s vo¬ 
cals continue to cut through with nightmarish 
grit. Much more of a pronounced metal influ¬ 
ence, without sounding static. Production is on 
the rough side, but the bum is inescapeable and 
the lyrics expose a strong amount of cynicism. 
Three bands who could very well kill. (PO Box 
1502, New Haven, CT 06511) 

BROKEN-Rush Hour (Coldfront) 

A new recording of Broken’s earlier mate¬ 
rial, from various 7”s and comps, plus a cover 
of the Partisans’ “Police Story” and maybe a 
new song or two. I’m not sure. What I am sure 
of, though, is end to end these songs’ll give ‘yer 
ass a good whupping, from Jim’s bellicose vo¬ 
cals to the pulverizing two guitar attack. Thrashy 
punk with a hint of metal and lyrics that point 
out police and governmental abuse and lashes 
out at gentrification, snotty college kids and 
gated communities, to name a few targets of 
derision. Raw, unvarnished aggression. (PO Box 
8345, Berkeley, CA 94707) 

B-SIDES (Maximum Rock ‘n Roll) 

Looking for deep, sensitive treatises on 
timely issues? You won’t find it here, although 
there is a protest song about the futility of 
Hooked On Phonics. Sacrastic, snotty and hu¬ 
morous spitballs. And while one song does nick 
from the Ramones’ “Rock ‘n Roll High School,” 
the B-Sides muse comes from more of a sloppy, 
slam-happy garage-tinged punk direction. Flail¬ 
ing guitars, bashing drums, ranting vocals and 
still tuneful, in it’s own way. A Rip-Off style 
band that just happens to not be on Rip-Off. 
Credible teenage angst ‘n burn. (PO Box 
460760, SF, CA 94146-0760) 

BULEMICS/RIVER CITY RAPISTS 
(Man’s Ruin) 

Two bands with previous releases on Junk 
Records combine for a fired-up twinbill on 
Man’s Ruin. Not sure if I wanna look at the 
naked guy behind the goat on the back cover 
nor the satanic sexual ritual pictured inside, but 
the musical contents are welcome anytime. The 
Bulemics serve up a nasty stew of garage arro¬ 
gance and Dead Boys’ snarl. “Felacia” has both 
attitude and melody. There’s a certain amount 
of overlap between the Rapists’ tracks here and 
the ones on their own EP, but this session was 
actually done a month before that one and of¬ 
fers a rougher blueprint. Raw punk ‘n roll with 
a more than adequate amount of hell-raising 
vitriol. A primal delight. (610 22nd St., PMB 
302, SF, CA 94107) 

BUSTED LIVES-Leave Me Where I Lay 
(Blueball) 

On the lowdown tip, bashing out primal and 
semi-deranged rock, with a little bit of fucked- 
up blues along the way. Nice, raw roots garage 
punk and a vocalist with some ultra-nervo 
shakes. One song plays up the joys of being 
fucked-up, aptly titled “I Wanna Be 
Dysfuntional.” This follows, of course, “I 
Wanna Rip Your Heart Out.” Life in the wreck¬ 
age, filled with debris, drunken nights and wak¬ 
ing up the next morning feeling like shit. Rock 
‘n roll is their chosen path of expression and 
it’s strewn with broken bottles and dreams. 
(6517 Farallon Way, Oakland, CA 94611) 












BUZZKILL-House Of Bad Touch (Alterna¬ 
tive Tentacles) 

A scream, a frenzied boogie and then some 
full-tilt thrash. That’s how the first few minutes 
of Buzzkill’s new album sounds. Punk jokers 
who aren’t afraid to tip their metalhead roots or 
musician-flexing impulses. High energy 
throughout and surprises interspersed. Makes 
me think of a less jazzy Rhythm Pigs or Vic¬ 
tims Family, two former AT bands. Can’t say 
every song blows me away, but there’s certainly 
a degree of energy-drenched creativity. (PO Box 
419092, SF, CA 94141) 

BY A THREAD-The Last Of The Daydreams 
(Revelation) 

I was surprised to see these British 
Columbian boys signed to Revelation. After 
seeing them live and hearing their demo, I 
thought they were a solid rock band and noth¬ 
ing more. Revelation obviously disagrees and 
gives us this 11 song album of Quicksand-in¬ 
fluenced melodic hardcore. Featuring members 
of Strain and other BC hardcore bands I could 
list but nobody would recognize, By A Thread 
seem to have taken some time to figure out their 
direction and purpose. With a strong tie to the 
all-ages scene that spawned them. By A Thread, 
and singer/guitarist John Franco in particular, 
have no qualms about wearing their hearts on 
their sleeves. Add flowing riffs, a great record¬ 
ing and catchy songs and we have a highly en¬ 
joyable rock release. They’re no Sparkmarker, 
but 1 guess they’ve done BC proud. (PO Box 
5232, Huntington Beach, CA 92615) (Jason) 

BY MY SIDE-Olde Fashioned Hardcore 

These kids from Hyannis, MA play, for the 
most part, aggressive, up-tempo hardcore with 
an occasional metal lick or two thrown in for 
good measure. The vocalist has a raspy style 
that sounds like a cross between Choke, Andy 
from Kill Your Idols and Tim from Ensign that 
works well with the music. Lyrically, By My 
Side offer the typical topics. Covering friend¬ 
ships, convictions and perseverance. This re¬ 
lease was a decent listen and, with a little better 
production, their next outing could be some¬ 
thing to look out for. I thought it was funny that 
the drummer on the cover photo had an X on 
his hand and a t-shirt on with “beer” stamped 
across the front of it in bold, black letters. Alih, 
the sarcasm. (97 Baxter Rd., Hyannis, MA 
02601) (Pat) 

BY VIRTUE ALONE-Odds Against Tomor¬ 
row (Common Ground, EP) 

Not sure what’s up with this band, lyrically, 
but there’s definitely spiritual/religious search¬ 
ing going on. Best I can figure, they’ve given 
up on Jesus and gotten into paganism ( “ Raise 
the swords of pagan might devine”) . Of course, 
I could be wrong and, if that’s the case, I apolo¬ 
gize. In any case. I’m not interested in religion 
of any stripe and the music doesn’t make a com¬ 
pelling argument for further exploration, any¬ 
way... Tiresome, sloggish metal-core with slow 
tempos and cookie-monster vocals. They could 
be singing about love and flowers and I wouldn’t 
like it any better. (PO Box 1583, North Hamp¬ 
ton, NH 03862) 

CADILLAC BLINDSIDE-Read The Book 
Seen The Movie (Soda Jerk) 

Bane played with these guys in Denver and 
they stuck a sticker on my cymbal stand case. 
Being the idiot that I am, I forgot what they 
sounded like. Now that I’m stimulating the old, 
dusty memory banks, I regrettably remember 
being totally put off and a little bored by thier 
set. Another band that does what’s been done 
with little improvement on the genre. It’s been 
said before, but some bands can pull off the 
copycat thing and still be vital and good. Sounds 
like The Get Up Kids, which automatically 
earns you negative points with me, by will prob¬ 
ably win them quite a few listeners out there in 
kid land. Also, the vocalist seems to stay in one 
range and does little to diversify himself from 
song to song. I don’t want to be a stick in the 
mud, but i just do not like this kind of stuff(PO 
Box 4056, Boulder, CO 80306) (Nick) 

CADILLAC TRAMPS-Live! (BYO) 

I usually find most live records suck in terms 
of sound quality but this one is excellent. So 


good actually that you could pass it off as a stu¬ 
dio recording and I don’t think anyone would 
question. “Live!” really captures the full-on 
greasy rock ‘n roll sound that the Tramps do so 
well. This CD is great for longtime fans or some¬ 
one who’s looking for a really well done rock 
‘n roll record. Kick ass tattoo-style illustrations 
by Dave Leamon too! (PO Box 67A64, LA, CA 
90067) (Marc) 

CANDY ASS-Orgy (RAFR, EP) 

Listing appearances on the Howard Stem 
show or putting him (and that MTV swine Jesse 
Camp) on the thank-you list isn’t exactly an 
asset, in my opinion, so Candy Ass had a strike 
against them before the disc hit the player. But 
I’m an open minded reviewer, so I’ll just stick 
to the music. A 3/4 female band combining ba : 
sic, tuneful punk and girl group harmonies (that 
I found annoying) and making me appreciate 
the Lunachicks all that much more—even 
though they had some connection with Stem, 
as well. Not all that happening. (11054 Ventura 
Blvd., Suite 205, Studio City, CA 91604) 

CANVAS (Metal Blade) 

Fast-paced metal/hardcore in the vein of 
Converge mixed with some black metal. The 
combination makes for music that maintains its 
velocity even when it’s chugging and it keeps 
expanding creatively. I’ve been listening to this 
CD a lot for the past few weeks trying to find a 
good description. The artwork is great. The only 
qualms I have are that the lyrics, which offer 
strong statements about homophobia, ignorance 
and veganism, are only partially (so far as I can 
tell) printed. Overall, a great album and, from 
the description in the Metal Blade release that 
accompanied it, their live show is equally im¬ 
pressive, “turning the squats of London into the 
fiery pits of hell.” (2828 W. Cochran St., PMB 
302, Simi Valley, CA 93065) (Jeff) 

CASH AUDIO-Green Bullet (Touch & Go) 
Formerly Cash Money, until the rap label 
threatened to bust a cap in their ass or some¬ 
thing like that, so now they’re Cash Audio. The 
guitar/drums duo of John Humphrey and Scott 
Giampino is joined by harp-blower David 
Passow and it’s a potent distillation of da blooz. 
In fact, this is the mightiest music I’ve heard 
yet by this unit. Really getting to the core and 
grit, without any external factors to mess things 
up. Their take on “Got To Hurry” (popularized 
by the Yardbirds) is absolutely ferocious, ditto 
for the slop-boogie “44 Blues.” (PO Box 25520, 
Chicago, IL 60625) 

CASKET LOTTERY-Moving Mountains 
(Second Nature) 

Wow, it wasn’t long ago I reviewed another 
Casket Lottery CD and now here’s another one 
(9 songs and 30 minutes long, but anyway...). 
Very much operating in the loud divisions of 
emo (like Sunny Day’s heavy parts without all 
the “sensitive” pieces). The other attributes you 
expect from this style of band are here—the 
screaming, the harmonies, the 6/8 time signa¬ 
tures. When emo is done right, like this CD, it’s 
worth it. (PO Box 11543, Kansas City, MO 
64138) (Scott) 

CASUALTIES-Stay Out Of Order (Punk 
Core)/Who’s In Control (Punk Core, EP) 

A new album and EP by the self-described 
spiky-hair drunk punks. The sound remains the 
same—fast and catchy songs with the hallmark 
singalong choruses, rabid vocals and buzzsaw 
guitar riffs. “Proud To Be Punk” becomes a 
credo, of sorts. This is their life, this is what 
they know, and no one’s going to make them 
change. The main influence, as always, is early- 
80s UK punk and that’s reinforced with covers 
of Riot Squad’s “Society’s Fodder (good 
choice!) and the Exploited’s “Dead Cities,” a 
hidden track. Sure, the lyrics aren’t poetry and 
there might be a certain dress code involved 
here, but it’s still a rousing and defiant good 
time. And the sentiments expressed on “Just 
Another Lie,” about NYC’s virtual police state, 
are certainly shaped by first-hand experience. 
“Who’s In Control” was released before the al¬ 
bum and pairs four studio songs with four live 
cuts. The live stuff, from ‘95, is bootleg-qual¬ 
ity, soundwise, and doesn’t really add that much. 
The studio material is burning, as usual, and 


includes a decent version of Blitz’s “4Q.” Only 
“Way Of Life” is duplicated on both and they’re 
from different sessions. Love ‘em, hate ‘em (and 
I’m a fan), you know what you’re getting by 
now. (PO Box 916, Middle Island, NY 11953) 

CATHETERS (Empty) 

Your basic punk ‘n roll band that’s been 
weaned on Iggy, the Stones, ‘77 era punk, etc... 
Jacked-up guitars, a lotta attitude and rasp (that’s 
rasp, not rap, thankfully) in the vocals and cer¬ 
tainly rockin’ throughout. Not quite reaching 
the level of manic craziness but this band have 
the tools and, at the moment, they’re definitely 
on the right path. More than enough of your 
daily scorch requirement. (PO Box 12034, Se¬ 
attle, WA 98102) 

CATTLE PRESS-Hordes To Abolish The 
Divine (Hydrahead) 

Woah, this is some heavy shit. Not just mu¬ 
sically, but all the artwork and lyrics seem to 
have some sort of intensely deep meanings, but 
it’s all over this metalhead’s, uh, metal head. 
Anyway, musically this has a real sludgy, bass- 
heavy, not-quite-metal-but-heavier-than-any- 
thing-else feel to it. Mid-to-slow tempo for the 
most part and pretty oppressive feeling, like the 
Melvins, Neurosis or getting covered in warm 
tar. That’s a good thing though. I used to be a 
big Hydrahead fan, but now I’ve stopped pay¬ 
ing attention and, until their prices go down, I 
won’t be paying much attention. Too bad, be¬ 
cause they could be the best heavy label around. 
Regardless, Cattle Press are definitely doing 
something different in the realm of the 
headbang, and they get two fingers in the air 
for that (you know which ones). (PO Box 
990248, Boston, MA 02199) (Greg) 

CELL BLOCK 5-King Of Crowns (Indus¬ 
trial Strength) 

Slam-bang punk rock... this is the built-for- 
speed variety, with a subtle cowpunk undertow 
and certain musical elements associated with 
the gasoline fume-inhaling crowd (you know— 
the bands who put race cars on their record 
sleeves). These Californians hit the mark hard, 
especially with the acceleration, devil-may-care 
blitz of “Two Fist” and “Sami.” Somewhere 
between Zeke and Guttermouth, with a good 
dose of the latter’s sarcasm, but not as obnox¬ 
ious lyrically. A spirited, speedy sound. (2824 
Regatta Blvd., Richmond, CA 94804) 

CHINO-Mala Leche (Mag Wheel, EP) 

A pretty rockin’ CD here from Alex Soria, 
ex-frontman of the legendary Nils. What you 
get is an EP’s worth of well written, melodic 
rock music in the vein of Hiisker Dii, spiced up 
with a few keyboards and some mandolin. The 
packaging is hand-done and very pretty and, 
while it is difficult to stand out in this genre of 
music, “Mala Leche” is a keeper. (PO Box 115, 
Stn. R, Montreal, QC H2S 3K6, CANADA) 
(Marc) 

CHIXDIGGITI-From Scene to Shining 
Scene (Honest Don’s) 

By now, the Chixdiggit! formula is one 
which they won’t deviate from much—fast, 
hard, melodic songs with witty lyrics, mostly 
about relationships and girls. However it’s al¬ 
ways presented in a way which is original and 
never gets stale, even on repeated listenings. You 
know the faux-metal of “Moto Fox” is a tongue- 
in-cheek jibe at bands who play that sort of 
music; you know the lyrics about falling in love/ 
lust with girls may be kind of chauvinistic but 
it doesn’t matter because they’re presented with 
such upbeat humor, you can’t help but have a 
smile on your face. The hilarious enhanced part 
of the CD is worth the money alone. (PO Box 
192027, SF, CA 94119) (Scott) 

NOAM CHOMSKY-Free Market Fantasies 
(AK Press/Alt. Tentacles)/Case Studies In 
Hypocrisy: US Human Rights Policy (AK 
Press/Alt. Tentacles, dbl. CD) 

A lot of Chomsky here and I could fill reams 
trying to explain it all. As I’ve stated in previ¬ 
ous reviews, Chomsky isn’t the most electrify¬ 
ing speaker in the world and the material can 
be dry and rambling, but what he says bears 
paying attention to. To greatly simplify things, 
the market rules over all, no matter if people 


end up suffering in the process. Barriers to free 
trade have been broken down and, if pesky 
things like environmental concerns or workers 
rights get in the way, then they have to be re¬ 
moved. On “Free Market Fantasies,” Chomsky 
points out the dichotomy of how it ends up be¬ 
ing “free markets for you, the nanny state for 
me,” i.e. corporate and military welfare. Since 
the mid 70s, social spending has gone down, 
while the Pentagon budget expands. Legal aid 
goes down, while prison building goes up. 
Chomsky refers to a superfluous population 
only, instead of killing them outright (although 
that happens with the death penalty), we put 
them in prison by “getting tough” on crime. He 
also talks about how property rights are given 
precedence. The double CD has lectures on 
human rights policies and Chomsky points out 
the difference between what’s on paper and 
what actually happens in practice and, of course, 
the US doesn’t look so great. Once again, it’s 
the corporate interests that always win out and 
we can’t allow little things like the UN Decla¬ 
ration on Human Rights to get in the way. The 
public is referred to as “the great beast,” an¬ 
other obstacle to be trampled over or kept in 
the dark, through a compliant media. The sec¬ 
ond disc deals with the United States’ murder¬ 
ous policies in Iraq. Some of these topics have 
appeared on previous Chomsky discs, but if 
you’re unfamiliar with his work, you could do 
worse by starting here. Or read one of his books. 
(PO Box 419092, SF, CA 94141) 

CLASH-From Here To Eternity Live (Epic) 

Finally, a live Clash album, and if it’s not 
quite the incendiary, throat-grabbing experience 
that I remember the band being in that realm, 
it’s still a nice time-capsule keepsake or what 
have you. Covering peformances from ‘78 to 
‘82, including a number of tracks recorded at 
the Orpheum in Boston and showcasing the 
Clash’s assimilation of punk, classic rock ‘n roll, 
reggae and soul. The song selection balances 
better-known selections as “Should I Stay Or 
Should I Go,” “I Fought The Law,” “London 
Calling” and “Train In Vain” with less obvious 
ones—early rockers such as ’’City Of The Dead” 
(an underrated b-side) and “Capital Radio” and 
the amazing reggae “Armagidion Time.” Kind 
of faltering at the finish line a bit, with the tepid 
hip-hop inflected “Magnificent Seven,” a 
clumsy “Guns Of Brixton” and medicore 
“Know Your Rights,” but made up for with the 
dumb fun of “Should I Stay Or Should I Go” 
and the gripping subtlety of “Straight To Hell,” 
the latter a standout on the overrated “Combat 
Rock” (interestingly, they left off “Rock The 
Casbah” from that album). If I’m allowed to 
nitpick, I might prefer to hear more from their 
earlier days and maybe there will be another 
volume at some point. In the meantime, this will 
do and it certainly conjures up some memories. 

CLIT COPS-The Harder They Cum (Inten¬ 
sive Scare) 

Depraved, low-class and scatological—also 
funny. Turning a Rod Stewart song into “The 
First Fuck Is The Cheapest” (remember “The 
First Cut Is The Deepest”?). A sexually-explicit 
beat reading, a look inside a pom studio and, 
uh yeah, some raucous rock ‘n rollin’ punk. 
Nasty, unrepentant cretins suffering from a case 
of permanently arrested development who know 
their way around instruments. That’s danger¬ 
ous... and entertaining. (PO Box 640338, San 
Jose, CA 95164) 

CLOSE CALL-Too Close (Espo, EP) 

Stirring hardcore from this Boston band, 
who don’t follow a strict blueprint. Close Call 
combine the speedy sweep of youth crew HC, 
also throwing in quite a bit of melody and do¬ 
ing that without turning emo (thankfully!). Ver¬ 
bal Assault and some of the mid to late 80s DC 
bands, such as Swiz and Dag Nasty, did the 
same thing. Rasheed’s vocals demand attention 
and the band’s arsneal encompasses equal parts 
brute force and instrumental skillfulness. These 
guys have come a long way in a few years and 
deserve more attention. Available as a 6 track 
CD or 4 song 7” and I’d recommend the CD 
because the two tracks exclusive to that format, 
“Like Pieces To A Puzzle” and “18 or 25,” 
shouldn’t be missed. (PO Box 63, Allston, MA 
02163) 





CLOSER THAN KIN/NONE BUT BURN- 
ING-Split (For The Masses/Fleshban) 

Two bands, one from Mass., one from Ala¬ 
bama... Closer Than Kin features ex-members 
of Drained and play a melodic, emo-tinged 
hardcore sound. Definitely has its heavier mo¬ 
ments, but there’s a speedy impulse and a loose¬ 
ness to keep me listening. The uncredited Chili 
Peppers’ and Billy Squier covers are best 
skipped, though. None But Burning merge 
heavy riffs with a more blatant emotionalism... 
the vocals are almost schizophrenic, going from 
gutteral bawling to a higher croon, sometimes 
in the same line. Edgier than the Promise Kids 
of the world, but I could see these guys getting 
a lot more emo as time passed. And a Poison 
cover? Sheeesh! (PO Box 4083, Fall River, MA 
02723) 

COCKNEY REJECTS-Greatest Hits Vol. 4 
(Rhythm Vicar/PHD) 

Here they come again... Stinky and Mickey 
are back with Red Alert guitarist Tony Van 
Frater on bass and Leatherface drummer An¬ 
drew Laing. Re-recordings of old stuff, includ¬ 
ing a few tracks from the metal years that fare 
surprisingly well. Rockin’ and rollicking songs 
that maintain their charm (?). No denying the 
catchiness of “Bad Man,” “Someone Like You,” 
“I’m Not A Fool” or “Join The Rejects.” One 
thing I notice is how much Stinky sounds like 
Nick Cash from 999 these days. It’s still a little 
cheesy to put out a covers album of your own 
material and I’m likely to stick to the earlier 
“Greatest Hits” for a Rejects’ fix, but this isn’t 
bad at all, to give the album its due. And if they 
make it over to the US for a tour, you bet your 
life I’ll be there. (Unit 15, Bushell Business 
Estate, Hithercroft, Wallingford, Oxon 0X10 
9DD ENGLAND) 

CODE 13-Complete Discography 1994-2000 
(Havoc) 

The renowned CD-hater Felix Havoc makes 
his band’s work available on a 5” piece of 
alumnium. Whod’a thunk it? Anyway, this is 
so complete that it includes the songs from their 
recent split with DS-13. Blistering, angry 
hardcore operating at a high-speed velocity. A 
thrashing, sometimes grinding assault and, yet 
at the same time, some memorable bits. 
“Spokesman For No-One” has a chorus that 
sticks in the head and they add an organ (?!) on 
occasion, most noteably for “Paean.” Then there 
are the 7 Seconds/Misfits’ whooahs for “Mondo 
Aggro” and the almost-poppy unreleased track 
“Mall Rat Girl.” Harsh and aggressive and also 
tight as hell. (PO Box 8585, Minneapolis, MN 
55408) 

COLEKO-Staywell Clinic (Cool Guy) 

Aggressive post-punkish bombast from this 
California band... elements of swirling hardcore 
and a Jehu-inspired sense of dramatics. Lurch¬ 
ing riffs and a dexterous rhythm topped off by 
lung-exorcising vocals. With the kiddies in their 
underwear (on the cover), I thought maybe we 
were going to get pop/punk and they’d better 
watch about for child pom charges, but there’s 
nothing light or innocent on the disc. Dark 
howlings with a certain amount of finesse. (PO 
Box 2361, Santa Fe Springs, CA 90670) 

COMBAT WOUNDED VETERAN-I Know 
A Girl Who Loves Crime Scene Photos (No 
Idea) 

Harsh, violent hardcore that doesn't let up 
for the duration of its 19 or so minutes. That’s 
all it takes to pummel you into submission— 
heck 2 or 3 minutes would be enough. In the 
same region as In/Humanity and Reversal Of 
Man and a steady diet of such a merciless form 
of artistry could cause permanent psychic dam¬ 
age. In other words, not something I can always 
handle. Kudos for the booklet, especially for 
the LP version and the words expose a burning 
frustration at living in a world filled with people 
who would abuse women, deny them them 
equality or the right to choose and the onset of 
suburban sprawl, to name a few things gnaw¬ 
ing at them. (PO Box 14636, Gainesville, FL 
32604) 

COMMITTED (Phyte) 

In your face, metal free hardcore and it’s 


damn good. Casey Kulas has the Cappo snarl 
down pat and the sound is fast and thrashing, 
along with the occasional slowdown to get the 
circle pit going. Upbeat, uplifting, “we’re all in 
this together” type lyrics, flying the sXe flag 
high (even a line about being “nailed to the x”). 
While straight-edge sometimes still feels like 
an exclusionary club to me (and I’m basically 
substance free!), Committed pack a lot into their 
chosen approach. Point those fingers skyward! 
(PO Box 90363, Washington, DC 20090) 

THE CONTROL (+/-) 

Raging hardcore in fast, sharp bursts—this 
Buffalo band eschew the tough-guy style often 
affiliated with upstate New York for a faster- 
paced sound, adding a little melody in some of 
the guitar licks, as well. Harsh, angry vocals 
and lyrics with several songs focusing on the 
day to day tedium of life on the job (I’ll bet one 
or more members of this band really hate where 
they work), while “Spare The Rod” deals with 
child abuse. Unleashing the rage. (PO Box 7096, 
Ann Arbor, MI 48107) 

COPS AND ROBBERS-Face To Face With 
Hate (ADD, EP) 

Stripped-down hardcore with a decidedly 
old-school fervor. Not what you’d expect, ex¬ 
actly, from Micah Smaldone, who used to be 
the vocalist in the Pinkerton Thugs. He’s joined 
here by ex-Thugs’ drummer Tom Gatton, Jaye 
on bass (who’s also in Out Cold) and Adam on 
guitar and they slam out 10 tracks in about 15 
minutes. Flying apart somewhat on the ultra¬ 
fast songs, but when it’s kept to a more reason¬ 
able speed, as with “Face To Face” and “De¬ 
sensitized,” they’ve got it nailed. Includes their 
sped-up version of Social D’s “Playpen,” which 
might take a moment for you to recognize. Cer¬ 
tainly more worthy of the X-CIaim label they 
jokingly put on the back of the disc than any 
Gage release. (270 Central St., Hingham, MA 
02043) 

COUNT ME OUT-110 (Indecision) 

Aggressive and energetic hardcore by this 
band from Richmond, VA, who count members 


of Time Flies and Strike Anywhere (check that 
band out!) in its ranks. Dramatic, surging riffs, 
a mainly thrashy tempo and emotionally- 
charged vocals. The production from Brian 
McTeman is potent, as always, bringing out the 
full scope of the band’s sound, without sound¬ 
ing too slick. For the youth? For the crew? Sure, 
that’s where these guys are coming from and, 
of course, it’s been done before, but they sound 
so goddanged impassioned about it. Count me 
in. (PO Box 5781, Huntington Beach, CA 
92615) 

CRASH AND BURN (Rodent Popsicle, EP) 

A spirited mix of punk and straight-ahead 
rock ‘n roll for this new local band, fronted by 
Bill Brown (ex-Shoot The Hostages). “Kill A 
Punk For Rock ‘n Roll” would be noteable on 
its title alone and they back it up with some 
furious boogie. “Crawlspace,” “Crash and 
Bum” and “I Love Trash” also kick out the rock 
‘n roll nasties, as well. The slower “Catholic 
High School Girls In Trouble” would appeal to 
the Allston Rock City crowd, but don’t let that 
scare ‘ya off. An auspicious debut. (PO Box 
1143, Allston, MA 02134) 

CREEP DIVISION (Indecision) 

A side band with Chuck and Russ from Good 
Riddance and drummer Joe Fish joined by 
Craig Setari from Sick Of It All on vocals. A 
case of getting back to the roots, as it’s a stir¬ 
ring combination of old-school hardcore, oi- 
inflected punk and even one song that comes 
on like a tandem of Black Flag and Dr. Know 
(“Disconnected”). Craig’s bellicose vocals don’t 
have a lot of range, but work in this mainly- 
throttling context. Ass-kicking hardcore, meant 
to be cranked... (PO Box 5781, Huntington 
Beach, CA 92615) 

CRISPUS ATTUCKS-Destroy The Teacher 
(Soda Jerk) 

Back to basics hardcore and these short, ag¬ 
gressive songs hit with a refreshing intensity. 
Living to thrash, but mixing in melodic bits and 
even a few 7 Seconds-ish “whooooahs” on 
“America’s War” and “Dead Idols Dead.” An 


undeniable early 80s hardcore sound, but I also 
hear echoes of Black Market Baby, an under¬ 
rated band from Crispus Attucks’ DC area sur¬ 
roundings. Angry and powerful and taking is¬ 
sue with this mess of a world. Refusing to be 
fed the lies and bullshit and lashing out with a 
pointed musical attack. (PO Box 4056, Boul¬ 
der, CO 80306) 

CRO-MAGS- Revenge (Cro-Mags)/Before 
The Quarrel (Cro-Mags) 

Old Cro-Mags, new Cro-Mags. Yes, they’re 
back. Well, Parris and Harley are. John Joseph 
isn’t involved in the Cro-Mags resurrection. A 
little bit of acrimony between John and Harley, 
you know. Too long and ugly to detail here, but 
the opening speed bomb of “Premeditated” and 
the title track on “Revenge” gives you a fairly 
good indication that Harley’s still mighty pissed 
off. Harley and Parris are joined on the album 
by Rocky from Suicidal Tendencies and Dave 
DiCenso, who logged time with the Cro-Mags 
before and also plays in the Misfits as Dr. Chud. 
Stylistically, a mix of styles. The brawny, old- 
school Cro-Mags might is here and that still 
sounds convincing. Less-savory are the poppier 
compositions, such as the turgid “Without Her.” 
Harley does have range in his vocals, but the 
croon he adops on some songs rubs the wrong 
way. It’s a polished recording and, when in blitz 
mode, admittedly enjoyable. Interesting how 
they revived the Cro-Mags’ name, after claim¬ 
ing it dead on the White Devil EP five years 
ago (and all the songs from that EP are here, 
incidentally). As for the old, “Before The Quar¬ 
rel” is a long-overdue reissue of the band’s origi¬ 
nal demo, recorded as a four piece in ‘84 and 
‘85, before Doug Holland joined on rhyhtm 
guitar. In any form, it’s a classic, pummeling 
piece of NYHC history. Storming full on for 
“World Peace,” “Sign Of Tne Times” (still don’t 
like the line about “corruption and faggots all 
around me), “Don’t Tread On Me” and the 
heavy brood of “Malfunction.” There’s also a 
reggae dub and one track, “Everybody’s Gonna 
Die,” that didn’t end up on the “Age Of Quar¬ 
rel” album. The ‘Mags were one of the first 
bands to find the common ground between 
hardcore and metallic regions and this material 
remains their crowning achievement. Nothing 
else they released came quite as close. John 
Joseph didn’t have the widest range in the world, 
but his forcefully commanding bark demanded 
attention. And the music, of course, packed a 
wallop and then some. The bass sounds huge 
here. (PO Box 612, Village Station, NY, NY 
10014-0612) 

THE CROWN-Deathrace King (Metal 
Blade) 

A good ‘ol fashioned, in ‘yer face deathrage 
pummeling here. Yet Swedish band The Crown 
aren’t mono-dimensional. Taking a page from 
Entombed with their hardcore-tinged barrage, 
the Crown occasionally rev it into hyperspace, 
but the blastbeats don’t completely take over. 
Hammering riffs, raspy vocals and no acoustic 
guitars or atmospheric keyboards to muck things 
up. The occasional classic metal lick does pop 
up on occasion, such as on the closing track, 
“Killing Star.” Murder, mayhem, satanic anar¬ 
chy (as they call it) and it’s a full thrash race to 
the finish. (2828 W. Cochran St., PMB 302, 
Simi Valley, CA 93065) 

CRUSADERS-Middle Age Rampage 
(Dionysus, EP) 

Raunchoriffic... only 6 songs and I’m left 
wantin’ more, baby. Raucous Australian 
garagesters who invaded Tim Kerr’s studio in 
Austin and laid down this smokin’ EP. Lead- 
off track “Deep Shit” is a shameless hybrid of 
“Tobacco Road” and the Raiders’ “Steppin’ 
Out,” adding its own nastier element. Lots of 
fuzz ‘n feedback, attitude-boasting vocals and 
the right amount of trebly ambiance. Rampage 
is the operative term and they deliver. (PO Box 
1975, Burbank, CA 91507) 

CURL UP AND DIE-The Only Good Bug Is 
A Dead Bug (Status, EP) 

Paaaaaain... so metal it hurts, but the riffs 
can be as much piercing as impenetrable and 
are accompanied by thrashy and jazzy tempo 
shifts, though not as outre as, say, Dillinger 
Escape Plan. The vocals, of course, are appro- 






priately soul-rending. Busy-sounding brutality, 
not really my thing, but the band’s intensity is 
instantly-noticeable. (PO Box 1300, Thousand 
Oaks, CA 91358) 

DAGGERS-Lock Up Your Daughters (Unity 
Squad) 

I wondered why the label sent me a xerox of 
the front and back cover, instead of the actual 
booklet and, upon hearing the libidinous lyrics, 
I came to the conclusion that maybe the Dag¬ 
gers’ lyrics are better left unseen (if they’re in¬ 
cluded in the booklet) and they want to protect 
their identities, as well. That’s a wise-assed way 
of saying I almost didn’t review this disc be¬ 
cause it’s basically an advance-type package, 
which is a big no-no. Basic punkish rock ‘n roll, 
with drawly Jagger-esque vocals, Stones, Dolls 
and AC/DC riffs and an Aerosmith cover 
(“Mama Kin”). Fairly rockin’, if not completely 
over the top enough to blow me away. (354 W 
100 N, Logan, UT 84321) 

DARLINGTON-Live Dallas 1999 (Mutant 
Pop) 

Good-quality recording (the vocals are a 
little high in the mix, but you can hear all the 
instruments) and unabashed Ramones worship 
going on here, even going so far as to do “Do 
You Wanna Dance?” and “Glad To See You Go.” 
“Time Warp” from “Rocky Horror” is another 
inspired cover choice and their own tunes like 
“Pogo Beach” and “Brain Dead” are snappy and 
catchy. (5010 NW Shasta, Corvallis, OR 97330) 

DARYLS-Who Killed Bambi (Mutant Pop, 

EP) 

I guess if you just can’t get enough pop- 
punk, then you might be interested in listening 
to this three year old demo of decidedly 
Ramones-esque tunes. The Daryls seem to be a 
perfectly serviceable band in that rough-sound¬ 
ing, melodic tradition but there’s nothing all that 
memorable on this CD. I have no idea if these 
guys are capable of something more interest¬ 
ing and, if so, why they would choose to com¬ 
mercially release a friggin’ demo that any group 
of kids could have recorded in any basement in 
America. This could be just a quick recording 
made by a pretty good band or it could repre¬ 
sent the limit of The Daryls powers and, since I 
have nothing else to judge them by, I can’t re¬ 
ally tell you. (5010 NW Shasta, Corvallis, OR 
97330) (Chris) 

ANGELA DAVIS-The Prison-Industrial 
Complex (AK Press/Alt. Tentacles) 

Another excellent edition in the spoken word 
series done by AK Press Audio, with some help 
from punk label Alternative Tentacles. Angela 
Davis’ lecture on the problems with the prison 
system in the US was recorded in 1997 at Colo¬ 
rado College in Colorado Springs, CO, and runs 
about 50 minutes. Davis is a powerful speaker, 
with a voice that really grabs you by the throat 
and makes you listen. There are moments on 
this CD where she slips into a hushed and seri¬ 
ous tone and it makes the hairs on your back of 
your neck stand on end. Davis addresses such 
topics as racism in the US penal system, the 
persecution of political activists, the targeting 
of women and immigrants by the law, the “war 
on drugs,” and the real corporate criminals. 
Everyone can learn something from this amaz¬ 
ing speech and CD. Check it out. (PO Box 
419092, SF, CA 94141) (Jason) 

DAYCARE SWINDLERS-Testosterosa 
(VileBeat) 

These DC-ers play a combination of surg¬ 
ing punk, ska and reggae and the latter two 
dominate the disc more than I care for. At least 
they leave the homs off, except for one track. 
They’re definitely better when leaving out the 
skank and just cranking it up. And even then, 
it’s just OK, not mindblowing. “Corrections 
Officer” and “1/3 Hate” do have enough bum 
to prevent me from completely dismissing this 
band, but it’s not particularly attention-grabbing, 
overall. (PO Box 42462, Washington, DC 
20015) 

DEAD EMPTY-BIame Luck Blame Fate 
(Cyclone, EP) 

Another spinoff from the late Bomb Squad¬ 
ron, along with two ex-members of Christian 


Science AD, who put out a decent album some 
years back. Beefy guitar chords and catchy ar¬ 
ranging for this true-blue punk sound. Definitely 
British-inspired, but in more of tuneful vein and 
there’s some of that TKO Records/street punk 
romanticism. Bright and energetic, especially 
the last three songs—sometimes the best is 
saved for last. (24 Pheasant Run, Merrimack, 
NH 03054) 

DEAD END CRUISERS-The Patron Saints 
Of Wheless Lane (Unity Squad) 

Ah, these punk rock romantics... the Cruis¬ 
ers are of that cloth. Understanding that punk 
is part of a flowing rock ‘n roll time line, as 
Neil Curran sings on “All Over Again,” and it’s 
all part of his life’s blood, in his soul, so to speak. 
Anyone who truly loves the music can relate to 
that. A melodic sound and the touchpoints aren’t 
difficult to figure out... let’s say that they prob¬ 
ably listened to a lot of the same records as the 
Swingin’ Utters and Rancid, but the Cruisers 
have a somewhat lighter touch and poppier in¬ 
flection. A ring in the guitars, extra instruments 
adding texture on occasion—the organ and 
acoustic guitar for “First Kisses” harkens back 
superficially to certain Clash songs, but 1 think 
it also comes from an earlier influence, namely 
Mott the Hoople. Wearing the heart where it 
can be seen and, if somewhat spotty, Neil’s vo¬ 
cals go down easy and there are some winning 
tracks to be found. (354 W 100 N, Logan, UT 
84321) 

DEAD NATION-Dead End (Dead Alive) 

Three deads... the band, the title, the label. 
But this New Jersey band sound alive. Alive and 
in your face. Nine Shocks’ Erba would call these 
guys rippers and the tag is appropriate; tight, 
riveting old-school hardcore varying from mid- 
tempo charges to double-speed thrash, with 
scintillating build-ups and velocity detonations 
in the right spots. Early DRI and Minor Threat 
are points of inspiration, but it’s not slavishly 
derivative of any band, just bom from that old- 
school fervor. Angry, aggressive and even catchy 
on occasion. Just to prove they’re up on current 
events, “America Online” attacks internet 
afficionados (yes. I’m guilty!) and, instead of 
Reaganomics killing you and me, as DRI sang, 
it’s the technological takeover. Feeling over¬ 
whelmed and even suicidal, as “The Solution” 
states—and one hopes that vocalist Dead Dave 
doesn’t mean it. These guys rip through 20 
songs one after the other, without let-up and it’s 
a heart-racing barrage. ($8 US/$10 world, PO 
Box 97, Caldwell, NJ 07006) 

DEATHREAT-The Severing Of The Last 
Barred Window (Partners In Crime) 

This is the good band called Deathreat—one 
word, not two, from Memphis, not Connecti¬ 
cut. Got it? Anyway, sharp, aggressive hardcore 
that features superior production and playing 
to previous stuff I’ve heard from them. Angry 
vocals, a rampaging tempo for the most part 
and blazing guitars. They did a split with Talk 
Is Poison and it has a similar go-for-broke fer¬ 
vor and memorable riffs. A bilious world view 
to match the music’s rage. A gatefold sleeve and 
abstract artwork give you something eye-catch¬ 
ing to gaze at while the auditory eruption hits 
you between the ears. (PO Box 820043, Mem¬ 
phis, TN 38182) 

DEATH THREAT-Peace & Security (TViple 
Crown) 

Hefty metal styles combine with old-school 
raspy hardcore punk vocals. Tight sinister chord 
progressions, tempo changes that range from 
the occasional straight ahead part to bulky chug¬ 
ging sprawl and crushing breakdowns galore. 
These elements ensure that the skillful combi¬ 
nation of unusually decipherable non-death 
metal-y vocal work and an impending doom ’n’ 
gloom Hatebreed-style musical backdrop cre¬ 
ates a definite contrast not seen in many of 
today’s newschool HC outfits. Angry and bleak, 
the outlook posed throughout is unwavering in 
its absolute condemnation of society. Songs like 
“Dead At Birth,” “Disgrace,” “Life Sentence” 
(featuring Buddha and White Trash Rob of 
Blood For Blood on vocals), and “Peace And 
Security” get the message across loud and clear. 
Frustration and rage channeled into twelve 
harsh, relentless songs. Newschool kids, this 


one’s for you. (331 W. 57th St., PMB 472, NY, 
NY 10019) (Mike) 

DEGENERICS-Generica (Dead Alive) 

Generic? Not exactly... New Jersey’s 
Degenerics lash out with trigger-finger rage and 
the main focus is on hard-hitting, fast hardcore, 
but they cast a wider net with melodic touches, 
a reggae instrumental and some metal licks 
along the way. The penultimate track, 
“risingsunexperience,” builds to a chaotic bar¬ 
rage of noise. There’s even a brief acoustic 
piece, here. Lyrics exploring personal trauma 
and the sinister elements of a fucked-up world 
with a cynical eye and printed in collage-style 
booklet (kinda tough to read at times, unfortu¬ 
nately). An air of unpredictability and reaching 
a furious pitch when in full-attack mode, with 
a combination of power and drama. (PO Box 
97, Caldwell, NJ 07006) 

DELTA 72-000 (Touch & Go) 

Somewhere between Jon Spencer and the 
Make-Up lies Philly’s Delta 72 — who are one 
of those bands forever appearing on bills that 
they don’t make much of a dent in the headlin¬ 
ers’ (I’ve forgotten how good or bad they were 
warming up for Rocket from the Crypt and Man 
or Astroman) reputation. So, “000” is these guys 
third album, and producers Neil Haggerty and 
Jennifer Herema of Royal Trux seem to be the 
stars here as much of the band with the wall-of- 
sound with a little bit of extra noise recording. 
“Just Another Let Down” could have been left 
off “Exile on Main Street” (or maybe Geils’ 
“The Morning After”) with a different singer, 
though Gregg Foreman does an absolutely fine 
job. I think more people would pay attention to 
these guys if they didn’t come from the city that 
spawned Hall and Oates, the Hooters, 
BoyzIIMen and the Pagan Babies. (PO Box 
25520, Chicago, IL 60625) (Phil) 

DESPITE-The Destroyers Will Be Destroyed 
(Six Weeks) 

...and so will the eardrums if you stand too 
close. Handle with care, because this is some 
volatile music. Despite detonate an eruption of 
brutal thrash spearheaded by thick bass and 
guitar chords, speedy drumming and harshly 
death-grunted vocals. Not grind, though... a 
doomy, cacophonous mix of Extreme Noise 
Teror, death metal, and Swedish HC. Whatever 
Despite’s influences are, this is loud and rip¬ 
ping. Tight and overpowering, along with cyni¬ 
cal, dark-hued lyrics that make a perfect match 
for the sonic mayhem. (225 Lincoln Ave., 
Cotati, C A 94931) 

DESTRUCTION-All Hell Breaks Loose 
(Nuclear Blast) 

Destruction were one of those second (or 
was it third?) tier thrash metal bands in the 80s. 
I recall their “Mad Butcher” EP, on red vinyl, 
with a very angry looking butcher on the cover. 
OK, but not always too distinguished. Well, the 
butcher is back for a sequel, with “The Butcher 
Strikes Back” and so are Destruction. This Ger¬ 
man three-piece pull together two original mem¬ 
bers, including vocalist/bassist Schmier and, by 
gum, this is a good ‘ol ass-kicking thrash metal 
album. Powerful riffs, harsh vocals and a re¬ 
lentlessness in the arranging. Pure power, but 
also exuding technical dexterity without getting 
all wanky about it. Bonus track is a cover of 
Metallica’s “Whiplash” that completely shreds 
and makes one realize how the Napster-haters 
have completely lost their way over the years. 
Given the largely sorry state of metal these days, 
maybe it’s time for a revival of 80s thrash. I’m 
up for it. (PO Box 43618, Philadelphia, PA 
19106) 

DEVIATION-State Of Grace (Too Damn 
Hype) 

To paraphrase a long-time scene acquain¬ 
tance of mine, this band is so hard and tough¬ 
sounding that it’s going to cause people to beat 
themselves up. That’s a good way way to de¬ 
scribe this karate-kicking, brutal, tough-guy 
metalcore. Deviation come from Belgium, but 
have NYHC running through their blood and 
enlist Freddy Madball for some song writing and 
vocal assistance. Chainsaw guitar riffs, mainly 
a medium, bludgeoning tempo with an occa¬ 
sional speedy impulse... you know the drill. Pure 


anger, nothin’ graceful about it. Ruthlessly-ef- 
ficient, but blustery. (PO Box 15793, Philadel¬ 
phia, PA 19103) 

DIASPORA-Gaikko Dibehtet Muvrrat 
Vuolas (Witchhunt) 

Powerful, raging hardcore from Finland with 
two women on vocals and a two guitar attack. 
Blending early 80s Finnish and Discharge- 
styled thrash with some melodic, UK anarcho 
elements. The lyrics dwell on a plethora of dif¬ 
ferent issues, both gender-related and the folly 
of humankind in general. “And Then What” 
critiques the shallowness of “too much 
sloganeering,” wondering if people think about 
what they’re protesting or what will happen if 
the state is actually smashed. Reinforced with 
a clamorous blitz. Incidentally, this is a 5 label 
co-release and the one listed above is the direct 
band contact. (PL 301, 00151 Helsinki, FIN¬ 
LAND) 

DICKY B. HARDY-I Whistle You Dance 
(Taang) 

A domestic release for this Slovenian band’s 
1998 album and it remains a rousing, hell-rais¬ 
ing affair. A two guitar/no bass/drums lineup 
providing a garage slam explosion. Raw and 
primal, with a hint of the boogie, done at a 
mainly feverish clip and expressing plenty of 
swaggering bravado in their drinkin’-fuckin’- 
ass-kickin’ universe. Energetic stomp with a 
decidedly nasty streak. (706 Pismo Ct., San 
Diego, CA 92109) 

DIGGER-Monte Carlo (Hopeless) 

The packaging of this CD won me over be¬ 
fore I even listened to one note. Very clever 
Vegas theme equipped with a pair of dice, not 
to mention the superb live photographs through¬ 
out the package. The excitement didn’t end there 
either as the fast paced sounds of “Monte Carlo” 
rung through the speakers. A solid production, 
especially the impressive drum sound, set the 
tone for the catchy upbeat tunes. Chris Benner 
leads the charge with a strong vocal effort on 
power rockers like “Lucky”, “Plastic Wings” 
and “Detroit River”. An acoustic instrumental, 
which seems a little out of place, called “Post¬ 
cards Across The Atlantic” slows things down 
for about 1:05 in the middle of the CD but be¬ 
fore you know it Digger is at it again. In fact 
they go on to finish the CD with the extremely 
frank “Alcohol, Women, and Misery”. If you 
like your punk rock, catchy, poppy and 
danceable, then Digger might be the band for 
you. (PO Box 7495, Van Nuys, CA 91409-7495) 
(Steev) 

DILLINGER FOUR-Versus God (Hopeless) 

This band rules the fucking planet earth... if 
you disagree with that statement and ignore this 
album, then you’re a total fuckin’ poseur! Damn 
right I’m passionate about this band. I suppose 
I can’t really write reviews in such a fashion. 
That wouldn’t pass muster in more esoteric rock 
journals, would it? Well, as D4 said on an ear¬ 
lier song, “fuck 'em all!” That’s why I publish 
a fanzine, so I can laud the praises of bands that 
truly stir my soul and you better believe D4 fall 
into that realm. As for the new longplayer, it’d 
be mighty difficult for Dillinger Four to top the 
near-perfection of “Midwestern Songs” (“This 
Shit Is Genius” was a singles collection and not 
a ‘proper’ album, per se, although still far and 
away one of my favorites last year). They don’t 
top it, but it’s still an awe-inspiring blast that 
blows away 99% of the other crud out there. 
Brilliant songwriting, an unflappable energy and 
spirit. Music with HEART, as Jack Rabid from 
Big Takeover would say. The lyrics, as usual, 
are from a personalized perspective and deal 
with the protagonists’ own lives, but also dis¬ 
cuss larger issues, as well. As the title might 
indicate, religion comes in for a pretty solid 
trouncing, particularly on “Last Communion.” 
But it’s more than just a laundry list of issues. 
There’s sort of a running theme, here. If there’s 
a D4 credo, it’s this—break free of the indoc¬ 
trination, the rat-race, live your life however the 
fuck you want. Jump around, laugh your ass 
off, act obnoxious, give the middle finger to 
those who deserve it, but always keep an eye 
on the big picture, speak your mind honestly 
and perhaps, in your own way, try to make a 
difference. You end up thinking, “they under- 
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stand, they GET how fucked up this world is, but it’s not go¬ 
ing to get them down and shouldn’t get me down, either.” But 
it’s just music, right? Just a band with songs and words on the 
paper, right? NO! What makes this band so gut-punching is 
the way they enliven those words with mesmerizing hooks 
and ferocious power. Careening with deadly aim on just about 
every song, but to mention a few in particular, 
“WreckThePlaceFantastic,” “Define ‘Learning Disorder’,” 
“Q: How Many Punks Does It Take To Change A Lightbulb” 
and “Maximum Piss & Vinegar.” The latter has the classic 
line,“/’d like to be the one to wipe that smile off your face’,' 
etc... and I challenge anyone to deny they haven’t felt that 
way at one time or another. No other pop/punk band in recent 
memory throttles it down so fucking HAJRD and with so much 
joyous resonance. Heck, few bands do that PERIOD, regard¬ 
less of genre. Those hooks are there... and they will find you, 
sure as shit. (PO Box 7495, Van Nuys, CA 91409-7495) 

DISASSOCIATE-Imperfect World (MIA) 

Disassociate doing what they do best. Pumping out fast 
grind with a crust influence. Similar to Brutal Truth, lyrically. 
There are Jesus Christ and Nausea covers on here, as well. I 
like this album a whole lot. It’s just good, fast grind under a 
heavy influence of weed. (315 Church St., 2nd Floor, NY, 
NY 10013) (Jeff) 

DISCIPLINE-Nice Boys Finish Last (Too Damn Hype) 

Dutch oi-boys mixing in sprightly punk and tunefulness. 
Super-gruff vocals (doing his damndest to sound like A1 Barr) 
that seem caricature-like at times and it’s the typical Friday 
night drinkin’/wear the boots/oi-oi-oi approach, but these guys 
have some undeniable hooks and a solid musical arsenal. Not 
too shabby a version of Slapshot’s “Hang Up Your Boots,” 
either. “The Boys Are Back In Town,” on the other hand, is 
an original, not the Thin Lizzy song, and a hand-clappin’ near¬ 
anthem. Not easily written off. (PO Box 15793, Philadelphia, 
PA 19103) 

DISTILLERS (Hellcat) 

Driving punk with a rock ‘n roll and rootsy heart. That’s 
not anything terribly original or unique these days, although 
this band have a energetic and engaging feistiness. But what 
really separates the Distillers from less-memorable bands is 
the wilderbeast, untamed vocals of Brody Armstrong. A husky, 
howling, impassioned gem of an instrument that drives ev¬ 
erything. Just fucking awesome. Her “oh, sheeeit!” exhorta¬ 
tions for “Colossus USA” are the hook you remember from 
the song, along with the cascading arrangement. Same for 
the speedy “Idoless”—harsh vocals and a shit-hot arrange¬ 
ment. And the Patti Smith song they cover is of the non-suck- 
Patti variety, namely “Ask The Angels” from “Radio Ethio¬ 
pia”; I wonder what this band could do with “Pumpin’ My 
Heart.” The more I listen, the more it becomes apparent that 
the Distillers’ method of firing their emotions against the wall 
and making it stick (to use a cliched bit of alliteration) works 
very well for them. (2798 Sunset Blvd., LA, CA 90026) 

DIVIT-Lastest Issue (Coldfront, EP) 

Another band that borrows heavily from Bad Religion. 
Wow! Is it me or are there a lot of bands that are emulating 
this west coast sound? Especially the West Coast bands like 
Divit. From the opening track “Far from near,” Divit deliver 
their powerful pop punk message. The songs are consistent, 
the drumming is stellar, and the vocals come through loud 
and clear. You really can’t ask for much more than that. “Play¬ 
pen” is my personal favorite and it’s also nice to hear an up¬ 
beat, nicely done version of Tom Petty’s “American Girl.” 
Divit use solid catchy rhythms to make up for a lack of origi¬ 
nality, which is fine. Who is original these days anyway? (PO 
Box 8345, Berkeley, CA 94707) (Steev) 

DOOMSDAY DEVICE-Family Pride (Industrial 
Strength) 

Tattooed ‘n muscular thug-core from out west, Oakland 
to be precise, although you would swear that this was a New 
York band. Ernie, the vocalist, also does duty as the bass- 
player for Powerhouse, though, and that band’s vocalist has 
NY roots, so there’s the connection. Espousing positivity and 
unity while, at the same time, admitting to “bustin’ heads,” 
but only as a “last resort.” The rage is convincing, with a solid 
balance of crunch and brutallizing speed. Their theme song, 
“Doomsday Device,” is a pillaging acceleration blast, as are 
“BTS” and “Already Beat.” Not sure if I’d want to be any¬ 
where near the dance floor for one of their sets, but this band 
do the tough-guy thing well. Hidden track is a cover of Kiss’ 
“Come On And Love Me.” (2824 Regatta Blvd., Richmond, 
CA 94804) 

DRAGONS-Live At The Casbah (Junk) 

The best thing I’ve heard from the Dragons so far and, as 
you probably surmised, it’s a live album. If you didn’t, then 
you’re not paying attention! For the unitiated, the Dragons 
do the punk meets rock ‘n roll thing and do it quite well. 
Power and hooks collide and spiced with just the right amount 
of attitude. (“Roll The Dice,” from their last album, is a good 
example of how catchy this band can be.) It’s also obvious 
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that vocalist/guitarist Mario Escovedo is get¬ 
ting increasingly drunk over the course of the 
evening. He’s quite soused by the time they get 
to the hidden bonus encore of the Stones’ 
“Happy” and “Star Star’ (aka “Starfucker”). The 
inebriation doesn’t disrupt the proceedings too 
much—the band remain tight and rockin’ 
throughout. Those Berry by the way of Thun¬ 
ders guitar licks peal out and their sense of his¬ 
tory doesn’t go for just the obvious—sure, they 
do Ramones and Dolls songs, but there’s also 
material from LA hard rockers the Four Horse¬ 
men, the Texas Tornados and Joan Jett. Hot ‘n 
sweaty, to quote the title of Cactus’ early 70s 
live album. (7071 Warner Ave., F-736, Hunting- 
ton Beach, CA 92647) 

DROPKICK MURPHYS/THE BUSINESS- 
Mob Mentality (Taang) 

Two bands on a bender plopped into the stu¬ 
dio, where they play each others’ songs, do a 
few of their own, a few covers and get together 
for the Rejects-flavored title track. That’s what 
transpired with this joint Dropkicks/Business 
session and it’s a spirited romp. Micky Fitz 
sounds pretty well-lubricated as he bellows out 
“In The Streets Of London” (sic). The Outlets’ 
“Knock Me Down” remains a catchy tune, as 
performed by the Dropkicks (and guitarist Rick 
Barton played in both bands). The Business do 
a good job on Slapshot’s “Hang Up Your Boots.” 
I guess we’ll have to wait ‘til next time for what 
would’ve been the perfect singalong under these 
conditions—“Drinkin ‘n Drivin.” (706 Pismo 
Ct., San Diego, CA 92109) 

DROPOUTS-Puke (Mutant Pop, EP) 

C’mon, how can you not be attracted to an 
EP called “Puke”? Now that’s punk! Buzzing 
pop/punk with a ragtag energy and the four 
songs are short and to the point. A lively-sound¬ 
ing bunch. (5010 NW Shasta, Corvallis, OR 
97330) 

DROWNINGMAN-Rock and Roll Killing 
Machine (Revelation) 

With song titles like “Last Weeks Minutes 
from the Meeting of the Secret Society of Your 
Friends Who Actually Hate You” and “If God 
Loves a Winner He’s Going to Want to Fuck 
Me in a Minute (Born to Break Even),” you 
know it’s going to be good. Drowningman have 
always kind of eluded me somehow, only show¬ 
ing up on compilations here and there and im¬ 
pressing me, but I’d never heard more than a 
split 7” until now. This 30 minute (good!) disc 
certainly impresses, going from raging Dillinger 
Escape Plan-ish metal chaos to melodic, sung 
emo-ish parts, and we’re talking within the same 
song here. Lyrically, the band is just as pissed 
off, with some very angry and, well, gory top¬ 
ics covered. If anything, it’s a bit too much too 
handle, and if you’re not in the mood could just 
grate and annoy. But if you want some intense 
and emotional audio violence, check it out. (PO 
Box 5232, Huntington Beach, CA 92615) 
(Greg) 

DS-13-Vad Vet Vi Om Kriget? (Deranged) 

I’m not up on my Swedish, but this band are 
certainly up on their hardcore and their debut 
12” is a ferocious blast. Everything I’ve heard 
previously from this band has kicked my ass 
and this album is no exception. Side one fea¬ 
tures 15 new songs and the flip has tracks from 
two split EP’s recorded in 1997. The result? 
Maximum pummel, delivered at high speed, 
with a dead-on mosh part here and there (but 
no karate kicks allowed—only circle pits!) and 
lyrics mostly in English. There’s certainly a 
message, but DS-13 don’t allow themselves to 
be bogged down by dogmatism—”/ say be 
gladly conscious/call yourself political if you 
want/1 say take it to a reasonable level/And don’t 
forget to have afukkin good time’.’ I wish more 
people would remember the last line of that 
chorus from “I Won’t Dance To It.” They still 
don’t hold back the disgust for kickboxing 
mosh-pit jocks, nazis or Australian band 
Silverchair. Punishing and powerful. ($10 ppd, 
PO Box 543, Station P, Toronto, ON M55 2T1, 
CANADA) 

DWARVES-Come Clean (Epitaph) 

The two naked women and the dwarf are 
back but this time they’re in soap bubbles in¬ 


stead of the blood, guts ‘n pussy that were pic¬ 
tured on the album of the same name. It’s not 
“BG&P” in a musical sense, either. I kind of 
miss the high-speed non-stop tirade of all but, 
after a few listens. I’m warming up to “Come 
Clean.” Even the techno-metal “Over You” 
works, with its poppy chorus. A grab-bag of 
punk, poppier rock ‘n roll touches and even a 
bit of country shitkick here and there, most ob¬ 
viously for “Production Value” aka “It’s Tits.” 
“River City,” “Act Like You Know” (with a 
gypsy like tambourine break!) and “Way Out” 
do revive the loud/fast aesthetic. And while 
there’s nothing quite as direct, title-wise, as 
“Let’s Fuck” or “Fuck You Up And Get High” 
(hey, this is the clean album), the Dwarves con¬ 
tinue to be unrepentant degenerates if you take 
a gander at the lyrics or listen to the phone mes¬ 
sage from the homy, allegedly 14 year old fan. 
The paucity of four letter words doesn’t mean 
that it’s safe to let them in your house. Their 
albums, well, that’s OK, especially if there are 
people you want to offend in that eternally ado¬ 
lescent way. (2798 Sunset Blvd., LA, CA 
90026) 

EARTH CRISIS-Slither (Victory) 

If the medium is the message—or the mas¬ 
sage, whatever, lead singer Karl Buechner has 
learned a valuable lesson. To wit: If you can 
decipher lyrics the song just might be a little 
more interesting. Although not a Crisis fan, this 
was more listenable than any of their previous 
stuff. While still preachy. I do agree with the 
anti-vivisectionist stance, but wouldn’t a nice 
love song nice right about now? Yes life sucks, 
then you die—or get made into dog food.... but 
you go on. (PO Box 146546, Chicago, IL 
60614) (Jane) 

EASTFIELD-Keep It Spikey (Inane) 

Pat from Violent Society sent me this Brit¬ 
ish band’s CD and it’s a good one. Witty, catchy 
songs along the lines of Peter & The Test Tubes, 


Toy Dolls and the late, great Rezillos (male/fe¬ 
male vocal tradeoffs). Obsessed with TV, pop 
culture and societal lunacy. Taking pot-shots at 
Phil Collins and punk bands reforming only for 
the money, to name two targets, and doing so 
in a high energy fashion. (PO Box 7804, Bir¬ 
mingham B13 8AS, ENGLAND) 

EASY LIVIN’-Good Time Head-On Colli¬ 
sion! (Dionysus) 

NYC rockers with one foot dipped in 60s 
garage punk fuzz and the other (well maybe a 
couple of toes) into rockabilly territory, albeit 
fused to the same garage aesthetic. As the al¬ 
bum progresses, it gets nastier, which is always 
a good thing, but ends on a janglier note, with a 
cover of the Flamin’ Groovies’ “Blues For 
Phylis.” “Lights Out,” “Got A Feelin’” and the 
cleverly-titled “Rather Go To Hell (Than Back 
To Pawtucket)” crank out the attitude nicely. 
Or not so nicely, depenind on how you look at 
it. With a couple of ex-Morning Shakes guys. 
(PO Box 1975, Burbank, CA 91507) 

EGGHEAD-Dumb Songs For Smart People 
(Mutant Pop) 

Take The Dickies, a dash of The Descen¬ 
ders, a Little All, and The Dead Milkmen throw 
em all together and you have a band that re¬ 
sembles Egghead. With their tongues firmly 
stuck in their cheeks, these pranksters deliver 
some hummable punk rock. Egghead barely 
break a sweat, with only two of their fourteen 
songs entering three-minute territory, as they 
blaze through an assortment of comical mate¬ 
rial. There is a lot to pick from here but my 
personal favorites are the slower “First flight to 
the moon,” “Jetpack,” and the extremely funny 
“Donna’s always mad at me.” There is always a 
market for novelty and in this genre Egghead 
gets high scores. (5010 NW Shasta, Corvallis, 
OR 97330) (Steev) 

EIGHT BUCKS EXPERIMENT-Payback 


(Bluemoon) 

Second album from these Colorado yahoos 
and it’s an ornery tangle of a sound somewhere 
between punk rock nastiness and the inbred 
grunge of Tad. That’s what Evan’s vocals re¬ 
mind me of, at least. Mountainous riffage and 
pretty fucked-up and twisted-sounding, al¬ 
though they have a tendency to meander on 
some of the tracks, here. The speedy and punky 
“Marijuana Americana” does hit like a 
blindside, though. (2075 S. University Blvd., 
#264, Denver, CO 80210) 

ELECTRIC FRANKENSTEIN-The Dawn 
Of Electric Frankenstein (Triple X) 

The roots of the band, if you will... five early 
demo tracks by EF from 1992 and three of the 
bands that various members played in before 
the fact. If nothing else, it just proves that they 
came from somewhat divergent backgrounds, 
with the darkly gothic sounds of Kathedral (with 
Dan Canonzieri), the spacy hard rock of The 
Thing (Sal’s earlier band) or Crash Street Kids, 
with Steve Miller, and sounding closest to what 
would emerge with EF. The EF material has 
Steve on guitar, drums and vocals and it’s a blue¬ 
print, slightly more slavish to its influences, yet 
already emerging as a catchy beast. Those peal¬ 
ing Deetroit guitar chords will get ‘ya every 
time. Crash Street Kids were a little more cock- 
a-rocky in the lead work, but had a similar idea 
of mixing punk energy with driving rock ‘n roll 
and this 1990 material ages better than a lot of 
“grunge” from the period. The Thing opt for a 
hazier approach, occasionally excessive, yet 
with a dark edginess. Kathedral’s version of 
Alice Cooper’s “Desperado” ends up being 
pretty cool and the guitar-oriented, Joy Div/Red 
Lorry-inspired goth rock does have an edge. Not 
too ethereal. Not sure how much all this stuff 
will appeal to the average EF fan, but more 
open-minded rockers might find it engaging. I 
did, anyway. (PO Box 862529, LA, CA 90086) 

ENDLESS STRUGGLE-In The Day 
(Charged) 

It must be something of a struggle to be a 
dyed-in-the-wool punk in Moron, er, Mormon 
Land aka Utah. But these five young men live 
the life, believe in the music and, if they wear 
their influences fairly literally and figuratively, 
that doesn’t mean they’re not going to provide 
a rousing blast, anyway. Surprises? No, but an 
energetic combination of oi-oi-oi and fast UK 
punk, with such bands as Blitz, Riot Squad, 
Partisans and One Way System coming to mind 
(they do that band’s “Stab The Judge” here). 
Decent. (PO Box 157, High Bridge, NJ 08829) 

ENEMY YOU-Where No One Know My 
Name (Panic Button) 

This band could have made a good post- 
hardcore CD in the manner of Moving Targets 
or later-era Squirrel Bait but, like most punk 
bands, they put the songs at the same tempo 
(artificially fast) and try to hold true to what a 
teenage version of punk rock should be, instead 
of making it mature like I knew this band could 
have been capable of doing. Too bad. (PO Box 
148010, Chicago, IL 60614-8010) (Scott) 

ENEMIES (New Disorder) 

This label continues to put out some strong 
releases. Edgy, rough-hewn punk with an 80s 
west coast fervor. Angry and aggressive, but also 
tuneful in spots and with some fancy-pants time 
shifts and instrumental moves. Some hot bass- 
licks, in particular. Enemies maintain an infec¬ 
tious surge throughout and infuse it all with 
musical and lyrical creativity. Proving that you 
can have chops and not end up sounding boring 
or self-indulgent. There’s a lot of raw energy 
here. (115 Bartlett St., SF, CA 94110) 

ENVY-The Eyes Of A Single Eared Prophet 
(HG Fact, EP) 

Screams from the inner regions... Envy’s 
hardcore has moved in this direction their last 
few releases, with a combination of melody and 
cathartic release. Temporary moments of qui¬ 
etude giving way to an outpouring. Walls of 
guitar, bass, drums and howling vocals. A sense 
of drama and powerfully-executed. Three of the 
five songs are also available on a 7” release. 
(401 Hongo-M, 2-36-2 YAYOI-CHO, 
NAKANO, TOKYO, 164, JAPAN) 











ERRORTYPE:ll-Amplified To Rock (Some) 

Nine attempts at pop stardom rock. No doubt 
these dudes are writing the music they sincerely 
want to write. A few listens later, let’s see. The 
vocals are uninspired, almost deliberate. I can’t 
sense much of anything from the music. The 
recording provides little punch, but that might 
have something to do with the fact that I’ve been 
playing it quite low in the system. Error has a 
sort of lackluster approach, bands of their ilk 
tend to have more pump, more of a something. 
The drummer is good. Good chops, he cuts 
through the otherwise midrange recording. I do 
like the descriptions of all the songs though. 
I’m sort of a sucker for that. But, the way they 
list all the gear they use in the liner notes comes 
off as rather pretentious to me, i.e.: “Vintage 
Gretsch, ‘69 Orange cab, Les Paul ‘63 Stan¬ 
dard”. Pop tunes without the needed sugar- 
hooks that make bands like Third Eye Blind and 
Lit so fucking infectious and terrible at the same 
time. (122 W. 29th St., 4th Floor, NY, NY 
10001) (Nick) 

ESTRELLA 20/20-Afro Mexicana (Estrus) 

The cover is deceiving... this isn’t any sort 
of world-music exotic cultural excursion. The 
only excursion is to the soul (or is it the groin?) 
of rock ‘n roll, a blues explosion of sorts (ha 
ha) created by another Japanese unit who have 
a nascent understanding and affinity for the 
music’s root. Trebly and primal, with 
exstatically-squealed, adenoidal vocals and a 
dust-on-the-needle grittiness. Wild and soulful 
raucousness, sympathetically produced by Tim 
Kerr and they offer Tim a tip of the hat by cov¬ 
ering his former band the Big Boys’ “Red/ 
Green.” The outta-control sax for “What Kind 
Of Power You Got” is a nice touch, as well. (PO 
Box 2125, Bellingham, WA 98227) 

E. TOWN CONCRETE-The Second Com¬ 
ing (Triple Crown) 

Generally, I don’t like rapcore. E. Town does 
it well, but it’s still not my thing.. There’s a lot 
of leaning towards the rap side of the rapcore 
spectrum on this. It’s a very well recorded al¬ 
bum, with solid production. The lyrics are gen¬ 
erally about hard times in life and are pretty 
well written—nothing extraordinary, but noth¬ 
ing terrible. It’s a nice looking record. Unfortu¬ 
nately, I don’t especially like it. (331 W. 57th 
St., PMB 471, NY, NY 10019) (Jeff) 

EVANCE/JABARA-Split (HG Fact) 
JABARA-Why We Wish (HG Fact, EP) 

Ker-blam... a hammering from the hardcore 
thunder gods created by both of these Japanese 
bands. Thick guitar and bass chords, harsh vo¬ 
cals and favoring a plunder ‘n pillage tempo. 
Evance has impressed before with their over the 
top approach and Jabara aren’t any disappoint¬ 
ment, either. They do get mellow for a moment 
at the beginning and bridge of “Bellows,” but it 
leads into another primal thrash attack. A les¬ 
son in brutality. There’s nothing mellow at all 
on Jabara’s new EP, “Why We Wish.’ Six deto¬ 
nations of rage, from the trash‘n bum of “No. 
51?” and “Cos We Wish” to the mid-tempo, 
feedback-laden “Chaos In Chaos.” An agitated- 
sounding bunch. (401 Hongo-M, 2-36-2 
YAYOI-CHO, NAKANO, TOKYO, 164, JA¬ 
PAN) 

EXPLODER-West End Kids Crusade (Dim 
Mak, EP) 

The Exploder’s album on Reptilian, a few 
years back, was a nice surprise from nowhere, 
a drained-emotion eruption that had a tumultu¬ 
ous sweep. This EP incorporates some mecha¬ 
nized rhythms, but they haven’t gone techno or 
anything. The guitars still slash and jab and the 
vocals are as intensely delivered as ever. Dra¬ 
matic and pointed, particularly for “The Survi¬ 
vor.” “Save Your Skin (West End Theme)” har¬ 
nesses AC/DC riffs to a hammering drum pat¬ 
tern and builds to a mindblowing coda. Power¬ 
ful and creative rock. (PO Box 14041, Santa 
Barbara, CA 93107) 

THE EXPLOSION-Flash Flash Flash (Jade 
Tree)/The Explosion (Jade Tree, EP) 

This Boston band have quickly made a name 
for themselves with some tight, bright and 
punchy punk seasoned with oi, pop and 


hardcore. Weaned as much on the Clash as they 
were on Slapshot, in other words. Matt’s vo¬ 
cals are forceful and in-your-face and the band 
favor a hook-filled twin guitar blast. With the 
addition of Sam Cave (ex-Trouble) on guitar, 
there are certainly some similarities to his 
former band and that’s not a negative. Loud, 
youthful and spunky as all hell. Shifting easily 
from mid-tempo to thrashier material and never 
skimping on the melody. Brian McTeman’s pro¬ 
duction captures their live energy. In addition 
to the full-length, Jade Tree have also reissued 
the band’s earlier demo (see review in SV #43) 
and it’s equally worth checking out. (2310 
Kennwynn Rd., Wilmington, DE 19810) 

EXPLOSIVE KATE-You Are Not a Winner 
(Mutant Pop, EP) 

A rawer pop punk band that gets it over with 
in under 10 minutes. Vocalist has a whiny, na¬ 
sal voice but it goes with the music. Liked their 
attempt to play “Pipeline” but not really know¬ 
ing how (according to the liner notes) so they 
called it “Surf Bastard” and credited it to them¬ 
selves (shrewd, boys). “You’re No Good” comes 
right out the Queers songbook, lyrically and 
musically. (5010 NW Shasta; Corvallis, OR 
97330) (Scott) 

EYELINERS-Here Comes Trouble (Panic 
Button) 

This one was gonna be on Sympathy for the 
Record Industry, it even had a catalog number 
and a release date. At the 11th hour (11:56 to 
be exact) Mordam sent out a fax saying “just 
kidding.” It was sorta like Lucy pulling back 
the football and all us pop-punk Charlie Browns 
falling on our fuckin’ heads in slo-mo. Next 
thing you know, the album was re-scheduled 
on John Jughead and Ben Weasel’s Panic But¬ 
ton Records. Well, good for them, I reckon. This 
sophomore full length from the first family of 
New Mexico punk is solid stuff—catchier and 
more energetic and altogether better than the 
Sympathy-released debut. It’s a Sonic Iguana 
recording with Mass Giorgini himself at the 
helm—you can do well buying a pop-punk re¬ 
lease based on that info alone. That being said. 
I’m not exactly sure why I haven’t been play¬ 
ing this album all that much... It’s a good band 
playing good tunes with some great production 
and it should make more than a few Top Ten 
lists when the smoke clears this winter. And ya 
just GOTTA love a band with a singing drum¬ 
mer. But still... Call it Ultra-Okay. (PO Box 


148010, Chicago, IL 60614-8010) (T. Chandler) 

FACE TO FACE-Reactionary (Lady Luck/ 
Beyond) 

Interesting... very interesting. Face To Face’s 
last album was a complete stinker. The worst of 
their career, one of the worst of ‘99 and it didn’t 
even get reviewed in this zine because I only 
got an advance CD and didn’t feel that getting 
the regular issue was even worth the effort—a 
dragged-out, lethargic album with no energy. 
So what do Face To Face do? Go back to the 
upbeat pop/punk sound that made their reputa¬ 
tion and, by gum, it does the trick. Clean and 
polished, even “professional” sounding, but 
that’s the way these guys have been for years 
and I'll admit to being a sucker for a loud buzz¬ 
ing hook. If it’s retreading old ground, so be it, 
because there’s something to the simplicity of 
loud guitars, bass and drums bashing out non- 
fluffy melodic punk. And if you believe press 
hype, the claim is made that the 12 songs here 
were selected by a vote from fans on their 
website—if that’s true, it’s hard to fault the 
public’s taste, at least this time. 

FALLEN SHORT/DISASTER STRIKES- 
Split (Rodent Popsicle) 

Two local bands with a shared membership 
and a male/female vocal tandem in each, com¬ 
ing in on the more abrasive end of the hardcore 
spectrum. They’re also involved in the activist 
community and their lyrics reflect a 
committment to social and economic justice. 
Fallen Short have a decidedly death metal slant, 
combined with thrash. Disaster Strikes mix up 
thrash, grindcore and add some melodic guitar 
parts. Both do need to work on their tightness 
and arranging, but DS get it together for the 
catchy “General Strike,” while Fallen Short 
connect with “Silent Sacrifice.” Each band has 
had personnel shakeups since these recordings. 
(PO Box 1143, Allston, MA 02134) 

FAY WRAY-I Love Everyone (No Idea) 

Loose pop/punk with balls and heart. Fay 
Wray don’t really love everyone, though... 
Superchunk comes in for some derision on 
“Kiss My Ass” and the funny thing is that song 
sounds exactly like Superchunk. Other songs 
also sound like that band, if they were on a long 
bender, with some early Replacements thrown 
in. Big loud pop music and lyrics that are both 
humorous and poignant (the booklet includes a 
running commentary on them, as well). The 


warmth of Fay Wray’s Gainesville environs runs 
into their music. (PO Box 14636, Gainesville, 
FL 32604) 

FED UP-Sick Fucks 

Not the California band who appeared on 
an S V 7” a few years ago, but a fairly mediocre 
NYHC band. Mixing thrash and heavier parts 
with a constipated-sounding vocalist who re¬ 
minds me of the villainous wolf on old “Un¬ 
derdog” cartoon. Granted, they have every right 
to be pissed off at Giuliani and even upset at 
not getting the hamburger deluxe they ordered, 
but I’m not quite as enamored by die sexual 
content of “Chupa Chocha,” althogh the pro¬ 
tagonist can apparently give it as well as take 
it, or so he thinks (never mind). Just not very 
good. (PO Box640251, Oakland Gardens, 
Flushing, NY 11364) 

FEED THE MACHINE (Beer City) 

Feed the thrash craving. Double-speed 
hardcore, hammering away without any sense 
of mercy, but not devolving into grind. I’m sure 
Siege, DRI and Infest are in their record collec¬ 
tions and they even manage to throw in a few 
shit-hot leads here and there. Lyrics explore 
societal decay and oppression, even offering a 
history lesson about the Attica prison uprising; 
“Under The Texas Sun” contrasts how marine 
Charles Whitman, who went on a shooting spree 
on a Texas campus, was a “madman,” but not 
the national guardsmen who killed the protest¬ 
ers at Kent State. A lot on their mind and 
rammed home with potent aural weaponry. (PO 
Box 26035, Milwaukee, WI 53226-0035) 

FIFTEEN-Hush (Hopeless/Sub City, EP) 

Here are three new songs from Fifteen. The 
same infectious pop punk grooves. It’s starting 
sound a little bit more like commercial rock, 
but mostly in the song structures and repetition. 
“Survivor” is the best out of all them. A song 
dealing with abuse coming from Jeff Ott’s per¬ 
sonal experiences and those of people he’s spo¬ 
ken to. The music and lyrics are great, and 
there’s one hook that I couldn’t get out of my 
head for days “Another Year” deals with a feel¬ 
ing of guilt over being the one who survived 
another year while others have died in the 
streets. The funniest song is “MRR” (guess what 
that’s about). It’s a criticism of the zine, saying 
they only have three good pages each issue and 
attacking the writers for not dealing with things 
that Jeff feels would be more appropriate. 
Though during the hour and twenty-eight min¬ 
utes it took Jeff to write the song 1000 children 
died of starvation, twenty-two more people went 
to prison, and one more homeless woman froze 
to death in the city. A good criticism, but at the 
same time unfair in it assumes that anyone writ¬ 
ing for MRR (and possibly any other zine) is 
not doing anything else but bickering in the 
scene and reviewing records. This CD benefits 
the Purple Berets, a Northern Californian radi¬ 
cal women’s rights group. (PO Box 7495, Van 
Nuys, CA 91409-7495) (Jonathan) 

FIFTY TONS OF BLACK TERROR-My 
Idle Hands (Beggars Banquet) 

...and idle hands are the devil’s workshop. 
Hoo-hah. Sinister sounds on 50 Tons’ return 
album engagement. Dark-hearted emanations 
projected from a deep Birthday Party muse and 
their disciples. You heard this thing in the 
Laughing Hyenas, Scratch Acid and Jesus Liz¬ 
ard. And, as with those bands, there’s a twisted 
bluesiness that you sure as hell wouldn’t hear 
played in any of those tourist-trap, velvet rope 
nightclubs . Ugly compositions revelling in 
echo, distortion and destructive predilections 
from the instruments and Charlie Finke’s black- 
soul vocals. The brief trumpet blast on “Wot 
Meanders” would give Miles Davis nightmares. 
Fucked-up and I mean that in a good way. 

FIREBALLS OF FREEDOM-Total Fucking 
Blowout (Estrus) 

Jeez looeeze... these wildmen are back for 
another session of rock ‘n roll mania. Teetering 
on the edge of control and eventually transiting 
that meridian during the concluding, instrumen¬ 
tal “F.O.F. Express.” The climax of that track is 
utter free-form chaos. Loose at the hinges, in¬ 
fused with shit-hot guitar licks and a locomo¬ 
tive rhythm that will have your ass following it 
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freely. Certain Hendrix and MC5 pyrotechnics 
come into play here, but it’s a kindred spiritual 
feeling as much as it is a touchstone. Rockin’ 
out unabashedly and there’s no shame in that... 
none whatsoever. (PO Box 2125, Bellingham, 
WA 98227) 

FISHSTICKS-Disko (Theologian) 

Unabridged Fishsticks. How much fun is 
that? I’ll tell you—it’s a WHOLE LOTTA 
FUCKING FUN. If music’s gotten too complex, 
too dragged-out, too ponderous, Fishsticks are 
the ticket. Blink ‘n you missed it songs, seldom 
lasting more than a minute, most of them a lot 
shorter than that and it’s a dose of nihilistic fun. 
Bashing, thrashing early 80s hardcore and lyr¬ 
ics that are, shall we say, less than serious. 
Unrepentantly antisocial, but in a goofy sort of 
way. Pulling together 7” and comp tracks and 
achieving that twin thrill of ass-kicking hilar¬ 
ity. (PO Box 1070, Hermosa Beach, CA 90254) 

FIVE DAY MESSIAH-Best Of Eightyfour- 
Eightynine Volume Two (Paco Garden, 10”) 

Uh, I don’t think these are vintage record¬ 
ings... could have sworn the “South Park” 
sample they use is of recent vintage and the LES 
Stitches and Murder City Devils weren’t around 
then, either, and the bassist has their stickers on 
his guitar. Busted! But Five Day Messiah cer¬ 
tainly have an older punk and hardcore influ¬ 
ence here.. Raw, aggressive songs with a burn¬ 
ing drive throughout and coming right from the 
gut. Best title: “The Kansas State Board Of 
Education Has A Lot To Learn,” about the at¬ 
tempts in that state to prevent the teaching of 
evolution. “Swallow” takes things in a more 
emo-direction, with some wretchedly off-key 
vocals and the song gets stuck in a locked 
groove. Too bad those annoyances ruin a de¬ 
cent arrangement. Besides that, this is a keeper. 
(PO Box 14855, Denver, CO 80218-0455) 

FLATLINERS-What A Waste (ADD) 

A combination of fast UK-82 style punk, 
along with a touch of oi. A good amount of en¬ 
ergy, although the drumming falters on occa¬ 
sion. “Military City USA” tells what it’s like to 
live in a military town which, in their case, is 
San Antonio, TX. Includes a cover of Blitz’s 
“Razors In The Night” and you can picture ev¬ 
eryone grabbing for the microphone. For the 
punx, by the punx, you get the idea. Kind of 
average, overall. (270 Central St., Hingham, 
MA 02043) 

FORBIDDEN DIMENSION-A Coffinful of 
Crows (Reanimator) 

10-year compilation of a Western Canadian 
one-man band/disease with guitars smothered 
in Big Muff distortion while a Dr. Rhythm beat- 
box keeps time. By the song titles (“13 Bloody 
Graves,” “Mars is Heaven”) and lyrics, you can 
tell this man/band is obsessed with horror/sci- 
fi from a few decades ago without resorting to 
goth or Cramps cliches. Like most one-man 
bands that existed whose only purpose was bar¬ 
ing their corrupted soul underneath the slimiest 
of “rock” (Ginger Leigh [the band, not the pom 
star] and A. Dying Gymnast), this is so brutal 
and honest that most will be running for the 
exits. Those hearty souls among us will take it 
to our bosom readily. (PO Box 1582; Ann Ar¬ 
bor, MI 48106) (Scott) 

FOR CARNATION (Touch & Go) 

Jettisoning the Low/Codeine straight-out 
quietcore sound for something more akin to a 
slow sexy groove, the now-L.A.-based For Car¬ 
nation releases a full-length that would be per¬ 
fect as a background for sex—plain and simple. 
It still is in the Low slo-rock vein but a lot more 
erotic-sounding. Play this and see if your s.o. 
doesn’t get funky with you. More potent than 
Barry White (and not as loud either). (PO Box 
25520, Chicago, IL 60625) (Scott) 

FORCED REALITY-13 Years Of Forced 
Reality (Outsider) 

A pair of studio tracks, plus 8 songs recorded 
live on WMBR in Cambridge. I’ll give the dev¬ 
ils their due—some catchy street-punk with 
vocal presence and strong playing. Bad-ass rock 
‘n roll merged with punk. I’ve just never cared 
for the whole skinhead mentality of loyal, flag- 
waving patriotism. “The Flag Is Mine,” huh? I 


like Propaganda's take on flying the flag, bet¬ 
ter, which involves an orifice in one’s lower re¬ 
gions. From a musical standpoint, though. 
Forced Reality have it goin’ on. (PO Box 92708, 
Long Beach, CA 90809) 

THE FORGOTTEN-Keep The Corpses 
Quiet (TKO) 

Spirited ragtag punk with a mix of influ¬ 
ences, both American and British. As with their 
previous album, the lyrics come from a fight¬ 
ing from the bottom, politically-aware muse. 
Cynical and conspiracy-leaning, even, as “The 
Corp” wonders if POW’s were used for medi¬ 
cal experiments “Outsider” is a folksy ballad 
dipped in raging punk coating, but you can hear 
the roots in the melody line. “Get Out” has more 
of an oi-ish fervor. Lars from Rancid produced 
and there remain some similarities with that 
band, especially in the opening pair of tracks, 
“Who Blames You” and “Forced To Believe.” 
(Lars was also in Slip with the band’s former 
bassist Kenny before his Rancid days). Pack¬ 
ing a punch without losing the catchiness. (PMB 
#103,4104 24th St., SF, CA 94114) 

FORTY FIVES-Get It Together (Ng/ 
Artemis) 

A 60s garage groove, but kind of on the po¬ 
lite side. Reminds me of a band like the Miracle 
Workers, who got the rootsiness right, yet were 
never raunchy enough to make you go out of 
your head. This is from the more danceable, 
soulful end of the spectrum, with a guitar/bass/ 
drums/organ set-up. Their version of Jimmy 
Reed’s “Ain’t That Lovin’You” is passable, but 
won’t make you forget Link Wray’s. I crave 
more fuzz! (130 Fifth Ave., NY, NY 10011) 

FORWARD-Just Go Forward To Death (HG 
Fact) 

More than just your crazed Japanese 
hardcore band. You’ve got that in abundance— 
the gutteral vocals and scampering thrash, but 
there’s some decidedly rock ‘n roll and boogie 
influences in here as well. They even add some 
ballsy harmonica for “Go To Dive,” while 
“Revolution” has an almost-hooky chorus with 
female backing vocals. That’s just an added di¬ 
mension. Forward’s main focus is sonically 
steamrolling anything in its path and that’s the 
end result. (401 Hongo-M, 2-36-2 YAYOI- 
CHO, NAKANO, TOKYO, 164, JAPAN) 

FOUND MY DIRECTION-Burn All White 
Flags (Resist/625) 

Aussie band sounding all the world like they 
took a detour through NYC. Speedy, sweeping 
riffs, along with the requisite mosh parts, but at 
least they’re not plodding. Angry vocals in a 
Mike Judge vein and aggressively focused, al¬ 
beit with a mainly positive message. The venom 
is saved for the greedmongers in our midst. Pro¬ 
duction is a bit muddled, but that doesn’t di¬ 
minish the impact too much. Straight-up bum 
without compromise. (PO Box 423413, SF, CA 
94142-3413) 

440S-Hot To Go (Steel Cage) 

Brought to you by the same folks who give 
us the truly fabulous Carbon 14 magazine, Steel 
Cage wins with this rocker. The 440’s play the 
hot rod punk thing a la The X-Rays, (older) 
Supersuckers, Turks, etc. Though the greaser 
image is way overdone (and usually the bands 
don’t even own cars, never mind some crazy 
Mopar) and bordering on cookie cutter status. 
The 440’s excel as a result of what is a rare and 
most cherished commodity: good songwriting. 
They don’t cling to riffs from the Crypt Records 
catalog like so many band tend to do. Their 
songs move around and have unexpected hooks. 
Sparkle Plenty’s vocals command attention and 
carry songs which would otherwise be mainly 
riff driven. Don’t let the overworked greaser/ 
badass imagery fool you; “Hot to Go” has origi¬ 
nality. (PO Box 29247 Philadelphia, PA 19125) 
(David) 

FRAMPTON BROTHERS-File Under F 
(For Failure) (Cacophone) 

I wasn’t too surprised to find these guys 
thanked The Kinks and Young Fresh Fellows 
for inspiration as it’s not too difficult to notice 
the Ray Davies/Kurt Bloch influence here. Very 
well-crafted pop tunes are made more memo¬ 


rable with witty, self-effacing lyrics. Oftentimes 
poking fun at his role in breaking up with his 
significant other, Ed Masley touches on sub¬ 
jects that anyone who has ever been an asshole 
could relate to. A country influence works well 
on the lost relationship tearjerkers. Songs like 
“Dressing Room” and “She’s Reading the 
Wrong Fanzines (Again)” show a knack for hid¬ 
ing biting satire in a pop song like only Randy 
Newman has done before. Fans of The Kinks, 
Fastbacks, Pixies and even Matthew Sweet will 
probably enjoy this quite a bit. (PO Box 6058 
Albany, NY 12206) (David) 

FRONTSIDE-Last Day (Resist) 

Intense hardcore from the former penal 
colony known as Australia. Bassist/vocalist 
Mahesh Roy is only 17, but spits out the words 
with a venomous effectiveness and these guys 
successfully mix up hard-charging thrash with 
heavier and more melodic elements. A song 
lashing out against Tipper Gore and, with the 
elections upon us, it might not be a bad idea to 
remind people of her transgressions. A tough 
sound, but not veering into oppressive tough- 
guy territory. (PO Box 372, Newtown, NSW, 
AUSTRALIA 2042) 

FRUSTRATORS-Bored In The USA 
(Adeline) 

The press kit commands the reader to “get 
bored!” and by track two I must admit I am. 
The music is tight, catchy and uninspired pop- 
punk. I did think the lyrics were pretty funny, 
but there are no good hooks here. Everyone in 
this band has put out much better records in their 
other bands. (5337 College Ave., #318, Oak¬ 
land, CA 94618) (David) 

FU MANCHU-King Of The Road (Mam¬ 
moth) 

Kings of the fuzzy-slab guitars, kings of the 
cowbell and, yeah, kings of the road... one 
would imagine that 8-track might be the pref¬ 
erable medium for this album, to be popped into 
the deck of one of those vans pictured in the 
booklet. A running theme of vehicle-tude and 
the boogie is in full-force for the title track and 
“Drive.” Fu Manchu don’t change much from 
album to album... 70s hard rock sounds, with a 
thick Iommi-esque guitar tone, but not particu¬ 
larly doomy, reinforced with a bluesy, 
rumpshakin’ mettle. Song remains the same? 
Perhaps, and this doesn’t quite grab me as much 
as some of their earlier albums, but it’s still quite 
tasty. In my mind, there’s that adolescent urge 
to roll back the shag carpeting (I used to have 
awesome blue shag in my old bedroom), turn it 
up and get down. (101 B Street, Carrboro, NC 
27510) 

FUNERAL DRESS-Party Political Bullshit 
(Punk Core) 

The long-standing Belgian punk band return 
with a new album. Self-described streetpunk, 
as it says on the inside tray and it’s a mix of oi 
and fast, early 80s UK style punk. The opening 
title cut does rather blatantly appropriate the riff 
to Blitz’s “Razors In The Night.” Funeral Dress 
are a textbook punk band, with the look and the 
songs about sportin’ leather jackets and safety 
pins, police harrassment and uniting the “punx.” 
Some spirited moments, but it kind of has an 
air of genericism, to be honest. Just OK. They’re 
better experienced live. (PO Box 916, Middle 
Island, NY 11953) 

FURY OF FIVE-This Time It’s Personal 
(Victory) 

Just oozing machismo, tuff guy hardcore 
style. The back cover has the heavily tattooed 
boys hiding a Louisville Slugger, link chain and 
sword (!) behind their backs. James’ stentorian 
grunts are difficult to make out, especially with¬ 
out a lyric sheet, although his range goes from 
those gutteral barks to a smoother croon that 
isn’t all that appealing. I do recall some thought¬ 
ful lyrics on their first album, anyway. Pretty 
typical modem metal-core with an occasional 
thrashier attempt, and some hip-hop underpin¬ 
nings that comes out full-force on the piss-take/ 
Sesame Street “Wigga In Da Hood.” Expansive 
propensities aside, it’s still basically the same 
bluster. (PO Box 146546, Chicago, IL 60614) 

FUSES-I Wanna Burn (American Punk)/Are 


Lies (Reptilian/Morphius) 

A wired-sounding bunch and the kinetic 
properties this band possess are obvious from 
the start. “I Wanna Bum” is their first album 
and has been out for awhile; chugging, jabbing 
guitar sputtering with nervous tension (same for 
the vocals), with wound-up arrangements and 
drawing on the Adverts, early Joe Jackson and 
even the Voidoids (“I Think They’ve Got My 
Number”), along with gnashing punk for some 
of its inspiration. Doing that and managing to 
avoid being a carbon-dated facsimile at the same 
time. “To Hell With Cheap Wine” shows a good 
amount of cheek, playing off an old Gang Of 
Four song. “Are Lies” is a new release and ex¬ 
uding the same sort of energy. The jittery pro¬ 
pensity continues and it remains fresh-sound¬ 
ing, conveying a yin-yang of frayed bravado. 
Quite catchy, too. (802 S. Broadway, Baltimore, 
MD 21231) 

FYP-Toys That Kill (Recess)/Come Home 
Smelly (Theologian, EP) 

FYP’s last musical testament(s), as that 
chapter of the band ends and Todd and Sean 
will be continuing under the name Toys That 
Kill (hmm... isn’t that what happened when the 
Descendents became ALL?). Giddily enjoyable 
tuneful punk with surprises along the way. On 
the ‘Toys” album, there’s raging hardcore, a toy 
piano, a Minutemen cover and one song that 
sounds like something off a 1930s blues album. 
The EP features “Come Home Smelly” from 
the album, plus 7 unreleased songs, including a 
cover of Poison Idea’s “Pure Hate,” which is a 
FUCKING AWESOME choice. Definitely lean¬ 
ing more towards the pop side this time and the 
lyrics can get serious at times, but they don’t 
wanna completely grow up, to paraphrase a 
band already mentined in this review. ( Recess : 

PO Box 1112, Torrance, CA 90605 /Theologian : 

PO Box 1070, Hermosa Beach, CA 90254) 

GAMEFACE/ERRORTYPE: 11 - What’s Up 
Bro? (Revelation, EP) 

OK, from what I remember, Gameface used 
to be a band that played decent, driving pop- 
punk tunes. I admit, I really liked their LP on 
Dr.Strange, it had some great lyrics and some 
fiercely catchy riffage. This, just like their last 
LP, trods into the realm of completely boring 
and candy-ass contemporary adult-rock. Track 
three is a terrible cover of Tom Petty and the 
Heartbreakers’ “Change of Heart,” which is 
followed by a bizarre five minute phone con¬ 
versation between some drunk dude and some¬ 
one else. Error do more of the same predictable 
borderline bar-rock that made the Gin Blossoms 
famous. Sorry, I have little to go on here for a 
positive review, so I’ll turn in early. (PO Box 
5232, Huntington Beach, CA 92615) (Nick) 

GAMITS-Endorsed By You (Suburban 
Home) 

Long-time musicians are notoriously harsh 
critics of other bands, so when Bobby from The 
Thumbs gushed to me about how great The 
Gamits were last year, my ears perked up im¬ 
mediately. He was packing copies of their first ; 
vinyl and he sold me a copy. It was good but I 
wasn’t mailing a postcard home to mama. Later 
in the year I hooked up with The Gamits’ “This 
is My Broomstick” CDEP. Wow! I was on the 
train... Now this 12 song A-Bomb of an album 
comes along and I’m shaking people by the 
shoulders trying to get them to listen. You may 
see me at the shopping mall. I’ll be the crazy 
guy standing on the bench, brandishing a 
shrinkwrapped jewelbox and screaming: “Buy 
this, you jaded fucks!” “Endorsed by You” is 
fucking amazing! In short: full throttle and 
heavily produced pop-punk without being the 
least bit Fat Wrecked or wanky... The Gain may 1 
have broken up, but The Gamits have dried my \ 
tears completely. It’s cosmically correct that 
albums by The Gain and The Gamits will sit j 
side by side in your neatly alphebetized CD j 
cabinet—the same food group and equally won- I 
derful. Very sweet package as well, retro and i 
nice. Five fucking stars, a Top 10 2000 poppy j 
punk album. “Endorsed by You” is endorsed by . 
me. (PO Box 40757, Denver, CO 80204) (T. 
Chandler) 

GARRISON-A Mile in Cold Water (Revela- l 
tion) 







Like the label it is on, this 4-piece is the style of emo popu¬ 
larized by Hot Water Music or a heavier Sunny Day Real Es¬ 
tate. Nothing earth-shaking but it is enjoyable. Points added for 
naming a song after one of the best bands of the 1980’s: “Squir¬ 
rel Bait.” (PO Box 5232, Huntington Beach, CA 92615) (Scott) 

GC5-Kisses From Hanoi (Outsider) 

Some stirring punk sounds, here... the GC5 bring a romanti¬ 
cism and working class sensibility into a driving, tuneful sound. 
Gruff vocals ala Jake Bums in the early days and burning ar¬ 
rangements that embrace romping, rollicking punk, fired-up rock 
‘n roll and even a Celtic influence or two, without the tin-whistle. 
Pete Kyrou’s up-front vocals have impact and the songs have a 
bright, beefy and catchy resonance. They call themselves “the 
heavyweights of the insolent class” on “Currency” and back it 
up with a heartfelt clamor. (PO Box 92708, Long Beach, CA 
90809) 

GENERATORS-Burning Ambition (Urgent/Cool Guy) 

Falling into that okay, but not mind-blowing realm. The Gen¬ 
erators mine traditional punk influences with a hearty enthusi¬ 
asm and possess the talent to create a listenable effort. Echoes 
of the Clash’s “London Calling” (for “Just A Memory,” in par¬ 
ticular), as well as a pronounced mod-soul affection for “Mr. 
Zero” and the cover of Wilson Pickett’s “Midnight Hour” (the 
Jam’s version was better, though). Gritty, yet melodic and Doug 
Dagger’s resonant vocal ability is an asset. Not bad at all, but I 
still crave a little more recklessness. (PO Box 2361, Santa Fe 
Springs, CA 90670) 

GET HIGH-II (Aloes International) 

This band seem to have disappeared over the last year or so 
and these 8 songs were recorded in early ‘99. Quite a change 
from the more driving hardcore of the demo and debut album, 
as Get High move into a groove-ier, flowing sound drawing on 
such influences as Quicksand, “I Against I”-era Bad Brains and 
Soulside. Merging emo and rock, while still drawing from the 
hardcore well to an extent. A musical evolution for these guys... 
not bad, but I prefer the first album. 

GIMMICKS-Honeymoon’s Over (Estrus) 

Gimmick? What gimmick? Just playing that rock ‘n roll 
music infused with a darkly-sinister hue and a heaping dose of 
the Stooges, Stones and a twisted mangle of hard rock, soul, 
punk and swamp-drag. “Decline Of A Love Strip” does slow it 
down to a lengthy crawl but there’s no lack of life for “Pull The 
Trigger” and no lack of soulfulness for “Everything,” punctu¬ 
ated by stirring organ work. No shyness about throwing in the 
occasional plundered bit—the “Crosstown Traffic” intro on 
“Kissin’ Off The Truth” or the “No Fun” cop that I also caught 
in passing. Frayed around the edges and nicely making a nice 
mess of things. (PO Box 2125, Bellingham, WA 98227) 

GL ASS JAW-E very thing You Wanted To Know About Silence 
(Roadrunner) 

Stupid title for a CD—and a self fulfilling prophecy as you 
rush to press the eject and enjoy the alternative to this boring, 
yet oh so woefully earnest attempt. Not to mention a billion 
times that the bozo producer for Korn is responsible for your 
studio work. At least singer Daryl Palumbo doesn’t wear a 
friggin’ kilt—yet. (Jane) 

GLUECIFER-Head To Head Boredom (Devil DolI)/Get The 
Move (Sub Pop, EP) 

Nothing boring here, pal, just real rock ‘n roll. Sure, the Vi¬ 
kings and fish eggs can fuck off, to paraphrase Showcase 
Showdown’s classic “Fuck You Norway,” but Gluecifer are some¬ 
thing more than welcome from that Scandanavian country. “Head 
To Head Boredom” features some hot-wired garage punk rock 
‘n roll with some mighty colorful artwork on the cover and some 
boisterous sounds contained within. Culled from a ‘95 7” and a 
‘96 mini-album, plus three smokin’ live songs. The mini-album 
boasts the provocative moniker “Dick Disguised As Pussy.” Titles 
such as that one, “Rock ‘n Roll Asshole,” “Under My Hood” 
and “Suck City” give you a pretty good indication of where 
they’re coming from. Raspy vocals, fired-up guitars, a hint of 
Stooges et al in the background. They did a split with the 
Hellacopters and it’s bom of the same intent, only this is a little 
dirtier-sounding, at least on these recordings. It’s ROCK. Catch 
my drift? “Get The Move” has three songs from their 1997 al¬ 
bum “Ridin’ The Tiger” and 3 more tracks recorded in ‘98 and, 
while a little slicker, still quite tasty, especially for the surging 
“Go Away Man” and “Leather Chair” and the boogie of “Tita¬ 
nium Sunset.” (Devil Doll : PO Box 30727, Long Beach, CA 
90853 /Sub Pop : PO Box 20645, Seattle, WA 98102) 

GOAT SHANTY-Encroachment (No) 

Goats, short songs (1:15 being the longest), and lyrics that 
need deciphering, what more do you need? Lots of goats in the 
liner notes. Great song titles: 3,5,2,6,4,7, 8,9,10,11, and 12. 
Okay, this record is actually good despite the tone of what I’ve 
written above. Up tempo hardcore with occasional tempo 
changes and breakdowns. The vocals are raw and shouted and 
go along well with the music. I can see kids dancing to this. Not 
the most original, but people who like Rash of Beatings or Left 
for Dead would probably go for this and it’s only $4. (PO Box 



14088, Berkeley, CA 94712) (Jonathan) 


GO-NUTS-Dunk and Cover! (Lookout) 

Let’s see if I get this gimmick—guys dressed up in costumes 
with gorilla-suited go-go dancers singing songs about snack food. 
And two of the provocateurs are Mel Bergman from the Phan¬ 
tom Surfers and rockabilly artist Deke Dickerson. Anyway, it 
depends on your tolerance for schtick and I think it’d get stale 
kind of quickly. The music is a hodgepodge of 60s garage and 
pop-rock laced with punk, plus a hip-hop afterthought and a 
Van Halen cover, where they turn “Hot For Teacher” into “Hot 
For Twinkies.” You’d think Rev. N0rb, with his junk food ob¬ 
sessions, would love these guys and he actually contributed 
“More Mayo” to the album. Their cover of the Dickies’ “You 
Drive Me Ape” sounds tame, though, and they cleaned up the 
lyrics. The thing about conceptual bands is the music is as is 
important as the comedy and some of the tunes here are on the 
lightweight side. A band like Supernova could pull it off ‘cause 
they fucking rocked). Some of it made me laugh, though. (PO 
Box 11374, Berkeley, CA 94701) 

GOOD CLEAN FUN-On The Streets Saving The Scene From 
The Forces Of Evil (Phyte) 

A mouthful of a title and only the most humorless sXe or 
hardcore devotees wouldn’t get a chuckle out of this—the techno 
intro for “WWZD” (what would Zeus do?), the pisstake on 
Gorilla Biscuits’ “Start Today” for “On The Streets,” complete 
with a harmonica break and some xylophone for good measure 
and “In Defense Of All Life,”accompanied by some righteous, 
karate-kickin’ metal/rap/hardcore stomp, ending with vocalist 
Issa waking up from a nightmare where he turned hardline. A 
tighter lineup than on their first release and delivering a furious 
dose of youth crew hardcore, along with much-needed wit. (PO 
Box 90363, Washington, DC 20090) 

GOOD RIDDANCE-The Phenomenon Of Craving (Fat, EP) 

Six new songs by Good Riddance and a fairly stirring mix of 
aggressive hardcore and melodic elements. The high-powered 
side comes out for opening track “Cages,” starting with a nifty 
“Slapshot” sample. “Uniontown” effectively packs seething 
anger with a strong message. While accessibility is part of the 
quotient, it doesn’t get too fluffy, although “Start At Zero” does 
veer towards that. One of the more palatable west coast-style 
punk bands and they’ve certainly got a social conscience, which 
is appealing. (PO Box 193690, SF, CA 94119) 

GOONS-No Leaders (American Punk) 

The Goons really come into their own on this album, evolv¬ 
ing from a pretty good band into a blistering unit. A hot and fast 
punk affair featuring spot-on, assaultive songs that have the rare 


combination of pulverizing power and catchiness. In a way, at 
least. This is aggro, not pop music. “White Tide” gets things 
started with a speedy blitz and the Goons don’t flag for the next 
twenty or so minutes. Serge’s over the top, bellicose vocal style— 
simultaneously soulful and cutting—is a defining characteristic 
and the lyrics express a cynical viewpoint on different issues, 
but they just as readily go for the ever-handy middle finger ex¬ 
hortation for “Hey You.” Interesting cover design transposing 
Uncle Sam and the four living US presidents over a nuclear back¬ 
drop. No good punk or hardcore anymore? The Goons lay waste 
to that idea within a few seconds of the opening chords. (802 
South Broadway, Baltimore, MD 21231) 

GRAND PRIXX-Seeing Stars EP (Dirty Work, EP) 

Enjoyable pop/punk from this Western Mass. band. Recorded 
at Sonic Iguana and it has the bright sound you’d expect from 
that studio. Geeky, high-timbred vocals combining with a heartily 
enegetic, mainly thrashy sound. The bass-playing is especially 
nimble. If the bands on Mutant Pop or Panic Button appeal to 
you, this will be to your liking. (61 Weston St., Wilbraham, MA 
01095) 

GRAVE DIGGER-Excalibur (Nuclear Blast) 

You know you’re out of touch when discs like this show up 
and you didn’t even realize Grave Digger were still around. They 
still are and “Excalibur,” their latest disc, is a conceptual album. 
A quick scan of the press release states this disc is part 3 of a 
medeival trilogy. Truthfully, the whole Knights schtick is a tad 
silly. I mean, five German metalheads calling themselves Percival 
and Lancelot? Thankfully, this disc rocks hard ‘n heavy and, 
questionable concept aside, it’s the music, stupid. Ignore the 
lyrics and thrash around your bedroom. PS., back 14-16 years 
ago (yipes!) I used to play their “Heavy Metal Breakdown” and 
“War Games” albums on my old metal radio show. (PO Box 
43618, Philadelphia, PA 19106) (Andy) 

GREY AREA-Fanbelt Algebra (Victory) 

Finally, with a follow up to their incredible self-titled me¬ 
lodic hardcore debut, Grey Area’s veteran hardcore cast present 
another twelve rounds of powerful, heavy, catchy, introspective 
hardcore punk. A solemn, sorrowful vibe seems to flow through 
this release, spearheaded by Ernie’s clean-sounding, spirited 
voice and heavy hook-infused guitar playing, plus Vinnie Value’s 
aggressive drumming. Though the all-encompassing, vigorous, 
sing-along feel that often resounded throughout the last album 
is well represented, a gradual, mid-tempo rock style reveals it¬ 
self in many instances, as well. Expressions of loss, loneliness, 
nostalgia for better days and a dissatisfaction with life’s daily 
vapid, never ending string of routines are recurrent themes in 
the lyrical content, yet an undercurrent of hope and together¬ 
ness is always present as well. Although literally every song on 
this album is awesome, two of the best in my mind are “Tennes¬ 
see,” a nostalgic glance back into the life of a kid growing up 
different, with an infectious bass line, and an unforgettable, all- 
together chorus that sticks, and “Gotta Getaway” a flawless, 
clamorous rendition of the Stiff Little Fingers classic that rocks 
beyond belief. Every fan of the last album, anything by Black 
Train Jack or melodic hardcore in general should definitely get 
this album and savor every moment of it. (PO Box 146546, Chi¬ 
cago, IL 60614) (Mike) 

GRIEF-And Man Will Become The Hunted (Pessimiser) 

Alrighty, here come the kings of stagnation, mercilessly 
trudging down their path, steamrolling and boring to death any¬ 
thing in their way. Seriously, I loved Grief around the time of 
their “Miserably Ever After” CD, but it got boring and I jumped 
ship soon after. I think this is their fourth full-length now, and 
come on, every album sounds identical to the last. They do it 
nicely, a very heavy post-Sabbath doomy slug-core, good for a 
nice looooooooong night alone while pondering suicide I sup¬ 
pose, but whatever, count me out until they progress a bit. (PO 
Box 1070, Hermosa Beach, CA 90254) (Greg) 

GUITAR GANGSTERS-Road To Reality (Captain Oi) 

Pleasant, agreeable pop-leaning punk. The Gangsters have 
been around forever and put forth a sound that gets too bouncy 
only on occasion (“Running Scared”). Not high energy, per se, 
but there are strong hooks and it’s also fun to pick out where 
they steal from. The bridge on “Stranger In My Own Street,” for 
instance, mimics the Ruts’ “West One,” while “Crash & Burn” 
is a decent Professionals’ nick and the intro for “Too Little Too 
Late Too Bad” bears more than a little resemblance to the Boys’ 
“Terminal Love.” I wouldn’t put the Gangsters in the class of 
those bands but, as I said, it’s a pleasing enough listen. (PO Box 
501, High Wycombe, Bucks HP10 8QA, ENGLAND) 

HAGFISH-That Was Then, This is Then (Coldfront) 

From what the liner notes say, this is a collection of previ¬ 
ously unreleased tracks from Dallas’ answer to All (no other 
indication of where or when these songs come from) from 1991- 
1998. This has always been a band that isn’t afraid to slow the 
formula down at times but still remain as powerful as when they 
go 1000 MPH. Matt Injection alert: this CD contains an uncred¬ 
ited cover of The Undertones’ “Teenage Kicks.” (PO Box 8345, 
Berkeley, CA 94707) (Scott) 
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HARUM-SCARUM-Mental Health (lYibal 
War) 

Harum-Scarum are from the fertile Portland, 
OR scene and there’s certainly an element of 
crust in the band’s sound, but this band draw 
just as much from the melodic/expansive UK 
politi-punk bands—Subhumans, in particular, 
and that’s most obvious for “Bible Belt.” 
Scalded-rasp female/male vocals, strong bass¬ 
playing and versatile guitar lines ricochet off 
each other, complementing the weighty subject 
matter. Some of these topics are quite soul-bar¬ 
ing and personal. “Same Story” is about a soc¬ 
cer coach who molests the pubescent girls on 
his team and comes from the personal experi¬ 
ence of the songwriter, Shari. That couldn’t have 
been easy to write or sing about, and she names 
and runs a photo of her predator. Comes with a 
nice 8 page 12x12 booklet, poster and a pam¬ 
phlet on veganism. No skimping on the aesthet¬ 
ics and the music stands on its own. (1951 W. 
Burnside, #1936, Portland, OR 97209) 

REVEREND HORTON HEAT-Spend A 
Night In The Box (Time Bomb) 

Sometimes a good kick in the pants is what’s 
needed to jump-start a band again. RHH spent 
way too long on some major label. I forgot 
which one (like there’s a difference to any of 
'em?) and released some dull, awful LPs after 
a stint at Sub Pop. I still cringe when I hear 
“It’s Martini Time,” a shallow stab at the swing 
revival). Back on an indy, the band returns to 
the no-nonsense rockabilly sound that made the 
first few releases so enjoyable. Nothing as in¬ 
tense as “Psychobilly Freakout” here (some of 
the songs actually deal with “grown up” mat¬ 
ters such as divorce and trying to kick alcohol¬ 
ism) but it IS good basic rockabilly with 
stripped-down production, the way this music 
should be. (Scott) 

HELLACOPTERS-Payin’ The Dues + Live! 
(Sub Pop, dbl. CD) 

Technically a reissue CD, as “Payin’ The 
Dues” was their 1997 follow-up to 
“Supershitty.” The live disc comes from May 
‘99, recorded in Vancouver. Altogether, this is 
a mighty package. Cognoscenti rank “Dues” 
quite highly and I’d have to concur with that 
assessment. There’s a purity to the ‘Copters rock 
‘n roll vision and this Swedish band have the 
arrogance to pull it off. Screeching feedback, 
wah-wah and powerchords that push all the right 
buttons. The territory is well-worn, of course, 
but you’re suckerpunched in by every lick, ev¬ 
ery maraca shake, every “yeah!” Two songs on 
“Dues” and one on the live album have the word 
“action” in them and the Hellacopters live up 
to it (the live song is the glorious “(Gotta Get 
Some Action) Now!”). The live material cov¬ 
ers the span of their career and, while slightly 
muddy-sounding, the band’s electrified inten¬ 
sity comes through nicely. Those disappointed 
by the slickness of the band’s most recent ef¬ 
fort, “Grande Rock,” will find out quickly what 
the fuss is all about with “Payin’ The Dues.” 

HELLBENDERS-Pop Rock Suicide (Dead 
Beat) 

Play loud and loaded, huh? Well, I’ll pass 
on the loaded part at this point in my life, but 
the loud part more than compensates for it. 
Revved-up rockin’ punk picking up where their 
split with the B-Movie Rats left off. Striking 
all the right chords, lots of volume and a time¬ 
less purity. The adrenalin-pumping “Out Of Our 
Minds” and the senitively-titled “Skunkfucker” 
both boogie like crazy and the Chuck Berry lick 
that opens “My Rights Are All Wrong” is bra¬ 
zen and perfect for the moment. Are they doing 
anything that hasn’t been done before. Nah? Do 
I care? NO!!! Turn those guitars to stun and let’s 
kick some shit up. (PO Box 283, LA, CA 90078) 

HELLCHILD-Bareskin (Howling Bull)/ 
Hellchild (Howling Bull, 10”) 

VFM... as in VERY FUCKING METAL. 
Growl ‘o hell vocals, although tonsilman 
Tsukasa Harakawa occasionally attempts a bit 
of the croon thing, as well. Meat-cleaver, lower 
toned riffs and a heavy/semi-melodic motif that 
certainly blows the doors off the Korns of the 
World. No hip-hop, either, which is a plus. Still, 
while the “Bareskin” album is a somewhat grati- 
fyingly heavy beast, I’m more drawn to the 10” 


EP here—two sides of medleys, one a tribute 
to 80s speed metal and one to something they 
more loosely define “rock ‘n roll bastards,” 
which includes the Criie, Motorhead, U2 (?!) 
and the Pistols. Like their take on Motorhead’s 
“Fire, Fire,” from the classic “Ace Of Spades” 
album. The speed metal side is even cooler, as 
they flow seamlessly from songs by such bands 
as Exodus, Destruction, Kreator, Metallica and, 
of course, Slayer (“Raining Blood”). They ba¬ 
sically turn it into one succinct 80s thrash-metal 
song, saving all the good parts. (PO Box 40129, 
SF, CA 94140) 

HIGH ON FIRE-The Art Of Self Defense 
(Man’s Ruin) 

The crush-kill-destroy method at work. High 
On Fire are just so fuckin’ heavy, which is ex¬ 
actly what you’d expect from any band involv¬ 
ing Matt Pike of Sleep. Look out for that guitar 
riff. Oh no, there goes San Francisco in the 
amped-up godzilla’s wake. Slow but not static, 
careening on a deliberate path and powered by 
that nasty guitar, deadly drumming and raspy 
vocals. The relatively brief (4:53) “Blood From 
Zion” hammers away in an almost sprightly 
fashion. No defense against this rampage of 
thunder. (610 22nd St., #302, SF, CA 94107) 

HITCH-Out Of The Light, Into The Fire 
(Delboy) 

Think Johnboy and mash with one part Jesus 
Lizard and you’ve got Hitch. They’re from Bel¬ 
gium and are, by far, the most intense band I’ve 
heard from there but, then again, I haven’t heard 
much from there. These guys are tight and rhyth¬ 
mic, at the same time, in a Fugazi way. Sorry 
for the name references—but how many ways 
can you say tight, intense, powerful, etc... (PO 
Box 75, 9000 Ghent 12, BELGIUM) (Steve) 

HOMEMADE-What Were We Getting Into, 
Before We Got Into This? (Theologian) 

Homemade is a really likeable band. Lead 
vocalist Kyle reminds me a lot of Dave Smalley 
during his Dag Nasty days. Although you don’t 
hear “Can I Say,” you hear those emotional and 
meaningful lyrics that are so reminiscent of 
Smalley. We will, however, stay away from the 
emo-core label with this one. It is more about 
very strong songs with radio potential coming 
through in an honest way. Homemade scores 
big with their songwriting. Many bands at this 
level have potential but they don’t have songs; 
Homemade are the complete opposite. “Sleep¬ 
less” is about as potent an indie song as we have 
heard in a long time. “Dissimulation” is not far 
behind and the driving “marshinendarpit” 
makes you want to read the lyric sheet and sing 
along. With an equally impressive production 
job to go along with the stellar songwriting, I 
would rank Homemade as one of the better re¬ 
leases from the past year. (PO Box 1070, 
Hermosa Beach, CA 90254) (Steev) 

HOOKERS-Hookers II: Black Visions Of 
Crimson Wisdom (Scooch Pooch) 

The Kentucky wildmen play up the metal 
side this time—from the album ’stitle to cover 
design to “Death To False Metal” inscription to 
the lyrical fodder. It’s still a down ‘n dirty take 
on it, scuzzed up and proudly ugly. Boogie in 
the engine and topped off with gutteral vocals 
to go with the gutbucket guitar assault. “Ball 
Crusher Love Machine” kicks up a hard-driv¬ 
ing ruckus worthy of its title. Pure rock ‘n roll 
mayhem, done with a subversive wit and a 
whole lotta volume. (5850 W. 3rd St., #209, LA, 
CA 90036) 

HOPELIFTER-The Anthem EP (No Theory) 

I’ll admit that I really don’t know the first 
thing about Screw 32, but this features their 
vocalist, according to the bio. I guess if you’re 
into the band, that might make you want to 
check out this CD. The title is an apt one, as 
this record features 5 melodic hardcore songs 
which do indeed qualify as anthemic. This is 
how more bands should sound. Expressive, ag¬ 
gressive music with soaring vocal melodies. 
Reminds me of Fugazi at times, but nobody’s 
going to confuse the two. They keep the music 
short and fast, but interesting and powerful. 
“Sharp Black Plastic” has a pounding, see-saw 
rhythm to it which just sucked me right into it. 
I’ll bet a lot of kids will be shouting the words 


to this one at shows. Interestingly, the least 
anthemic song on the record is “Anthem.” Go 
figure. (PO Box 5040, Sonora, CA 95370) 
(Snotty) 

HOPEWELL (Seasonal Affect, EP) 

Six songs from this young band from Al¬ 
bany. They do sort of that Lifetime/Saves the 
Day melodic emo-punk thing with snotty, drony 
vocals that’s all the rage these days. Although I 
don’t usually have a patient ear for this sort of 
stuff, I can’t help but be somewhat caught up in 
the swaying, driving onslaught. They show quite 
a lot of promise and heart and my hopes are 
that they find a sound or a way of writing that 
isn’t quite as derivative. These days, I have more 
and more trouble accepting bands that try to 
follow a latest “sound.” I know I’m generaliz¬ 
ing here, and I hate to do it. But it seems that 
most bands have to force their way through 
about three or four releases to really get out of 
a copycat format. Unfortunately, most bands 
don’t last that long, but my hope is that if the 
first release doesn’t blow people away, the next 
one will come out of nowhere. (PO Box 68, 
Stuyvesant Falls, NY 12174) (Nick) 

HORACE PINKER-Pop Culture Failure 
(Jump Up)/Copper Regret (Coldfront, EP) 

A party not heard from in awhile and here 
are two new releases showing up at roughly the 
same time. Horace Pinker have undergone a 
series of lineup changes over the years, with 
guitarist/vocalist Scott Eastman and drummer 
Bryan Jones remaining the constants. They’re 
now a four-piece, with Matt Arluck joining on 
guitar for these two releases and the latest ad¬ 
dition being ex-Jawbreaker bassist Chris 
Bauermeister, who makes his debut on “Cop¬ 
per Regret” (Lynard’s Innard’s Karl Eifrig 
played bass and wrote songs for “Pop Culture 
Failure”). No major change in approach—that 
being melodic punk with drive and depth, al¬ 
though one might detect a little more emo than 
in the past and both of these recordings are quite 
polished. Regardless, Pinker have been at it for 
almost a decade, so they pre-date the Johnny 
Come Latelys and can still turn a nifty, surging 
hook or three, as with “Supposed To” and 
“Doorway” on the full-length and “South 
Stanley Place” on the EP. ( Jump Up : PO Box 
13189, Chicago, IL 60613 /Coldfront : PO Box 
8345, Berkeley, CA 94707) 

HORRORS (In The Red) 

Low-fidelity, primitive bluesy fuzz bash. An 
Iowa three piece using the gettin’ standard set¬ 
up of two guitars and drums and Bones howls 
with blood-curdling dementia. “Dot Com 
Stomp” proves that it isn’t only the past they’re 
thinking about, at least. Dirty, sick, depraved 
and a whole lotta fun. They used to call this 
sound pigfuck and I’d advise those farmers out 
there to hide the hogs. Could ‘cause them to do 
all sorts of activities that are better off not con¬ 
templated. (2627 E. Strong PI, Anaheim, CA 
92806) 

HOSTILE OMISH-Olde Order Of Ornish 
(Just Cleveland’s Past) 

Not from Ornish, ah, Amish country, but 
from the Cleveland area and these guys have 
apparently been around since the 80s... the 27 
songs here are re-recordings of tracks from 4 
earlier cassette releases. Anyway, these guys had 
the Amish schtick going on long before Weird 
A1 came up with “Amish Paradise.” Calling their 
music bamcore and they combine straight-for¬ 
ward basic punk, adding the occasional hayseed 
inflection, with lyical themes that definitely 
aren’t that serious. Or particularly mature. “Who 
Put Sea Monkeys In Mom’s Douche?” “Jesus 
Is Pissed.” “Lizard Up My Butthole.” “Big 
Titties.” And so on. Yeah, it’s going to offend 
some people. It’s often junior high level humor 
(these guys started when they were very young). 
Admitting they suck, but what did you expect... 
they can’t practice because they don’t use elec¬ 
tricity. They don’t suck as much as they say they 
do. Is that a thumbs-up? Yeah... (PO Box 
110161, Cleveland, OH 44111-0161) 

HOT ROD HONEYS-Horny And Hungry 
(Man’s Ruin) 

Subtlety? Not in the equation, with a front 
cover of a woman longingly looking at the hot 


dog she’s about to eat and the back cover dis¬ 
playing a voluptuous pair of, well, you know. 
Punk rock in the fast lane and I wonder how 
big hot rod racing is from the Honeys’ home 
base of Belgium. Loose and spirited, mixing in 
rootsy rock to the basic bash and kind of a con¬ 
tinental version of the Gotohells or Zeke. Ask¬ 
ing the question “Who’s Gonna Bum The 
Shithouse.” It bums pretty brightly, here. (610 
22nd St., PMB 302, SF, CA 94107) 

HOT SNAKES-Automatic Midnight (Sym¬ 
pathy For The Record Industry/Swami) 

Rick Froberg and John Reis from Drive Like 
Jehu (and you might know John’s other band, 
Rocket From The Crypt) reunite in this group¬ 
ing and it’s hardly Jehu revisited. In fact, they 
reach into the past for inspiration. I’d read in 
Big Takeover that they admitted appropriating 
a lot from early Wipers’ recordings and that’s 
clearly the case, especially the minimalist/ 
downstroke guitar sound, but it’s Rick Froberg’s 
higher-pitched vocals, instead of Greg Sage’s 
emotional croon. But if “No Hands” doesn’t 
sound like an outtake from “Over The Edge,” I 
don’t know what does. Still, it’s not a bad thing 
to rip off. The Snakes also take a detour into 
Fall-land for “Salton City.” “Past Lives” is a 
knockout, just for the haunting guitar signature 
on the bridge between verses. John takes a vo¬ 
cal turn for “Mystery Boy” and it has a some¬ 
what similar structure to a Rocket song, albeit 
with a frazzled urgency and sans horns. Mainly 
a guitar/bass/drums setup, although keyboards 
occasionally mesh into the mix. There aren’t 
enough bands making stirring and edgy indy 
rock like this, anymore, and this album outdoes 
anything Rocket’s done in the last few years. I 
hope we’ll hear more in the future. 

HUDSON FALCONS-Desperation and 
Revolution (GMM) 

Many bands who fly the working class ban¬ 
ner do it in such a know-nothing, parrot-like 
fashion and the Falcons are a welcome respite 
from that sort of sheep-like mentality. Lyrics 
that are well-thought-out and make a point with 
the information to back it up and it’s done in an 
emotional, impassioned method. I don’t even 
agree with everything here—for instance, there 
might be a bit of myopia in the belief that one 
doesn’t have to fear retribution from the gov¬ 
ernment for raising your voice in resistance; if 
you raise it too loudly, there damn well is retri¬ 
bution—look at what happened to Martin 
Luther King or, more recently, the protesters in 
Seattle. I’m not too proud to be an American, 
either. But these aren’t blind patriots. The Fal¬ 
cons do recognize that there’s a lot wrong with 
the plight of the working person, with the 
“Troubles” in Northern Ireland and Americans 
being held as political prisoners abroad (such 
as Lori Berenson, the subject of “Free Lori”). 
Oh, yeah, I haven’t even mentioned the music 
yet. Boisterous, catchy punk with the occasional 
Celtic touch, as well as a classic rock ‘n roll 
sense. Mark Linskey’s snarl is one part Jake 
Bums, one part Springsteen and I enjoy hear¬ 
ing these tales accompanied by the stripped- 
down double guitar/bass and drums format a 
lot more than Brooce’s Spector-wall bombast. 
(PO Box 15234, Atlanta, GA 30333) 

HUGE (Nikt Nic Niewie) 

It’s good to know that there’s a burgeoning 
hardcore scene in Eastern Europe. The incar¬ 
nation known as Huge, hailing from Poland, can 
certainly attest to this. By no means stylistically 
inept, the sound delivered on this release is nev¬ 
ertheless uninspiring and wholly unremarkable. 
The fuzzy riffs move along at a fast/mid tempo 
gallop, but the hoarse, almost ridiculously low 
and surly vocals do little to impress (and plenty 
to annoy). The combination of flat sounding 
rapid fire riffs and garbled vocals shouted 
mostly in Polish, but occasionally in nonsensi¬ 
cal broken English, proves forgettable, as one 
song blends into its generic successor with ease. 
All in all, the combination of disheveled, me¬ 
diocre, hackneyed youthcrew/metalcore licks 
and some pretty uninspired vocal work yield 
little to write home about, but there is no deny¬ 
ing this release’s significance as an interesting 
testament to a little-heard from or experienced 
Polish scene, if little else. (PO Box 53, 34-400 
Nowy Targ, POLAND) (Mike) 














































HUNG UP-Runnin’ Out (Crack) 

Chunky, hook-smothered rifting schemes 
and surly, yet catchy vocal work creates a de¬ 
cent blend of sound that bridges a gap between 
straight up pop punk and toned down melodic 
hardcore. A definite harmonic, sugary hooks’n’ 
power Fat Wreck sound accurately defines this 
band’s endeavor. While the tracks have an en¬ 
ergetic pounding drive to them, the busy bass 
lines and catchy guitar work still add up to tunes 
that seem somewhat hackneyed and tired in their 
pounding, bopping sugar- crunchiness. It has 
its moments and I got a laugh out of the Cul¬ 
ture Club cover but, all in all, the output is as 
uninspired as it is accessible. (PO Box 29048, 
Eaton Place, Winnipeg, MB, CANADA R3C 
4L1) (Mike) 

HUNTINGTONS/DARLINGTON-Split 

(Melted) 

I suppose it’s kind of clever that Melted put 
two bands together with the “-ton” suffix in their 
name, even though the Huntingtons add an “s” 
to their name. The bowling motif is equally 
cheeky—’’Split.” Get it? Each band covers one 
song by the other and both do the Ramones- 
alama-Weasel punk sound on this release, al¬ 
though Darlington cast the pop net a bit fur¬ 
ther. Their last album, “Mess You Up,” did have 
a wider variety of material, though. Huntingtons 
have recorded for Christian label Tooth & Nail 
and God makes the top of their thank-you list, 
but there’s no overtly religious message on the 
songs here. Adequately tuneful fodder for each 
group and if the three-chord pop sound floats it 
for ‘ya, you could do worse. (21-41 34th Ave., 
Suite 10A, Astoria, NY 11106) 

HYBRID MUTANTS (LEM) 

Unrepentant and arrogant punk rock and the 
opening track sounds like sped-up Helmet. 
Don’t hold that against them, though, ‘cause 
things get better, quickly. A vocalist named The 
Human Mutant and he’s got venom in his voice 
and the rest of his Mutants favor an ornery, chip- 
on-shoulder punk sound. A few harder rocking 
licks here and there, but not a prevalent element. 
From South Carolina, but this sure ain’t no 
southern rock shit. (PO Box 3052, Summerville, 
SC 29494) 

HYPNOMEN-Trip With Satan (Gearhead) 

Instrumental music with a guitar/bass/ 
drums/organ set-up and sporadically intriguing. 
Definitely a soundtrack vibe, but the Hypnomen 
aren’t as self-consciously kitschy as the “incred¬ 
ibly strange” crowd. A meeting point of rock 
and soul. Their version of Deep Purple’s “Hush” 
is quite groove-ay, definitely the standout, here. 
Nothing essential, but it’s got its moments. (PO 
Box 421219, SF, CA 94142-1219) 

ICARUS LINE-Red And Black Attack (New 
American Dream, EP) 

One of those mini-CD’s that some writers 
here at SV won’t touch anymore. I’m not so 
particular. As for the four songs here, not a bad 
blend of ebb/flow hardcore, underpinned with 
melody and drama, while the songs sweep along 
on an emotional crest. Dubby/rhythmic transi¬ 
tions between songs are a nice touch. “Sepa¬ 
rate The Sounds 3” lashes out with a ferocious 
barrage. Curious to see how they’ll develop over 
the long haul. (PO Box 265, Balboa Island, CA 
92662) 

IGNITE-A Place Called Home (TVT) 

The re-emergence of the West Coast youth 
crew powerhouse known as Ignite proves as 
powerful and vital as anything they released in 
their “Call On My Brother” days, while also 
being lyrically deeper, more introspective and 
ultimately more sophisticated than ever before. 
Indeed, the unbridled on-the-dime fury of past 
releases has been lessened a notch, and the 
shout-along rage is overshadowed by the melo¬ 
dious vocals of Zoli Teglas; ringing out more 
boisterously than ever before, his high pitched 
singing proves intense but not overly aggres¬ 
sive, with the guitar work often slowed to a more 
mid-tempo, harmonious tempo. These factors 
ulone, coupled with this band’s signing to TVT 
records, might initially herald the token ‘sell- 
°ut’ chants of hardcore kids the world over but 
die morally, socially, and environmentally con¬ 


scious nature of the lyrics disprove this claim. 
This band cares as much as ever about the causes 
they devote themselves to. Songs unabashedly 
condemning the fleeting nature of so many of 
the ‘dedicated’ in the hardcore scene on “Who 
Sold Out Now,” describing the sorry, lonely, 
deserted state of many of our nation’s aban¬ 
doned elderly men and women and veterans on 
“veteran,” depicting the personal tragedy that 
affects children in broken homes in “Fill In The 
Blanks,” parental abuse on “Run,” society-en¬ 
dorsed environmental and natural neglect on 
“Hands On Stance” and the pitfalls of addic¬ 
tion on “In Moderation” ring true. A solid en¬ 
deavor from a great band with messages of 
much relevance and importance to relate. (23 
E. 4th St., NY, NY 10003) (Mike) 

INKLING-Minute (Double Down) 

I had an inkling (pun on par with Al?) of 
what this band would sound like before pop¬ 
ping the CD in. Emotional hardcore! They do it 
well, but I’m getting tired of bands doing the 
same old thing. The vocals were a different ap¬ 
proach than the screamo or poppier stuff, but 
they didn’t work for me. They reminded me too 
much of the deep gruff voices popular amongst 
some of the “alternative” rock bands. The mu¬ 
sic is good, some time changes and occasional 
parts that caught my ear. The liner notes had a 
nice design, except for the lyrics are one big 
block that if the music interested me more I’d 
be tempted to read. If you’re into emocore stuff 
give this a chance, it’s not horrible, just not my 
cup-o-tea. (PO Box 1117, Kulpsville, PA 
19443) (Jonathan) 

IN MY EYES-Nothing To Hide (Revelation) 

Electrifying hardcore encompassing a tan¬ 
dem of hard/fast aggro and melody. Interesting 
that In My Eyes cover the Faith’s “What’s 
Wrong With Me?” because the opening track, 
“Take The Risk,” sounds a little like “Say No 
More” from the Faith’s “Subject To Change.” 
Personal emotions on the proverbial sleeve and 
accompanied by a pure surge. They indulge in 
a little parochialism by naming songs “Welcome 
To Boston” and “The Big Dig,” even though 
the songs have nothing to do with those topics. 
The territory is well-covered but these guys roll 
over that terrain with a single-minded passion. 
(PO Box 5232, Huntington Beach, CA 92615) 

INDECISION-Release the Cure (MIA) 

I’ve always loved theme records. 
Indecision’s “Release the Cure” revolves around 
the theme of the government and ruling elite 
creating diseases like cancer and AIDS and 
withholding the cures for the profit that comes 
along with “research.” Indecision take the time 
to explain their songs in the liners and present 
their messages in simple, common sensical and, 
ultimately, effective ways. Musically, the band 
has grown in leaps and bounds since their ear¬ 
lier New York hardcore sound. Veering into a 
modem metal sound which is equal parts Slayer 
and Sick of it All and, with the addition of Artie 
(Milhouse) on vocals, Indecision get my nod 
for most improved band. We also get guest vo¬ 
cal appearances by Charles Maggio (Rorschach) 
and dinosaur Roger Miret (Agnostic Front), the 
latter who also produced this album. (315 
Church St., 2nd Floor, NY, NY 10013) (Jason) 

INDEX FOR POTENTIAL SUICIDE-The 
Newest Youth Rebellion (Ohev) 

Cacophonous hardcore extremism. Bile- 
filled emanations, whether done in a guitar-ori¬ 
ented framework or through the noisier experi¬ 
mentation these four gentlemen utilize. The 
tools are the standard guitar, bass and drums, 
but also a series of synthesizers and keyboards. 
A pain effect, an excruciating atonality com¬ 
bined with harsh shrieking. Not simple three 
chord fodder by any strech and the words ques¬ 
tion and excoriate with a pointed frankness. 
Even the brief “How To Build A Silencer For A 
Semi-Automatic Weapon” goes through some 
complex time changes after its thrash onset. 
Jarring, if disjointed. (PO Box 772121, Coral 
Springs, FL 33017) 

LOS INFERNOS-Rock And Roll Nightmare 
(Alt. Tentacles) 

I came to this release with high hopes, I 
frickin’ LOVED the Infernos single on AT last 


year. This is a big pop out though. Maybe their 
full-throttle single set the bar too high. Maybe 
this is a terrific album and I’m just the wrong 
set of ears. Still: Gimme some passion! If you’re 
gonna do the rockin’ thing, you should throw 
the listener against the wall and then stomp on 
their prostrate body. Don’t just chugalug along 
for 40 minutes and call it an album. Punky rawk 
from Cali that’s vaguely in the Mad Parade vein. 
Big lead guitar licks. Poppy and solidly played 
with the vocals mixed up front. Miss. (PO Box 
419092, SF, CA 94141) (T. Chandler) 

(INTERNATIONAL) NOISE CON- 
SPIRACY-Survival Sickness (Burning 
Heart/Epitaph) 

The second aural commuique for this band 
that includes ex-Refused vocalist Dennis 
Lyxzen and, instead of a lyric sheet, you get a 
booklet of essays. Conspiring to bring out the 
artist and creative individual that lurks within 
all of us. Why passively consume when you can 
create your own art? Why accept the identity 
handed to you when you have the ability to cre¬ 
ate your own? It’s all about “the creative urge 
to destroy bourguise culture,” in their view. In 
the meantime, INC’s method of communication 
is accompanied by a groove/garage rock ap¬ 
proach. Accessible and engaging, a form of re¬ 
volt that you can actually dance to. Or use as a 
backdrop to read the libretto. Hey, it’s your 
life—do what you want! (2798 Sunset Blvd., 
LA, CA 90026) 

IRON MAIDEN-Brave New World (Por¬ 
trait) 

Bloated, for sure, excessive, even, with 10 
songs lasting over an hour (that’s an average of 
6 plus minutes each). The orchestral embellish¬ 
ments and epic arranging certainly adds a fair 
amount of pretense. Still, with Bruce Dickinson 
and Adrian Smith back in the band, Maiden 
sounds like Maiden again. Dramatic and me¬ 
lodic, but the engines are firing for the likes of 
“Wicker Man,” “Brave New World” and “The 
Mercenary.” This is a classic metal sound. I just 
wish it was a tad more economical. 

IRON SKULL-Killing Machine (Fat For 
Life) 

Somewhere in between metal and hardcore. 
Not an uncommon thing, although the style of 
metal is 80s-influenced power metal, as opposed 
to grind or low-tuned sludge. Bellicose vocals, 
thick ‘n heavy riffs and Freddy’s way metal¬ 
looking guitar makes quite the visual statement. 
Overall, these guys have an adequate amount 
of aggressiveness, heaviness and all, but don’t 
really make a strong or lasting impression. Kind 
of faceless, to tell the truth, (distr. by Core Tex, 
PO Box 61 06 41,10937, Berlin, GERMANY) 

JABBERWOCKY (Ox) 

A lightweight pub-rock/pop affair. There are 
some engaging songs here, but the struggling 
vocals on the ballad “Two Hands” are rather 
tough to endure. The sprightlier rockers, such 
as “I Got My Nails In You” and “The Neon 
Twist” have a garage toughness and there’s also 
a bit of the Small Faces mod-pop in there, as 
well. Pretty scattershot, though, and veering into 
airiness and bubblegum more than I’d care for. 
(PO Box 143445, 45264 Essen, GERMANY) 

JACK SAINTS-Rock and Roll Holocaust 
(Scooch Pooch) 

Yowza... starting with a Boris Badenov 
sample and bad enuff to live up to the lofty al¬ 
bum title. Reckless garage thunder, connecting 
with a loose, fuzzed-up attack. Their brief ver¬ 
sion of “Cocaine” is done the way MC5 
would’ve done it and it kicks into the nasty buzz 
of “Radiation Radio.” “It’s Good To Be The 
King,” “Rock and Roll Deacon” and the live 
version of Radio Birdman’s “What Give” kick 
it out hot ‘n nasty, as well. Bonus cuts include 
live swill, radio spots and an actual riot at one 
of their gigs. Now that’s punk rock. (5850 W. 
3rd St., #209, LA, CA 90036) 

JAG OFFS/FOUR LETTER WORDS (Re¬ 
cess) 

Two obnoxious and spirited punk bands, 
with the Jag Offs having more of a ‘77 meets 
Rip Off garage style, while Four Letter Words 
opt for a zanier punk/hardcore blast. Off the 


wall, silly ‘n surreal titles and lyrics from both, 
with some highlights being “Dookie Love,” 
“Girlstink,” “Swap Meet Ass” and the univer¬ 
sal plaint of “Kill My Boss.” 4LW’s “Whorse 
Penis” is done to the tune of Skynyrd’s “Sweet 
Home Alabama” and you won’t be able to lis¬ 
ten to that song the same way again (well, this 
song and Killdozer’s version of it). 1 defy you 
not to smile or giggle while listening to this. 
(PO Box 1112, Torrance, CA 90505) 

JAZZ JUNE-Breakdance Suburbia (Initial) 

Listening to a collection of 7”s and compi¬ 
lation tracks from a band I know nothing about 
is a bit overwhelming. The Jazz June have al¬ 
ways slipped unnoticed by me until now. 
Through all the bounciness and emotion I can’t 
help but be reminded of the late great Lync or 
even Cap’n Jazz. They’re not as groundbreaking 
as either of those bands, but continue on in the 
fine tradition of having fun and writing catchy 
energetic melodic music. I’d track down a stu¬ 
dio album first, but this set should please fol¬ 
lowers of this Pennsylvania band who missed 
out on some of their recorded output along the 
way. (PO Box 17131, Louisville, KY 40217) 
(Jason) 

J CHURCH-One Mississippi (Honest Don’s) 

It seemed as though J Church would have a 
new release out at least once a week back in the 
middle part of the 90s, be it a single, split, EP 
or album. But this is their first new full-length 
in about four years (and I understand that gui¬ 
tarist/vocalist Lance Hahn has had some health 
issues in the interim), so to make up for lost 
time, it’s a double album. Ex-Jawbreaker drum¬ 
mer Adam Pfahler is now aboard, as is bassist 
Jeff Burseley and it’s a somewhat more sub¬ 
dued-sounding band than in the past. Not that J 
Church were ever exactly a hardcore band or 
anything, but when a few songs make me think 
of Ben Folds Five, well, you get the idea. But 
the lyrics remain sharp, clever and colorful, 
whether about fucked up overseas tours (“J 
Church Sucks”) or about a Manson family 
member (“Sadie Mae Glutz”) and there con¬ 
tinues to be an impeccable pop sense. Some¬ 
what uneven, and the last few songs are a quiet 
washout, but this band continues to intrigue me. 
(PO Box 192027, SF, CA 94119-2027) 

JERSEY-The Battle’s Just Begun (Fueled By 
Ramen) 

A pretty standout swing at some sharp, hook 
filled Dillinger 4-style pop-laced punk rock fury 
exhibited here, although the tracks generally 
seem to lack the deep gut-wrenching impact, 
lyrical meaning and blunt power wielded by the 
aforementioned band. From the get go, these 
guys hit with the tuneful barrage of noise on 
“Eye To Eye,” and tracks like “Sweet Redemp¬ 
tion” and “Glass Dick” seem to elaborate on 
this stylistic impulse as well, while the mid- 
tempo “Fadeaway” and the thwaka-thwak ska 
romp “Poison Ivy” serve as interesting depar¬ 
tures from the general sound cultivated here. 
The vocals are top notch, with a sort of gruff, 
harmonic clarity to them, the riffing’s definitely 
tight, and the songs generally display an un¬ 
shakable catchiness that’ll get stuck in your head 
quick. Good stuff. (PO Box 12563, Gainesville, 
FL 32604) (Mike) 

JIMMIES-Let The Fat Man Plunder (Panic 
Button) 

I heard the Jimmies “65 Miles” single in 
1993.1 liked it. I saw The Jimmies live in 1995. 
I hated them. I got The Jimmies “Someone Has 
to Play Last” CDEP. It bored me. I got The Jim¬ 
mies “Cheap” EP last year. I loved it. This al¬ 
bum? This album is... okay. The Jimmies have 
been doing the I-Wanna-Be-Screeching-Wea¬ 
sel thing longer than anybody, I reckon. For the 
better part of a decade, in times of popularity 
or popular disgust for the style, the band has 
stayed true to its vision. Ya gotta give 'em credit 
for that. After a series of largely unheard ven¬ 
tures on non-pop-punk labels, these Pacific 
Northwest vets found themselves free agents. 
The band drained their collective piggie bands 
and put themselves in the studio and then 
shopped the tape. Messrs. Pierson and Foster 
from SW decided to put the recording out on 
their label, the illustrious Panic Button. That 
surprising turn of events must have given band 







members long and bountiful orgasms. Ya gotta 
be happy for ‘em. But this album is no mind- 
blower. The songs tend to be too long for the 
style. The 14 tunes include a mixed bag of hits 
and misses. Fans of the Weaselian form of pop- 
punk will want to plunk their cash. (PO Box 
148010, Chicago, IL 60614-8010) (T. Chandler) 

DUNCAN WILDER JOHNSON-Heavy 
Metal Spoken Word (Redbackpack/ 
Wonderdrug) 

Humorous and astute live spoken word per¬ 
formances. Duncan Wilder Johnson voices 
things that are so true and accurate that the one 
can only nod their head and go, “yeah, that’s 
happened to me” or “I’ve seen that.” The best 
piece is about going to a Slayer autograph sign¬ 
ing and show and Johnson captures the essence 
of it beautifully, from the types of people who 
show up to what they’re wearing to their grunt¬ 
ing of “SLAAAYERRR” to the release provided 
by voicing those depraved and violent lyrics 
instead of committing them. Getting out the 
aggression by listening to Slayer singing about 
horrible things. As he says, “Slayer are the 
cheapest therapists you’ll ever find,” the pur¬ 
chase of a CD or cassette being way less ex¬ 
pensive than professional sessions. There’s also 
a piece that’s an adolescent flashback to oppo¬ 
site-sex rejection at a junior high dance, during 
a Boyz II Men song of all things, and how it 
haunts Duncan to this day, so much that he has 
to reject the advances of a spoken word artist 
he shares the stage with in Providence. “Nose 
Job” touches on shower singing. Rockin’ out 
in the shower. Everyone does that. Monologues 
of wit and perceptivness. (PO Box 230995, 
Boston, MA 02123) 

JOCKS-The Top Three Answers On The 
Board (New Disorder) 

The first full-length (after an EP and split) 
from this young band and adding an emo-core 
element and increasing melodicism to their 
hardcore punk sound. The vocals remain a raspy 
whine (but not whiny... you follow?), pouring 
out the angst and it’s backed up by a frazzled, 
burning energy. Hitting a nice groove for the 
last song, “Matilda, Who Told Lies and Was 
Burned To Death.” The booklet, instead of lyr¬ 
ics, includes a series of writings and artwork, 
one by Aaron Cometbus from 1992 that accu¬ 
rately predicted that government authorities 
would readily use force on non-violent protest¬ 
ers... look at recent events for proof. There are 
still some growing pains, here, but the Jocks 


continue their evolution as a band. (115 Bartlett 
St.,SF,CA 94110) 

JUDAS FACTOR-Kiss Suicide (Revelation, 
EP) 

A not-too-bad addition at all to the world of 
tough metalhead evilcore. The Judas Factor are 
willing to stick their necks out with some ex¬ 
perimentation and heartfelt lyrics. They provide 
more room to breathe and reflect than most 
heavy hardcore bands, something that is more 
than welcome to my tired and sore ears. Defi¬ 
nitely going in the right direction. I’m almost 
willing to forgive them and Revelation for re¬ 
leasing yet another six song CD-EP. I’m telling 
you, hardcore vinyl will be extinct within five 
years if these big labels insist on pumping out 
these short CD’s. (PO Box 5232, Huntington 
Beach, CA 92615) (Jason) 

JUGHEAD’S REVENGE-Pearly Gates (Ni- 
tro) 

A prototype? Typical? Jughead’s Revenge 
are such a quintessentially west coast hardcore 
band. The surging guitar lines, pop-inflected 
arrangements, quick-paced tempos and soaring 
vocals. The crunch is there, though, and these 
guys tend to have a harder-edge than the stan¬ 
dard west coast froth. Bad Religion-ish, with¬ 
out the grad school lyricism and “Kill Security” 
is a credible speed bomb, while “Rent A Cop 
Blues” exhibits an equally angry attitude. I sup¬ 
pose I’m glad that they played the Cars’ “Just 
What I Needed” at its original tempo, but it’s 
been covered by so many other bands, why not 
do another Cars’ song? Not life-changing, but 
there’s a tough core to this band that’s appeal¬ 
ing and, well, they’re consistent. (7071 Warner 
Ave., Suite F, PMB 736, Huntington Beach, CA 
92647) 

JUVENILE WRECK-Sit On It (Mutant Pop, 
EP) 

Another installment in the Mutant Pop short 
run CD series. This is the only one I’ve heard 
that is worth keeping. To be honest, it’s a real 
hoot. Teen frustration set to rocking punk. Mu¬ 
sically it is similar to Screeching Weasel in their 
pre-Ramones phase, played in a spirited, sloppy 
manner. The goofy, meaningless lyrics are de¬ 
livered with just enough anger to make you tap 
your feet AND clench your fist. Lots of fun for 
everyone. (5010 NW Shasta, Corvallis, OR 
97330) (David) 

KEVIN K BAND-Oriental Nights (Elmer) 


For those who felt Kevin K’s studio efforts 
didn’t live up to their hype as being the genuine 
article, this live release will most assuredly 
change your mind. Raw as sushi and punk as 
piss rock and roll is what you get here. For the 
uninitiated, Kevin K’s music is of the Thunders/ 
Stones variety with attitude and swagger to 
spare. Recorded in Japan with a mean backing 
band including two Trash Brats, this album is 
packed with Thunders covers and Thunders in¬ 
fluenced originals. This sounds as though it was 
recorded in my bathroom and. quite frankly, I 
wish it was. (PMB 108, 9061 US 19 North, 
Pinellas Park, FL 33782) (David) 

KID DYNAMITE-Shorter, Faster, Louder 
(Jade Tree) 

The second and last album (along with a split 
EP) for this short-lived band. If the title didn’t 
tip you off, the first 10 or so seconds of this 
album should make it pretty obvious what to 
expect. Passionate, urgent hardcore meeting at 
the crossroads of all-out aggression and melodic 
inclination. The transitions from fast to slow and 
back are seamless and the lyrics offer a person¬ 
alized take on coming-of-age issues and larger 
societal concerns, withoug getting preachy or 
strident. Solid cover of Token Entry’s “Birth¬ 
day,” which immediately connects with this so- 
called older punk—” I’m not gonna retire ‘cause 
I’m still young at heart’.’ Indeed... even if Kid 
Dynamite are finished, you can bet that Dan 
and the others will still be around in one form 
or another. Stirring and powerful. (2310 
Kennwynn Rd., Wilmington, DE 19810) 

KILLSADIE-Half-Cocked Concepts (One 
Percent) 

An earlier 7” with their original vocalist and 
five songs that were released on a 10” on Old 
Glory Records. Killsadie have emerged as an 
attention-grabbing band. Nervy, dramatic 
chords, emotion-drenched vocals and gripping 
arranging. Imagine Drive Like Jehu in more of 
a hardcore setting... Elements of what’s come 
to be known as “screamo,” I guess, but there 
are also big hooks coming out of the fray. Subtle 
passages acting as a set-up for an overpower¬ 
ing knockout. (PO Box 141048, Minneapolis, 
MN 55414-1048) 

KILL YOUR IDOLS-No Gimmicks Needed 
(Blackout) 

KILL YOUR IDOLS/FULL SPEED 
AHEAD-Split (Hell Bent, EP) 

KILL YOUR IDOLS/NERVE AGENTS- 
Split (Mankind, EP) 

I’ve said it before, I’ll say it again—nothing 
satisfies these ears more than well-played, full- 
throttle hardcore. Music to get the blood pump¬ 
ing and the feet moving. Something that stings 
the consciousness and slugs you in the gut si¬ 
multaneously. Kill Your Idols got it down at this 
point. Tough and catchy and combining the stir¬ 
ring arrangements (these guys can play their 
asses off), with lyrics that are forward-thinking 
and also express an inner sensitivity. They 
should win some sort of song title contest with 
“Stop Comparing Us To Negative Approach.” 
I’ve never compared them to NA, far as I know. 
Besides, they sound more like Minor Threat. 
Kidding! Somewhat... and you should hear their 
cover of “Straight Edge,” which isn’t here. No 
gimmicks and no air of contrivance, either. An 
honesty coming out in Andy’s gruff vocals and 
the spirited instrumentation. “You Can Never 
Go Back Home” was written by Paul Bearer 
from Sheer Terror (who also contributes back¬ 
ing vocals) and there’s also a co-vocal with A1 
Ouimet (ex-Pist) on the scorching “What 
Doesn’t Kill Me.” 17 tracks and the final song, 
“Remain,” shows how far they’ve evolved, with 
a hooky, reggae-tinged flavor. The split EP with 
Virginia’s Full Speed Ahead, recorded before 
“Gimmicks,” is just as enjoyable and included 
their cover of Slapshot’s “Step On It,” along 
with two other songs not on the album. Full 
Speed Ahead counter with two originals and the 
Big Boys’ “Assault.” An out and out thrash at¬ 
tack, even throwing in a few crossover metal 
licks. The name fits. Then there’s also a worth¬ 
while split with the Nerve Agents. Kill Your 
Idols start things off with a fake Social D-ish 
intro before getting down to thrashing business 
for “Empty Room” and “Green,” which sounds 
like a Violent Society song. They also cover 


Scandal’s “Goodbye To You,” which takes a 
LOT of chutzbah, in my opinion. Somehow, 
they pull it off. The Agents’ three songs include 
an earlier take of “Dead Man Walking,” also on 
the new album, the quick, driving “Planet Fran¬ 
kenstein” and a fun cover of Bowie’s “Suffrag¬ 
ette City.” (Blackout : PO Box 1575, NY, NY 
10009 /Hell Bent : PO Box 1529, Pt. Pleasant 
Beach, NJ 08742 /Mankind : PO Box 461, Bell¬ 
flower, CA 90707) 

KING DIAMOND-House Of God (Metal 
Blade) 

The 10th album from heavy metal’s reign¬ 
ing prince of darkness, not including the King’s 
work with Mercyful Fate. If you aren’t familiar 
with King Diamond’s formula, then here’s a 
quick capsule—King’s unique vocals, Andy 
Larocque’s fluid guitar and masterful soloing, 
plus a solid rhythm section. This horror story 
focuses on the adventures of a man who is led 
into a desecrated church by a fallen angel and 
seduced into a world of evil. Nothing that the 
King hasn’t done before but a solid effort and 
worth a listen. (2828 W. Cochran St., PMB 302, 
Simi Valley, CA 93065) (Andy) 

KLASSE KRIMINALE-Electric Caravanas 
(Mad Butcher/Insurgance) 

Ambitious album for the long-time Italian 
band and produced in England by Sham 69’s 
Jimmy Pursey. Understated, melodic punk is the 
main emphasis, with dips into ska, reggae and 
even rhythmic terrain for “ 1 st Class Kriminale,” 
which isn’t all that memorable. The Clash-in¬ 
spired medley, “Tu Vieni Da Garageland,” fares 
better, as does the organ-spiced “Viva La Tua 
Vita.” This still isn’t a band that inspires fierce 
devotion or anything, but the arranging is a 
switch from the ordinary and it’s hardly a pre¬ 
dictable oi-oi-oi effort. Bonus points for the 
samples from “The Prisoner” TV series. (Mad 
Butcher : Bergfeldstr., 3, D-34289 Zierenberg, 
GERMANY /Insurgence : 2 Bloor St., W., Suite 
100-184, Toronto, ON M4W 3E2, CANADA) 

KOWALSKIS-A11 Hopped Up On Goofballs 
(Engine) 

This NYC band started life as Killer 
Kowalski, until the Boston-area wrestling leg¬ 
end of the same name threatened to put his pat¬ 
ented claw hold on them on something. Any¬ 
way, the re-named Kowalskis straddle the line 
between melodic punk and traditional rock ‘n 
roll and do it successfully. Lindsey’s vocals 
bring to mind Debbie Harry to an extent, only 
Blondie never rocked as hard as this bunch. The 
type of band bom to play the Continental in 
NYC, at least until the authorities shut it down, 
like it seems they’re doing with every other rock 
club in their city (and Lindsey was a part owner 
of the shuttered Coney Island High, inciden¬ 
tally). Tough, yet with a vulnerable core. (PO 
Box 1575, NY, NY 10009) 


KUNGFU RICK-Motivation To Abuse 
(Unclef/625) 

Abuse of eardrums... hammering grind-core 
from this Illinois band featuring two howling 
vocalists and varying between blinding speed, 
heavier breakdowns and ultra-fast thrash. A little 
metal in their blood (some of the guitar riffs are 
a dead giveaway) and a lot of venom towards 
those that keep them down and otherwise in¬ 
spire their contempt. Just on the title alone, I’m 
going to like a song called “Death To Electronic 
Music,” even if the song’s grind arrangement 
isn’t all that grabbing. Includes songs from ear¬ 
lier split releases. A mixed success rate. (PO 
Box 423413, SF, CA 94142-3413) 


LARD-70’s Rock Must Die (Alt. Tentacles, 
EP) 


THE NO-WTO COMBO-Live From The 
Battle In Seattle (Alt. Tentacles) 

Two somewhat intriguing recent releases 
spearheaded by the inimitable Jello Biafra. 
Kudos to the insert/booklet work on both re¬ 
leases, incidentally. The Lard EP is Biafra’s lat¬ 
est collaboration with A1 Jourgensen and Paul 
Barker of Ministry and harnesses the Jello-yelp 
to a metallic/industrial soundbed for “Volcanus 
2000” and “Ballad Of Marshall Ledbetter.” The 
title track is done with more of a rock ‘n roll 
style and done well, I might add, although Jello 
is more obnoxious than any pickle-trousered 












frontman. Hmm, on the other hand, maybe not. 
pointing out some of that era’s lowlights and 
how youngsters are on a retro kick for that pe¬ 
riod, even ‘77 era punk. Which I don’t think is 
completely terrible, but I’ll agree with him about 
the fucking Bee Gees! “Saturday Night Fever” 
must definitely die. But don’t take away my 
Aerosmith albums from that period, even if I 
don’t want to hear a bunch of clone bands re¬ 
visiting those excesses. 

Moving on to the No-WTO Combo, here 
Jello hooks up with ex-Soundgarden guitarist 
Kim Thayil, Krist from Nirvana/Sweet 75 and 
Gina from Sweet 75 for some new material, plus 
the DK’s “Let’s Lynch The Landlord” (still quite 
relevant, unfortunately) and a song from his 
collaboration with DOA, the lengthy “Full 
Metal Jackoff,” updated to comment on the lat¬ 
est crop of piece-of-shit politicians and the in¬ 
creasing militarization of the so-called drug war. 
Recorded live during the anti-WTO protests last 
fall, the disc starts with a spoken word piece 
about the events and what the WTO means to 
the average worker (nothing too great), as the 
band eventually vamps behind him. Straight¬ 
forward power punk rock in a decidedly Dead 
Kennedys-esque vein providing accompani¬ 
ment for Biafra’s always-outspoken sentiments 
on corporate and government malfeasanse. Lots 
to read, as well, providing a lot of valuable in¬ 
formation. (PO Box 419092, SF, CA 94141) 

LAST IN LINE-L’Esercito Del Morto 
(Acme) 

If you’re one of those people disillusioned 
with the state of hardcore in recent years, think¬ 
ing it’s been given over to the realm of blustery 
metal bands and their kick-boxing minions, give 
this album a listen to restore your faith. Last In 
Line may be fairly obvious in their influences 
and happy to mine the early 80s hardcore 
motherlode, but so what? These guys play with 
a dead-on tightness and aggressiveness, flying 
through their songs with an unstoppable power 
and spirit. Seamless transitions from thrash to 
mosh, er, circle pit parts and back again. DJ’s 
vocals are appropriately bellicose and backed 
up by two blazing guitars, throttle-shot bass and 
kick-ass drumming. Lyrics that have a point, 
whether about money going for sports teams 
instead of improving education, the drudgery 
of the 9-5 existence or aggressive foreign policy, 
but not taking themselves too seriously—not 
with a song about classic horror movies (“Crim¬ 
son Screen”) or their cover of GG Allin’s “You 
Hate Me And I Hate You.” One of ‘em has 
“negative” in his e-mail address and the two 
best-know Negative bands (FX and Approach) 
are definitely a big part of the equation, here. 
Damn near as perfect a HC record as you’ll hear 
all year. Don’t miss their earlier 7”, either. (PO 
Box 441, Dracut, MA 01826) 

LEATHERFACE-Horsebox (BYO) 

Leatherface’s first full-length since 1994’s 
“The Last,” following last year’s split with Hot 
Water Music. I’ll always use “Mush” as a bench¬ 
mark, fair or not, and it’s not nearly on that level, 
but Leatherface’s hallmarks remain in place— 
Frankie Stubbs’ gravelly croak of a voice and a 
warm mesh of pop-infused punk. The lyricism 
reflects a deeply personal, storytelling mode, 
occasionally oblique, but it can also be point¬ 
edly direct. “Kill DJ’s bemoans so-called turn¬ 
table technicians for stealing drumbeats (“Just 
give me Keith Moon”). Amen, Brother Frankie! 
Two bi-polar cover versions here—Cyndi 
Lauper’s “True Colors,” which is crappy, even 
as a joke, and the piano-spiced “Ship Song” by 
Nick Cave, which is slowly growing on me. The 
driving rock of “Watching You Sleep,” “Eddy 
Bumble” and “Wing Ding” capture the band at 
their best here. There remains something sub¬ 
stantial about this band. A craft, a passion that 
continues to bum. (PO Box 67A64, LA, CA 
90067) 

UBERTINE-See You In The Next Life (Sub¬ 
standard) 

Better than their EP, with a sharper, punchier 
sound. The punk part of the equation is paid 
U P, harnessed to a poppy sensibility and the 
guitar lines ring. Belvy’s husky vocals are live¬ 
lier, albeit in a limited range, and the playing is 
sharp all over... echoes of the Clash, Pistols and 
a little Social D (but not as much as you’d ex¬ 


pect). The first two songs, “If Wishes Were 
Horses” and “Heartbreak,” pack a memorable 
wallop. “No, Your Enemy” is a pun on an old 
Saints song and mixes the riff from “I Wanna 
Be Your Dog” with an 80s new wavish shim¬ 
mer. Streetwise, socially-conscious lyrics, while 
also dealing with personal concerns. A nice 
evolution for this band. (PO Box 210501, SF, 
CA 94121) 

LIMECELL-Destroy The Underground 
(Headache) 

About as subtle as a knee to the groin, these 
beer-swillin’, beef-eatin’ (cheesesteaks?) Phila- 
hell-phians destroy anything that gets in their 
path. Roaring punk with more of a Motorhead 
influence than I recall in the past—or maybe I 
just wasn’t paying attention. And that was 
sussed out before hearing theif cover of “Love 
You Like A Reptile,” off the classic “Ace Of 
Spades” album. Angry vocals, a ton of attitude 
and a blazing wall of guitar thunder that just 
won’t quit. This will kick your candy ass. (PO 
Box 204, Midland Park, NJ 07432) 

LITMUS GREEN-Cockring (Green Boy) 

Hard, driving punk and, if Litmus Green’s 
style sticks to a loud/fast formula, so fuckin’ 
what? This is the type of sound that still hits 
this listener right between the ears. Outspoken 
lyrics against the usual targets of patriotism, 
corporate evils and they’ve got a particular bug 
up their collective asses about religion, as well. 
Once again, there’s a lengthy sound collage 
bonus track that manipulates the words of those 
“people of the lord.” A conspiracy lurking 
around every comer—Sean’s even suspicious 
about crank calls on “Star 69.” His vocals pack 
the venom, along with the band’s razor-guitar 
weilding gallop. My kinda band. (PO Box 5311, 
Glendale, CA 91221-5311) 

LOMBARDIES-Throw Your Love Away 
(Lawlqss)/One Card Short (Mutant Pop, EP) 

Teenagers from the Boston area bashing their 
way through punk rock with origins older than 
they are, mainly from the ‘77 era, although faster 
and adding the occasional early rock ‘n roll nod. 
Catchy, ranty and filled with girl-crazed angst. 
Talking about playing the Real Kids loud on 
one song and the Lombardies are their more 
obnoxious younger brothers—or sons, at this 
point. “I Don’t Call Back” is a speedy dose of 
hit and run and there’s not a lack of adrenalin 
elsewhere, either. You have ‘yer choice—14 
songs on vinyl or 7 songs from Tim Chandler’s 
short-run CD series. Either way, it’s a winner. 
(Lawless : PO Box 689, Hingham, MA 02043- 
0689 /Mutant Pop : 5010 NW Shasta, Corvallis, 
OR 97330) 

LOOSE LIPS-Talkin’ Trash (TKO) 

Well-tread doesn’t begin to describe these 
guys... Stonesy, Dollsy rock ‘n roll traditional¬ 
ism and a hint of glam, at least musically... they 
don’t indulge in outlandish plumage or any¬ 
thing. Loose Lips aren’t ashamed to purloin the 
chords of “Chatterbox” for their own “Your 
Lives” or, to get a little more obscure, taking 
the intro of Sweet’s “Hellraiser” for “Baby 
Talk.” Yep, the Lips are brazen about the muse 
they’ve chosen to mine, but they still get away 
with it, dammit. Something timeless about the 
whole friggin’ thing and the poppy touches 
aren’t hard to take, either. I’ll give the devils 
their due. (PMB #103, 4104 24th St., SF, CA 
94114) 

LORD HIGH FIXERS-Is Your Club A Se¬ 
cret Weapon? (Estrus) 

Brilliant? It’s a strong word, but the Fixers 
create an assimilation of coolness and revolu¬ 
tionary sounds on their latest album. Far beyond 
mere garage revivalists, although that’s the root 
and still a strong forte for this band. The blues- 
drenched, fuzz-bust raunch is there and Mike 
Carroll’s rasp cuts through the density with soul¬ 
ful arrogance. Their version of the Seeds’ “Just 
Let Go” gets positively unhinged and the fire is 
undiminished for “The On Going Saga Of The 
Side Show Bob Syndrome” and “Slow Boat To 
China.” “Scatman Revoultion” is a defining 
moment, though, an expansive sonic tapestry/ 
loop that draws on Gil-Scott Herron’s “The 
Revolution Will Not Be Televised,” forcing to¬ 
gether a number of motifs and themes. Free 


jazz saxophone, Allen Ginsberg’s “Howl” and 
other sounds waft through the background and 
the effect is gripping. There’s also a hip-hop 
ambiance for “We Want, We Would Appreci¬ 
ate.” “Miss Jean Louise” is a horn-laced jazz- 
rocker drawing more than a bit of influence from 
MC5’s “High Times” album. The MC5 were 
inspired by similar radical musical and ideo¬ 
logical motifs and melted them into a singular 
high-powered rock vision and the Fixers cer¬ 
tainly have that “music of the people” idea in 
mind. They take a slightly different route than 
the Five, casting a wider net, and have created 
an edgy, potent statement. And it rocks. (PO 
Box 2125, Bellingham, WA 98227) 

LOS VILLAINS-Punk Rock Pow Wow 
(Ejole Discos) 

Los Villians play tight, fast hardcore that 
brings to mind Suicidal Tendencies, Bad Brains, 
Agent Orange and a bit of Marty Robbins and 
Cesar Rosas, too. Very creative stuff here. Ev¬ 
ery member of this band is a mean player. A lot 
of busy percussion and intricate guitar work 
layered over straight-forward hardcore riffs. I 
really liked the positive lyrics which dealt with 
overcoming feelings of alienation and dejection. 
As the disc gets to the halfway point a Bad Re- 
ligion/Fat Wreck Chords influence shows up 
which takes away fron the more original mate¬ 
rial but overall these chaps come off as quite a 
talented bunch. (Info: www.losvillians.com) 
(David) 

LOVEMASTERS-Pusherman Of Love (I- 
94) 

Isaac Hayes meets Iggy Pop? Pretty much. 
This disc simmers with Motor City flavor. 
Bobby Beyond has been in innumerable Detroit 
combos and the distinct Detroit feel is all over 
these tunes. It has the snotty attitude of 60’s 
punk and even the revved-up feel in the music. 
However, these guys approach your standard 
12 bar blues riff the way The Voidoids might. 
From moodier numbers like “Superficial,” with 
its Tom Verlaine-esque guitar work to the Sat¬ 
urday night groove of “Soulmobile,” this is a 
refreshing, eclectic mix. Fans of the Bomp! 
Records sect should enjoy this. (PO Box 44763, 
Detroit, MI 48244) (David) 

LOW END THEORY (Eulogy, EP) 

I hate to sound like a broken record, but these 
short CD-EPs have to stop! They are beginning 
to replace the demo tape. Bands that shouldn’t 
be put to digital technology, such as the Low 
End Theory, are coming out with CDs a mile a 


minute. Six more songs of Promise Ring style 
pap-core for the masses. It’s hard not to become 
jaded when hardcore sounds like this. (PO Box 
8692, Coral Springs, FL 2>?>Qri5)(Jason) 

LOWER CLASS BRATS-The Plot Sickens 
(Punk Core) 

Hey, this is high class punk rock all the way, 
although these boys from George Dubyah-land 
(aka Texas) would chafe at being associated 
with anything too hoity-toity. Scrappy rousers 
with an oi/UK inflection and spit-spewing atti¬ 
tude. That attitude comes in no small quantity 
from vocalist Bones Delarge and it’s reinforced 
with a gritty instrumental attack. Strong tunes 
delivered with a solid kick and exuding a 
proudly defiant spirit. (PO Box 916, Middle 
Island, NY 11953) 

MADBALL-Hold It Down (Epitaph) 

Hardcore, Noo Yawk style, as the Madball 
guys call it on the opening hip-hop beat/inter¬ 
view segment. And then they proceed to kick it 
out with ruthless efficiency, a combination of 
brawny thrash and mosh strut. Lean and mean 
and, for this style, they’re quite accomplished 
at it. For a change of pace, there’s an uncred¬ 
ited rap piece about their DMS crew that sounds 
like an NWA outtake. For the most part, though, 
it’s razor-sharp aggro. Lyrics espousing loyalty, 
self-confidence and doing the right thing 
("Crime don’t pay in the long run”), although 
one gets the feeling it’s not a bad idea to steer 
clear of the dance floor, lest the pit assassins 
get ‘ya. (2798 Sunset Blvd., LA, CA 90026) 

MAD PARADE-God Bless America (Dr. 
Strange) 

Nearly two decades after their debut, Mad 
Parade still have plenty to offer. Boisterous, 
catchy punk rock punctuated by strong vocals 
and stirring arrangements. “Victims,” which 
also appeared on their last 7” EP, is an upbeat 
blindside that has a memserizing chorus. “Bor¬ 
rowed Time” is equally memorable. And for the 
all-american trappings, the opening chords to 
“Under The Gun” sure do borrow liberally from 
SLF's “Alternative Ulster.”. Clever pilferage 
from their own heritage, as well—the line "we 
can fuck forever, you’ll never get my soul" is 
lifted from the Gun Club’s “Sex Beat.” The 
marriage of west coast punk to Anglophilic in¬ 
fluences continues and Mad Parade have forged 
their own identifiable sound over the years. (PO 
Box 7000-117, Alta Loma, CA 91701) 

MAHARAHJ-Chapter One: The Descent 
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(Now Or Never) 

Metalcore—a bunch of boys who want to 
be men. Is it just me or is new school metal 
hardcore as oversaturated as straight edge was 
in the early 90s? Every metalcore band sounds 
the same, with slight variations in evil riffs and 
evil words, and they all claim to be the heaviest 
band with the wildest live performances. 
Maharahj goes so far as to brag about their bass¬ 
ist vomiting on stage and their drummer frac¬ 
turing his finger after being “caught up in the 
moment.” I’m sure they finish every show in a 
dogpile on the floor like every other “evil” band 
out there right now. Granted, the tunes here are 
as punishing as they are generic. Worth a spin, 
especially for those who enjoy similar sound¬ 
ing bands like the Year of Our Lord or the 
Dillinger Escape Plan. (61 Riordan Place, 
Shrewsbury, NJ 07702) (Jason) 

MAKERS-Rock Star God (Sub Pop) 

I’ll concede the fact that the Makers don’t 
have to make the same record each time out, 
that trying something besides their garage punk 
style is every bit their right as artistes. They 
were moving away from the purity on their last 
album, “Psychopathia Sexualis,” and that effort 
was highly uneven, itself. And if they want to 
explore new directions, that doesn’t mean I nec¬ 
essarily care to listen to it. “Rock Star God” is 
headed for that fate. A 70s rock grand state¬ 
ment, a conceptual piece, assuredly inspired by 
Ziggy-era Bowie and other glammy auteurs, 
only without the truly memorable songs to back 
it up. The Makers trawl through balladesque 
bloat with sweeping strings, middling rock and 
even a wah-wah funk-ay instrumental (that’s 
actually not too bad), but there just isn’t all that 
much energy, here, except, to an extent, for “A 
Better Way Down” and “Sex Is Good Food.” 
The whole thing could be an overstated joke, a 
satire, instead of some ponderous artistic state¬ 
ment. Either way, it’s just not that good. In fact, 
it’s mainly crap. (PO Box 20645, Seattle, WA 
98102) 

MALAKAS-Too Good To Be True (1-94) 

The Malakas play the Dolls/Stones thing 
with good hooks and a real warm feel. The 
acoustic guitar mixed in with the electric is remi¬ 
niscent of The Stones’ “Sticky Fingers.” Never 
a bad thing. Musically, this is right up my alley. 
The artwork is really hip, too. The song titles 
are written on those heart shaped valentine can¬ 
dies. Great idea. Unfortunately, the lyrics are a 
bit too stupid. At first they come off with a Dic¬ 
tators-like goofiness but as the disc goes on they 
delve into childish sex lyrics that make the 
Beastie Boys’ “License To Ill” seem quite witty. 
The “I’m a drunk and a junky” lyrics are too 
forced, as well. Oddly enough some of the worst 
rhyme schemes show up in multiple songs. If 
these guys can keep the music mean and grow 
up a little, lyrically, they’ll be a damn fine band. 
(PO Box 44763 Detroit, MI 48244) (David) 

MANCAKE-We Will Destroy You (Art 
Monk Construction, EP) 

Part man, part pancake, huh? I don’t want to 
fathom what that’s all about (and there’s some¬ 
thing on the press sheet about “breakfast vio¬ 
lence”), but Mancake are all about the volume, 
baby. Loud post-punk rock, with equal parts 
nerve and power in the guitar lines, howling 
vocals and a pulverizing bass/drums tandem. 
Exhilarating in this brief dose and making me 
remember that there used to be a lot more aggro 
in the indy rock realm than there is now. Maybe 
Mancake can bring it back. They certainly an¬ 
nounce such intentions on “International House 
Of Mancake,” excoriating the “hardcore reich” 
and stating they came together “to prove to you 
emo’s dead,” then interrupting a whiny-sound- 
ing singer on “Bring It On.Com” with a power- 
violence barrage. The campaign is off to a good 
start. (PO Box 6332, Falls Church, VA 22040) 

MAN OR ASTROMAN7-A Spectrum Of 
Infinite Scale (Touch & Go) 

MOAM get increasingly experimental here... 
the otherworldly surf/new wave rock remains 
at the core, but there are some progressive and 
noisier elements involved. Even a hint of psy¬ 
chedelic guitar for “Within One Universe There 
Are Millions.” Only one track with vocals and 
they’re heavily buried, as MOAM remain within 


the creative instrumental realm. Colorful futur¬ 
istic art work give off a similar aura. (PO Box 
25520, Chicago, IL 60625) 

GRAIG MARKEL-Verses On Venus (Mag 
Wheel) 

This member of New Sweet Breath arrives 
with his solo (VERY solo—he plays all the in¬ 
struments) effort but unlike his other 
extracirricular project. Tagging Satellites, Graig 
Markel wants to be the lo-fi equivalent of Jimmy 
Webb or the late 90’s Sub Pop acts that were 
aping the late 60’s top-40 “adult-pop.” These 
songs are slow, sad and melancholy, resulting 
in a CD perfect for staring out of the window 
by yourself on lonely, rainy Sunday afternoons. 
(PO Box 115, Stn. R, Montreal, PQ CANADA 
H2S 3K6) (Scott) 

MARTINETS-Love! Hate! (Scooch Pooch) 

If this was on LP, they could label the two 
sides “Replacements side” and “Wimp side.” 
Half of this disc consists of straightforward rock 
that brings to mind The Saints and The Replace¬ 
ments. Suddenly, however, I’m checking to see 
if my CD player has somehow switched to the 
soft rock station. Anguished vocals tell tales of 
the make-up/breakup scene. Ditch the radio¬ 
ready whine rock and you have a healthy crop 
of abrasive love songs with loud, distorted gui¬ 
tars and pounding drums. That’s the shit. (5850 
W. 3rd St., #209, LA, CA 90036) (David) 

MATTERHORN-Set To Rise (Reptilian) 

The lumbering bass-lines, in-pain vocals and 
guitar riffs that shift through moods of melan¬ 
cholia, snakiness and brute force all add up to a 
familiar sound. It’s the heavy, lurching, yet 
spring-tight terrain pounded out over the years 
by the likes of Jesus Lizard, Helmet and Crain, 
presented in varying tandems. This is aggro, this 
is power unleashed, tempered by the intermit¬ 
tent six string glow. Scott Carter does have 
something of the Yow-Yowl in him and the three 
musicians hammer quite forcefully in unison 
along side. And since there just aren’t all that 
many bands doing this sound well anymore, 
without it turning into testosterone-addled mosh 
metal or becoming iiberwhiny , I’ll take it where 
I can get it. Haunting and howling. (403 South 
Broadway, Baltimore, MD 21231) 

MAZINGA (Reanimator) 

Horror/sci-fi punknroll from Ann Arbor, MI. 
reminiscent of The Misfits and Space Cookie 
with a little Jon Spencer thrown in for good 
measure. Swampy, dirty and alive with the spirit 
of Detroit Rock City. The lyrics are a little ob¬ 
tuse in a geeky way but work in the overall 
scheme of the record’s cartoony science fiction 
motifs. Seems like a band that would be great 
to see live in a dark, smoky bar after a pitcher 
or two (or three).(PO Box 1582, Ann Arbor, MI 
48106) (Marc) 

MEANWHILE-Lawless Solidarity (Sound 
Pollution)/Same Shit New Millenium (Sound 
Pollution) 

Good ‘ol Swedish hardcore, how I love it. If 
I’m not mistaken, three of the four members 
were at one point in the band Dischange. “Law¬ 
less Solidarity” is a 1997 album and “Same 
Shit” is brand spankin’ new, as if you couldn’t 
have figured that out. Taut and aggressive in a 
somewhat Dis-sy way—and that’s no dis (ha 
ha)—although Meanwhile also take a page from 
early English Dogs, too. Gruff vocals, basic 
structures, leads in the right places, and sung in 
English, which means you can understand ev¬ 
ery excoriation of cops, religion, repressive au¬ 
thority and “asslicking journalists.” Chords and 
volume with a minimum of excess and a maxi¬ 
mum amount of pissed-off venom. (PO Box 
17742, Covington, KY 41017) 

MEN OF PORN-Porn American Style 
(Man’s Ruin) 

“Pom American Style” opens with a dron¬ 
ing 16 minute 50 second sludge fest o’ a song 
“Cornin’ Home (Smoking Pot on a Sunday Af¬ 
ternoon While UFO’s Drone Overhead).” Some¬ 
how, this opus is more than aptly subtitled. Men 
of Pom is the brainchild of Tim Moss (Ritual 
Device), John Wolf and cast of transients 
(Swans & Helios Creed alum). Who could go 
wrong with nuggets like “Teabaggin’,” (If you 


don’t know what this means, ask your Dad!), 
and the hilarious “Ballad of the Bulldyke.”Both 
versions are sure to offend. Although it’s hard 
to decipher some of the vocals, it really doesn't 
matter that much. The slabs of rock generated 
by the guitars are what this is all about. This 
effort is ore for those into the whole Kyuss/ 
Helios Creed/Down thing. (610 22nd St., #302, 
SF,CA 94107) (Jane) 

MEN’S RECOVERY PROJECT-Bolides 
Over Basra (Load) 

The literature accompanying this CD de¬ 
scribes it as “fourteen songs of the Middle East, 
touching on: water use negotiations, illegal de¬ 
tention, deception and loss, airport security. 
North African cuisine, missing merchandise, 
Persian nightlife, assassination ennui, secret 
monkey auctions, depression and denial, gen¬ 
eral wretchedness, shit and filth, public leprosy 
and advanced clap.” Right. I feel somewhat ill- 
equipped to describe, much less pass judgment 
on, “Bolides Over Basra.” There’s ample use 
of that ubiquitous bull-horn effect on the vo¬ 
cals, elements of industrial, electronica, and 
rock, exceedingly strange and funny lyrics, 
sound effects and oh so much more. Two of the 
guys from Six Finger Satellite are in on the ac¬ 
tion but this doesn’t sound much like what I 
remember of that band (although, to be fair, the 
last time I checked out Six Finger Satellite was 
back in, like, ’93 so who knows). The whole 
thing is decidedly odd but not in a disturbing or 
intentionally “dark” way. Men’s Recovery 
Project conveys a certain humor and playful¬ 
ness even during the creepiest sonic moments. 
Like I said, I’m not sure on what terms to con¬ 
sider or compare this music and maybe that’s 
the point. Either the band has tapped into some¬ 
thing pretty damn original and not altogether 
unenjoy able—in and of itself an accomplish¬ 
ment—or I’ve just been heretofore unaware of 
the industrial/ambient/avant-garde/Middle East- 
em-themed music scene. (PO Box 35, Provi¬ 
dence, RI 02901) (Chris) 

LA MERMA-Opciones, Razones, Traici- 
ones!!! 

Self-described “border punks,” with two 
members from Mexico and two from the US. 
No salsa, no mariachi bands, just thrashy punk. 
There’s a subtle desert/country rompishness that 
pokes through on occasion, but there’s also just 
as much of a European hardcore flavor, as well. 
Fast, energetic songs with razor-sharp guitar and 
raspily-expressive vocals (sung in Spanish). The 
moog on “Este pueblo” is an unexpected ingre¬ 
dient. Language barrier? Who cares—the pas¬ 
sion comes through loud and clear. (AP 328 
Nogales, Sonora, MEXICO, CP 84000) 

MEATJACK-Trust (At A Loss) 

Indy rock has largely lost the ugly quotient, 
the last few years. Meatjack remain 
unrepentantly ugly and lurching. Inducing pain 
through the use of mountainous rhythms and 
brainshock guitar chords and lines. In the vi¬ 
cinity of the Melvins and Crain—Meatjack play 
heavy rock without really making one think of 
the swill being dished out to the WAAF (i.e. 
meathead metal) crowd. I might have liked this 
more in ‘92 or ‘93, but these guys do have a 
punishing viscerality for those who still enjoy 
that sort of thing. (PO Box 3597, Annapolis, 
MD 21403) 

METAL CHURCH-Masterpeace (Nuclear 
Blast)/Live (Nuclear Blast) 

Metal Church are back and it’s as if the last 
15 years of music never happened. Which isn’t 
all that bad, in my book. Cast aside the rap- 
metal, low-tuned alternagrunge and faux-indus¬ 
trial noodling. They still make music like this. 
Classic power-metal favoring lean, hungry 
rifling, along with the obligatory lead-work and 
occasionally bombastic epic turn. 
Leatherlunged vocalist David Wayne is back in 
the fold and it’s the complete lineup from their 
heyday. They get off to a gangbuster start with 
the hammering “Sleeps With Thunder” and 
“Falldown” and the fired-up “Lb. Of Cure,” 
“Faster Than Life” and cover of Aerosmith’s 
“Toys In The Attic” do the trick, as well. Still, 
the ballads (“Kiss For The Dead,” “They Signed 
In Blood”) and softer portions of “Into Dust” 
leave this listener cold. Sorry—I’ve never gone 


in for the sensitive side. Give me volume! For¬ 
tunately, there’s enough of that on this record¬ 
ing. And, if you REALLY want volume, the live 
CD will do the trick. Dating back to 1985-6 and 
including songs from their first two albums and 
an excellent selection it is, from the speed- 
slaught of “Hitman,” “Psycho” and their ver¬ 
sion of Deep Purple’s “Highway Star” to the 
rifforama cruncher “Metal Church” to two bal¬ 
lads WITH balls, “Gods Of Wrath” and “Watch 
The Children Pray.” Wayne’s range is com¬ 
manding, as is the instrumental brawn and nu¬ 
ance. Real metal for the ages. (PO Box 43618 
Philadelphia, PA 19106) 

MINOR DISTURBANCE-Bullet For You 
(Run & Hide, EP) 

Fast ‘n ranty punk with snotty, whiny vo¬ 
cals and somewhat similar to older Showcase 
Showdown, except there’s more of an Ameri¬ 
can HC than British punk influence. Entertain¬ 
ing, in an obnoxious, antisocial way. Includes a 
Circle Jerks’ cover, “In Your Eyes.” ($4 ppd, 
PO Box 35094, Philadelphia, PA 19128) 

MIOZAN-Thorn In Your Side (Mad Mob) 

Euro spirit of ‘88 style youth crew hardcore 
with tight musicianship, thundering shout 
alongs, killer breakdowns, and some decidedly 
melodic, layered dual guitar work. It often con¬ 
jures up an early Ignite feel. Delving into a fairly 
streamlined range of topics, comprised of un¬ 
wavering scene dedication, unity, insincerity 
and perceived oppression. Not a whole lot of 
unique ground is covered lyrically, but the pro¬ 
ficient blend of well-executed hooks and furi¬ 
ous energy on such songs as “Thom In Your 
Side,” “No More Words,”, “Family,”, “A Part 
Of Me,” and “Built From Brick” present an ac¬ 
cessible sound that is as aggressive as it is struc¬ 
tured and melodic. Not exceptional or a stand¬ 
out, but gratifying and energetic, nonetheless. 
(PO Box 61 06 41,10937 Berlin, GERMANY) 
(Mike) 

MISS LONELYHEART-Geography (Mo¬ 
lecular Laboratories) 

Funny thing about the bands J Robbins pro¬ 
duces, they all end up sounding like his old 
band, Jawbox. I consider that a good thing as 
their style of post-hardcore, tense and angular 
rock is sorely needed now. It’s 1990 again and 
Miss Lonelyheart will help bring you there. (PO 
Box 791, Frederick, MD 21705) (Scott) 

MONKEYWRENCH-Electric Children (Es- 
trus) 

Plumbing into the roots, once again, for the 
first time since 1992. Another convergence of 
Mark Arm and Steve Turner from Mudhoney, 
Tim Kerr of the Lord High Fixers, Poison 13, 
Big Boys, etc.., Tom Price from Gas Huffer and 
the U-Men and Martin Bland from Lubricated 
Goat. Quite the varied and impressive pedigree. 
The aforementioned roots are psychedelic, ga¬ 
rage and bluesy rock, given a modem twist. 
Expansive and head-messing, particularly for 
the concluding “In The Days Of The Five,” an 
obvious tribute to those halcyon times of three 
decades ago. Yet it’s not always the blatant fuzz 
attack. The Monkeywrench are sneakier, largely 
eschewing the thunder wall. That doesn’t mean 
they’re completely afraid to bring on the raunch, 
as with “Bring On The Judgement Day,” yet 
even that song relies more on the bounce-boogie 
and some wanton harp blowing than distortion. 
Sharp and supple and Arm’s instantly- 
indentifiable yowl gives it the right voicing. (PO 
Box 2125, Bellingham, WA 98227) 

MOONEY SUZUKI-People Get Ready (Es- 
trus) 

Shake it, baby! A finger-lickin’ tasty tandem 
of garage rock, soul, and pop. The Mooney 
Suzuki are just as likely to add a Zombies-esque 
electric piano to a song like “My Dear 
Persephone” as they are to go for a fuzzier at¬ 
tack on “Yeah You Can.” Definitely has a num¬ 
ber of classic 60s rock influences, and from all 
parts of that decade, without sounding like an 
artifact. And the oldest one of ‘em is 23 years 
old. Hope for the youth at last! Only quibble is 
I heard a track on the “Fistful Of Rock ‘n Roll” 
that sounds raunchier than anything on this disc 
and maybe a little lower fidelity wquldn’t be 
such a bad thing. (PO Box 2125, Bellingham, 
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MOTOCHRIST-666-Pack (RAFR) 

Shameless rockmongering... plying that 70s 
rock thunder for all it’s worth and there’s some 
hookiness to go along with the heaviness and a 
dollop of that punk attitude, as well. Skills 
honed in such bands as Doggy Style (really!), 
NY Loose, Dwarves and the Throbs, so the 
cross-pollination makes sense, but this is more 
blatantly rock. Yeah, it’s definitely tawdry and 
I should probably know better, by now, but I’ll 
tell you—that little 16 year old headbanger that 
still lurks within is getting something of a kick 
out of this, immediately radaring in on those 
Kiss and Cheap Trick-inspired licks. (11054 
Ventura Blvd., Suite 205, Studio City, CA 
91604) 

MOTORHEAD-We Are Motorhead (CMC) 

A quarter century of Motorheadbanging and 
Lemmy’s not about to fade away to the rock ‘n 
roll old folks home or wherever it is that retired 
rockers end up. And while this isn’t a resolute 
classic and, at times, you get the feeling of re¬ 
hash, let’s face it—with this band, one doesn’t 
expect a deviation from the tried ‘n true. Nope, 
it’s still that instantly-identifiable voice, thun¬ 
derous bass and guitar chords and an ass- 
whupping backbeat. The only complete misfire 
is the too-long ballad “One More Fucking 
Time,” and when I saw that title on the back of 
the cover, I figured it’d be an over-the-top dec¬ 
laration. Not so... well, that’s why remote con¬ 
trols for CD players are so great. That can be 
skipped for the harder/heavier “Stagefright/ 
Crash & Bum.” The title track, “Out To Lunch” 
and “Stay Out Of Jail” kick up the ruckus, as 
well, and their cover of “God Save The Queen” 
is superior to the one on the recent Pistols’ trib¬ 
ute album. What it boils down to is this—an 
average Motorhead album is still better than the 
best most other hard rock/metal bands can of¬ 
fer. 

MR. T EXPERIENCE-Alcatraz (Lookout) 

This band has always walked a fine line be¬ 
tween punk-pop and cheesy punk-rock-surf-in- 
spired pop. On this LP, the latter firmly takes 
hold with paeans to a washed-up teenage fash¬ 
ion queen “Naomi”) and failed relationships 
(every other song on the CD). Dr. Frank’s sing¬ 
ing voice may irritate after a while, especially 
when he strains to hit the high notes, but this 
CD would be prefect for those who recall a day 
when punk-pop could be cheesy and yet accept¬ 
able. (PO Box 11374, Berkeley, CA 94701) 
(Scott) 

MURDER CITY DEVILS-In Name And 
Blood (Sub Pop) 

Living up to the name with the cover imag¬ 
ery—all of ‘em posing as murder victims in 
graphic color photos. Heck, even the press info 
came in a police file folder. The Devils don’t 
need the gimmicks to prove they rock. And 
while “In Name and Blood” is as immediately 
grabbing as its two predecessors, there’s enough 
innovation and high energy to keep me listen¬ 
ing. Spencer Moody remains a provocative vo¬ 
calist with husky soul. “Lemuria Rising” is a 
slashing Stooge-influenced rocker that doesn’t 
sound like tribute. The addition of a permanent 
organist adds a haunted ambiance to many songs 
and merges the hard rock with psychedelic prop¬ 
erties without becoming too paisley-inclined. 
“I Drink The Wine” and “Somebody Else’s 
Baby” certainly exude a spirited toughness, as 
does “In This Town.” Only the balladesque “I’ll 
Come Running” really falls flat. These Seattle 
rockers really don’t sound like anyone else out 
there right now. (PO Box 20645, Seattle, WA 
98102) 

MUSHMOUTH-Lift The Curse (Triple 
Crown) 

Iron-pumping hardcore—you never get a 
straight thrash song with bands of this ilk. They 
may have moments of brutallizing speed, but it 
kicks quickly into a metal breakdown, to give 
their fans an opportunity to pound the living 
shit out of each other on the dance floor. Of 
course, there’s also the ranting ‘n raving tough- 
guy element, as well, especially for the metal- 
vamp tirade on the hidden bonus track. Mix that 
with a few rap-style moves and it’s time to hit 


the eject button. (331 W. 57th St., PMB 472, 
NY, NY 10019) 

MY HERO DIED TODAY-The City Will Pay 
For This (Schematics) 

While I have a hard time really liking any 
band who wear their influences on their sleeves, 
this Refused-style band from Munich, Germany 
do have a few good hooks here and there. Pow¬ 
erful delivery and screamier vocals almost 
rocket songs like “3-11-Anchor” and the title 
track right past the Swedish lads, but ambigu¬ 
ous and often non-descript lyrical content bring 
it all pummeling back to Earth. Refused fans 
may take a keen interest, and folks who haven’t 
gotten into that oft-mentioned band may also 
find this slightly musically liberating. (PO Box 
14636, Gainesville, FL 32604) (Jason) 

NASHVILLE PUSSY-High As Hell (TVT) 

The Pussy survive record label nightmares 
and resurface with a new collection of hog-wild 
rock mania. The AC/DC-isms are more pro¬ 
nounced than in the past (the title track lifts its 
riff from “Go Down” off “Let There Be Rock”) 
and old-timers steeped in rock’s ornery heri¬ 
tage will pick up other sly appropriations. Still, 
nothin’ too sweet, especially with Blaine 
Cartwright’s grizzled growl. That title track is 
a nice bit of footstompin’ boogie, as are “Drive” 
and “Struttin’ Cock.” They rev it up nicely for 
“Shoot First and Run Like Hell,” “You Ain’t 
Right” and “Piece Of Ass.” A tandem of blow¬ 
torch lead and rhythm work accompanied with 
a butt-moving rhythm and the always-colorful 
songtitles—“Blowjob From A Rattlesnake” is 
quite attention-grabbing, in particular. And cov¬ 
ering the underrated Rose Tattoo’s “Rock ‘n 
Roll Outlaw” once again shows their impec¬ 
cable musical taste. Badass redneck 
motherfuckers? Nashville Pussy play that up for 
all its worth and flip the bird to those who need 
it flipped to. Go motherfuckers go! (23 E. 4th 
St., NY, NY 10003) 

NATIONAL ACROBAT-For All Practical 
Purposes Is Dead (Arise, EP) 

Navigating hairpin sonic curves—National 
Acrobat go on a hellacious soul-ride, utilizing 
hard-edged riffing, pummeling drums and in¬ 
tense vocals in short permutations. Dark and 
heavy moodswings, progressively inclined, yet 
not showing off the chops in any kind of mas- 
turbatory manner. The untitled bonus track does 
have a repetitive riff loop that goes on for ten 
minutes before resolving itself and that can be 
skipped without missing anything. The go-for- 
throat aesthetic is very much in effect. (PO Box 
45, Shelbyville, KY 40666) 

NEBULA-To The Center (Sub Pop) 

Ex-members of Fu Manchu. As you might 
expect, heavy rock music, albeit a little trippier 
and not the standard wall of sludge all the time. 
Acoustic flourishes conjure up “Led Zep III,” 
for instance. Still, the thunder is present for the 
tasty electrotechnics of “Come Down,” 
“Whatcha Lookin’ For” and “You Mean Noth¬ 
ing.” The take on Iggy’s “I Need Somebody” is 
true to the original, but I’m partial to just about 
anything on “Raw Power” and, as long as they 
didn’t make a disco version of it, it’s cool. The 
guest stint by Mudhoney’s vocalist Mark Arm 
is a nice touch. Sub Pop are getting back to the 
retro-inspired rock they started with—full 
circle? Long hair and loud guitars are back. I’m 
keeping my hair short and will not fully-em- 
brace this sound in the same way I did 10 years 
ago, having re-discovered the joys of brevity 
and pure aggression, but there’s still something 
about a mega-riff, isn’t there? (PO Box 20645, 
Seattle, WA 98102) 

NEGATIVE MAN-Nobody Cares (Rum 
Dummy/Amp) 

A band from Colorado playing a boisterous 
mix of street-punk and hardcore. Super-gruff 
vocals, loud guitars and very tuneful. They also 
get a huge thumbs up for having the cojones to 
cover the Boomtown Rats’ “I Don’t Like Mon¬ 
days,” about a school shooting in San Diego in 
the late 70s, considering they hail from the same 
state where the Columbine incident happened. 

I LOVE shit like that. (955 Eudora, #1602, 
Denver, CO 80220) 


NEIGHBORS-The More Money One Has, 
The More Important Is One’s Life (Six 
Weeks) 

Second pressing of this brutallizing album, 
this time on Six Weeks (there’s also a 7” re¬ 
lease on Kangaroo), and another opportunity to 
obtain some tight, thrashing, grinding mayhem. 
Speed, speed and more speed, topped off with 
blazing guitars and Kenny’s agitated vocals and 
sentiments. A sensory annihilation from this 
underrated San Diego band. (225 Lincoln Ave., 
Cotati, CA 94931) 

NERVE AGENTS-Days Of The White Owl 
(Revelation) 

Pop in the disc and prepare to be assaulted 
by some tasty hardcore. I won’t be the first or 
last person to point out the occasional 
resemblence of ex-Redemption 87/Unit Pride 
member Eric Ozenne’s vocals to one Ray 
Cappo, but it’s the goddanged truth. Not much 
crooning, though—mostly bark. Surging and 
tight compositions that keep up a blistering 
pace, bringing together a number of different 
80s period punk and hardcore influences into 
their own boiling amalgam. They’re into the 
horror rock look, too, ala Misfits or 45 Grave 
(whose “Evil” is covered here). I hear bits of 
TSOL, Black Flag, Minor Threat and Poison 
Idea, just to start, yet it’s their own thing, a fresh¬ 
sounding amalgam. The Nerve Agents got it 
goin’ on. (PO Box 5232, Huntington Beach, CA 
92615) 

NEW BOMB TURKS-Nightmare Scenario 
(Epitaph) 

The Turks continue to hit ‘ya right where it 
counts. In the ears, in the gut, in your ass, which 
won’t be able to stay still. The recording sounds 
somewhat rougher this time around, not as raw 
as in their Crypt days, but not polished, either. 
The other change is in drummers, with ex-Gaunt 
sticksman Sam Brown replacing the superb Bill 
Randt and he’s an able addition, bringing a hard¬ 
hitting backbeat. The other elements remain in 
place—smart, punny lyrics that exude a wisened 
cool and, of course, a whole lotta high-flying, 
crash ‘n bash rock ‘n roll. Charging scorch on 
the one minute long “Too Much,” “Continental 
Cats,” “Quarter To Four” and “Turning Tricks.” 
“Killer’s Kiss” plays up the Stones-jones, once 
again, and even the keyboards sound ratty. Sure, 
it’s a similar formula, but the Turks still run on 
go, to quote an earlier song, and haven’t run 
out of gas. (2798 Sunset Blvd., LA, CA 90026) 

NIGHT IN GALES-Nailwork (Nuclear 
Blast) 

A collision of death metal and more melodic, 
trad metal elements. One minute, there’s a 
piledriving barrage of double-bass pedal thrash 
and then the mellifluent guitars sweep in, along 
with crooning vocals and harmonies. The songs 
aren’t always particularly memorable, but this 
German 5-piece don’t veer into the realm of 
tuneless craziness, either. It’s a metallic roller¬ 
coaster ride and indicates they may be onto 
something, here. No acoustic guitars, no gothic 
keyboards, no samplng—just the traditional 
metallic implements of destructive force. (PO 
Box 43618, Philadelphia, PA 19106) 

NIGHTSTICK-Death To Music (Relapse) 

Something wicked this way comes and it has 
taken too much acid. Nightstick is what Slip¬ 
knot dares to have wet dreams about. Dark, 
brooding, lyrically inspired “Don’t wear no 
monkey suit. Don’t do no flag salute.” Finally 
an antidote for Ricky Martin. Apparently 
Weymouth, MA has become some kind of 
breeding ground for this kind of delicious filth. 
Siege drummer Rob Williams is the apparent 
ringleader. (Siege also spawned Anal Cunt.) 
Downside—Padoinka the Clown. No me gusta. 
Unless you can fill John Wayne Gacy’s shoes, 
why bother? Not a challenge—just a comment. 
(PO Box 251, Millersville, PA 17551) (Jane) 

NINEDAYSWONDER-The Scenery Is In 
Disguise There (Dim Mak) 

This Japanese band try their hand at 
Shotmaker-core and do a reasonable job of it. 
This is the kind of record that adds to its charm 
with each subsequent listen. Not very original 
at all, sounding almost dead ringer for 
Shotmaker or Three Penny Opera, but with an 


endearing quality that just can’t be faked. This 
band cares about their music and they care about 
their lyrics (which are of the personal/social 
variety). You can tell a lot of feeling went into 
this band, and I can’t tell you how refreshing 
that is in this day and age. (PO Box 14041, Santa 
Barbara, CA 93107) (Jason) 

98 MUTE-Slow Motion Riot (Epitaph) 

A punk rock triumph in the tradition of 
anthemic sing alongs and hey “Fuck Yeah” we 
rock attitude. Then, gadzooks, I discover that 
this hidden treasure hails from the land of Circle 
Jerks and Black Flag, Hermosa Beach... Is there 
something in the water? A cut above the dreck 
being foisted on the poor mall rats of today. And 
some pointed anti-stupidity lyrics to boot. (2798 
Sunset Blvd., LA, CA 90026) (Jane) 

NOBODYS/BEAUTYS-Hugh (Sub City/ 
Hopeless, EP) 

NOBODYS-I’ve Been Everywhere (Subur¬ 
ban Home) 

The split CD features hit ‘n run snot-punk 
by the Nobodys, one ripper after another, fol¬ 
lowed by a rootsier selection from the Beautys. 
Chica Baby does have a good amount of range 
in her voice, although she get overbearing on 
occasion. The Nobodys get the nod, here. A 
benefit for the Diana Price Fish Foundation, a 
support group for adult cancer patients and the 
title of the disc refers to Hugh O’Neil, long¬ 
time drummer for the Queers, who passed away 
in 1999, after waging a heroic battle with brain 
cancer. “I’ve Been Everywhere” is a fairly en¬ 
joyable album of covers by bands the Nobodys 
have toured with, including the Queers, 
Gotohells, Jughead’s Revenge (a lame 
countryish song), Chixdiggit, Pinhead Circus 
and Digger—even a band as lousy as the latter 
sound better in these guys’ hands. There’s also 
a bonus track of the title track, originally by 
Johnny Cash, who I don’t think they ever toured 
with, but that’s a case of doing the country thing 
right. Hard to go wrong with the Man In Black! 
(Hopeless : PO Box 7495, Van Nuys, CA 91409- 
7495 /Suburban Home : PO Box 40757, Denver, 
CO 80204) 

NOFX-Pump Up The Valuum (Epitaph)/The 
Decline (Fat, EP) 

Everyone’s probably made up their mind 
about NOFX by now and these two discs prob¬ 
ably won’t change their opinion, but they mark 
an upswing after the not-so-great “Shoes” al¬ 
bum. “Decline,” which came out earlier, is a 
one track song cycle or suite that documents, 
basically, how fucked up this world is, but does 
so with NOFX’s usual wit and wise-assery. The 
music is familiar, rolling together poppy thrash, 
hom parts and bouncier, bubblegummy bits. Not 
something you want to play all the time, but 
definitely a credible long piece. “Pump Up” 
doesn’t break any new stylistic territory, but isn’t 
as overtly pop as the last album and the lyrical 
eye remains sharp. The concluding “Theme 
From A NOFX Album” might be a novelty 
piece, but here’s a song with a squeeze box (uh, 
accordion) that I can stand and the self-refer¬ 
ential lyrics are funny. So’s the sex-change 
themed “My Vagina.” I can take this band’s 
brand of humor punk a whole lot better than 
teen-idols Blink-182. Besides, how can you 
fault a band which uses a sample from the FU’s 
“Kill For Christ” to start one song? (Addresses? 
You should be able to find these! If not, see ads) 

NO MEANS NO-One (Alt. Tentacles) 

No Means No have always had their own 
identity, an electro-jolt punk skronk sound 
honed over nearly two decades as a band and 
an identifiable voice in deep-lunged bassist Rob 
Wright, who with his brother John forms one 
wailing rhythm section, the nucleus of each 
composition. Growing up in the late 60s and 
70s, exposed to rock, jazz and punk during their 
musical upbringing and elements of those mu¬ 
sics have always been evident in NMN’s ap¬ 
proach. That said, this isn’t one of their best 
albums. 8 songs spread over an hour requires a 
lot of patience and the kinetic explosiveness 
isn’t present some of the time. Some exceptions 
are the swinging, free ‘n loose groove of “A 
Little Too High” and [ “Bitches ] followed by a 
slow, deliberate version of the Ramones’ “Beat 
On The Brat” (wonder what their alter-egos the 
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Hanson Brothers would think?) that’s funny as hell ‘cause it’s \ 
so poker faced. I can never write these guys off completely 
and they still exist in their own musical universe. Even a so-so ! 
NMN album has worth. (PO Box 419092, SF, CA 94141) 

NORA-The Neverendingyouline (Trustkill, EP) 

The third release from New Jersey’s Nora is by far the best 1 
produced and most devastating yet. Vocalist/screamer Carl 
Severson can belt it out with the best of them and with a ter¬ 
rific supporting cast, Nora is poised and ready to rip you to ] 
shreds with their hardcore metal sound. An interesting twist is 
Severson’s explanation of what each song is about in the liner 
notes. My personal favorite is “Writer’s Block.” Nora is a band 
to watch! (23 Farm Edge Lane, Tinton Falls, NJ 07724) (Steev) 

NOTHING COOL-Taking Advantage Of Stupid People 
(Cheetah’s) 

Lengthy collection of songs recored mainly in ‘95 and ‘96, ; 
some unreleased, others showing up on 7” releases, comps and 
such. What we have here is some raw, tuneful punk with an 
abundance of scrappy energy. In league with the Queers, Wea¬ 
sel, etc, but rougher around the edges. Nothing too sweet or 
treacly and a decided chip on the shoulder, but there’s an ac¬ 
cessible core. Not a leather jacket in sight, but it has that kind 
of spirit. (PO Box 4442, Berkeley, CA 94704) 

NUNCHAKU-Best Of 1993-1998 (Howling Bull America) 

“Legendary” thrash and ‘core and rap-metal. Not often my 
cup of tea. And definately not here. I guess these guys are big 
in their home country of Japan and, at times, this is mildly 
interesting to listen to, but there is a lack of cohesiveness in 
both the songs and the overall package here. There’s also a 
lack any of liner notes that are always a nice thing on a compi¬ 
lation such as this. If your collection is lacking in the Japanese 
thrash/rap-metal department, I can’t think of a better place to 
start than this. (PO Box 40129, SF, CA 94140) (Phil) 

NYARI-Your Nation Is Dead (One Percent, 10”) 

So heavy it hurts... melodramatic, downtempo metal-core 
with a screamo element that pours out the blood and pain and, 
if you weren’t feeling glum before listening, you sure will af¬ 
terwards. Let’s just say there’s a lot of weight to carry around, 
here. The art work and red vinyl are striking, but this is pun¬ 
ishing and patience-stretching. The thrash parts of clumsy and 
the chug is a lot to wallow through. (PO Box 141048, Minne¬ 
apolis, MN 55414) 

OBLIVION-Sweatpants America (Suburban Home) 

Musical proficiency is an extremely poor substitute for 
songwriting chops, this album sadly demonstrates. This latest 
installment from poppy punk vets Oblivion leaves the listener 
completely flat and I’m left wondering why. Is it because the 
songs aren’t catchy enough? Definitely. Could my CD-induced 
boredom also be related to the fact there is no emotional bond 
created between the singer and the listener through the lyrics? 
Absolutely. Oblivion does not rock my world, nor do they pique 
my interest as poets. Even lovesick geek boys can be poets, 
remember that. Oblivion aren’t lovesick geek boys, they’re 

about.nothing. That’s the trouble. Oblivion does not make 

me dance, nor do they speak to me. Ten chunks of chipped 
beef in half an hour. The performance is efficient and compe¬ 
tent, making use of mid-to SoCal tempos with a mid-fi edge to 
the guitar sound. Harmonies throughout. But there’s no magic 
here; this album is a snooze. (PO Box 40757, Denver, CO 
80204) (T. Chandler) 

I4ALL (HG Fact, EP) 

Four songs for 14A11, which makes sense, I guess, except 
it’s over too soon for a CD. Varying between a crushing mid- , 
tempo steamroller and thrashier tendencies, the band have a 
blunt heaviness without veering into muscleheaded hardcore. 
Can’t do that when the bass rumbles the way it does or the 
guitars attack so voraciously. That’s even the case on the crazed 
‘n metally, but still almost catchy “Higher,” which opens the 
disc. And the atonal harmonica on “Chain-Smoker” is a cool 
touch, as well. 

ONE40NE-Seven Year Cicada (Triple Crown) 

This is the first stuff I’ve heard from these guys since the 
“In Search Of’ full-length that came out on Back Ta Basics a 
couple of years back. This band has definitely changed since 
then. There is an abundance of metal in One 4 One’s formula, 
these days, which offers a heavier, darker feel. They start off 
with an eerie intro, complete with keyboards and a creepy 
sample that wouldn’t have worked on the aforementioned re¬ 
lease. The vocalist is the only remaining member from that 
line-up and the current incarnation, in my opinion, has a tighter, 
more mature sound. In a nutshell, modem HC with an empha¬ 
sis on metal that would fit perfectly on a bill with 25 Ta Life, 
Indecision and the like. Not my favorite style, but not bad ei¬ 
ther. (331 W. 57th St., Suite #472, NY, NY 10019 )(Pat) 

ONE KING DOWN-Gravity Wins Again (Equal Vision, EP) 

OKD return with lead screamer Rob Fusco (thank good¬ 
ness) with an EP’s worth of metal metal metal shoved straight 
up your ass. Actually, the first three tracks are brand new songs 
















with Rob at the helm and the latter four are from 
the band’s out of print debut EP “Absolve.” 
Musically, they don’t stray too far from the last 
full length. Metal-laced hardcore played with 
sheer proficiency. Lyrically, this time around, 
Mr. Fusco offers a more abstract approach, as 
opposed to the messages of sXe, animal rights 
and worldwide ills on the awesome “Bloodlust 
Revenge” disc. They do, however, pack a pro¬ 
fusion of negativity and gloom, which is per¬ 
fectly fine by me. “Gravity” is a good metal 
release which, I’d also like to add, dosen’t sound 
like Limp Bizkit, like another sXe band, but I 
won’t even go there. So, if you’re a fan of these 
guys or prefer the metal side of HC, pick this 
up. It won’t dissapoint. Also, keep your eye out 
for a new full length, which will probably be 
out by the time you read this. (PO Box 14, 
Hudson, NY 12534) (Pat) 

ONE MAN ARMY-Last Word Spoken 
(Adeline) 

More tuneful punk from this SF trio. Acous¬ 
tic guitar pops up in a few songs and the last 
track is an almost skiffle-like/busker song with 
the non-electric axe accompanied by brushes, 
so it’s definitely got a lighter touch in spots. 
Still, Jack Dalrymple has an agreeable, raspy 
vocal style and songs like “No Controlling,” 
“Looming Disaster,” “Join The Ranks” and 
“The Old Songs” connect with a snappy ring. 
An enjoyable combination of pub rock, street 
punk and pop, along with personalized lyrics. 
(5337 College Ave., #310, Oakland, CA 94618) 

OS 101-Pura Vida (Victory) 

Upbeat, straight-forward melodic hardcore 
punk that plods along decently enough through 
its eleven song duration. An accessible sound 
that relies more on H20-esque hooks than me¬ 
tallic riffage or shout along youth crew stylings. 
The lyrics stray from rage and cynicism, cover¬ 
ing a plethora of more lighthearted topics such 
as New Jersey pride, pizza, and scenewide dedi¬ 
cation, coupled with a glossed-over pop sing- 
along bounce. The fast, tight sound and feel is 
enjoyable enough, though not quite as power¬ 
ful, hard hitting and insightful as it could have 
been. Still a very listenable, all-around decent 
release. (PO Box 146546, Chicago, IL 60614) 
(Mike) 

OUT COLD-Two Broken Hearts Are Better 
Than One (Acme) 

OUT COLD/VOORHEES-Everything You 
Believed In Was A Lie (Blackfish, EP) 

Not to keep repeating myself, but Out Cold 
remain one of the Boston area’s most under¬ 
rated bands. Under the radar of even the punk 
and hardcore establishment, while they put out 
one ripping record after another. “Two Broken 
Hearts” is their first studio album in about 3 
years, following a live release and a few 7” re¬ 
leases. Completely ripping and ferocious, re¬ 
ally stripping it down to the basics. Alienated 
and violent lyrics howled out by Mark Sheehan, 
matching the music’s aggressive nature. How 
else to describe song titles like “Skinned Alive” 
or “Nailgun Murder.” Sick, twisted and psy¬ 
chotic, acting as a purgative therapy session. Out 
Cold mainly operate in a loud and fast vein, but 
they’re equally effective for the mid-tempo rage 
of “You’ll Never Learn” and “It Went Bang,” 
the only two songs that top the two minute mark. 
Persevering through a myriad of lineup changes 
and only getting better with age. The split with 
Voorhees has five new songs, recorded in 
March, and it’s another dose of raw aggression. 
Voorhees’ five tracks aren’t any less intense, not 
as cleanly-produced, but effectively straddling 
the line between thrash and machine-gun blasts 
and a vocalist, Ian, who sounds as venomous as 
Mark from Out Cold and, on “House Arrest,” 
just as paranoid of his outer surroundings. A 
more-than-sensible pairing. (Acme : PO Box 
441, Dracut, MA 01826/European release for 
“Two Broken Hearts”: Kangaroo Records, 
Middenweg 13, 1089AA Amsterdam, NETH- 
ERLANDS /Blackfish : PO Box 15, Ledbury 
HR8 1YG, ENGLAND) 

PACHINKO-Splendor In The Ass II: Elec¬ 
tric Boogaloo (Alt. Tentacles) 

Bass-heavy nasty-ass shit from these crazy 
bastards from Wisconsin. Completely over the 
to P punk-o-rama, noise, hardcore, fucking name 


it. I really like bands that sound or seem like 
they’re made up of nuts. This is one of those 
bands. Plus, I dig bass and this lots of cool, dirty- 
ass bass. (PO Box 419092, SF, CA 94141) 
(Steve) 

PALATKA-The End Of Irony (No Idea) 

Posthumous one-sided LP on lovely purplish 
vinyl. Palatka’s songs are short, jarring bursts 
of hyper hardcore with disjointed arranging. A 
less-jazzy Minutemen doing powerviolence? 
Palatka’s music is a crazed, emotional roller¬ 
coaster ride. “Rate X Time = Distance” even 
throws in a shot of unexpected melody and a 
snippet from that song, “Estranged and uncom¬ 
fortable” could sum up their outlook. It’s not 
the easiest listening in the world and occasion¬ 
ally threatens to fly apart, but there’s a lot of 
kinetic energy invested in the songs. (PO Box 
14636, Gainesville, FL 32604) 

PANTERA-Reinventing The Steel (Elektra) 

No ballads, just rage. A concise, angry- 
sounding album by Pantera, disproving the 
axiom that you mellow as you get older. 
Pummelling riffs, hammering thrash, bellicose 
vocals and, if the thoughts of their testosterone- 
addled audience aren’t too appealing, at least I 
can avoid the muscleheads in the sanctity of my 
house. If this album took longer than usual to 
record, it doesn’t sound contrived—on the con¬ 
trary, there’s a raw, unvarnished feeling. The 
tank over terrain plunder of “Revolution Is My 
Name” and speedy fury emanating from “Death 
Rattle,” coming back to back in the middle, 
make for a 1-2 knockout. Sometimes, you just 
want the sound of pure hatred with a metallic 
twist and Pantera provide just that. 

PARASITES-Compost (Go-Kart) 

The Parasites have churned out an endless 
myriad of 7”s, comp appearances, etc., over the 
years, so a comp of this sort is inevitable. Liner 
notes by mainstay Dave Parasite and a nice se¬ 
lection of always-tuneful pop/punk. Includes a 
good number of cover versions, from the likes 
of the Dictators, Avengers, Sweet Baby (a Bay 
Area pop/punk band from the late ‘80s) and the 
Descendents. Dave himself has always had a 
knack for heartbreaking lyrics and snappy melo¬ 
dies. Could’ve lived without the thrashed-up 
version of “Tears On My Pillow,” but no com¬ 
plaints otherwise. (PO Box 20, Prince Street 
Station, NY, NY 10012) 

PAST MISTAKES-Try To Blink (Seasonal 
Affect) 

A tendency towards sappy-ass lyrics doesn’t 
detract much from this disc of melodic hardcore. 
Other than the occasional, brief hint of metal in 
a guitar riff here and there, Past Mistakes calls 
to mind a more up-tempo Superchunk or 3. 
There’s nice dual guitar interplay, a solid rhythm 
section and, if you can get past the touchy-feely 
lyrical content. Chase Valentine is a pretty com¬ 
pelling vocalist who has the ability to both sing 
and scream convincingly. An enjoyable, if melo¬ 
dramatic, debut release from a promising young 
band. (PO Box 68, Stuyvesant Falls, NY 12174) 
(Chris) 

PEABODYS-Are Chick Repellent (Mutant 
Pop, EP) 

One of the Mutant Pop short run CD-R discs 
that Timbo plans to flood the world with this 
year. And considering Peabody is my hometown 
and I always did like Mr. Peabody on the 
Bullwinkle show, I’ll give this disc a shot. Up¬ 
beat pop/punk tunes with buzzin’ guitar and 
eternal-adolescent vocals. Aching lyrics and an 
obsession with singing about girls, as they state 
on the first song. Can’t say it blows my mind or 
anything, but those with a taste for the pop 
should drink up. (5010 NW Shasta, Corvallis, 
OR 97330) 

DUANE PETERS & THE HUNNS-Unite 
(Disaster) 

That Peters is one busy guy and here’s a 
moonlighting project from the US Bombs’ 
frontman. More of a dirty rock ‘n roll sound, 
albeit strained through a pure punk sensibility. 
Not as overtly Clash-like as his other mates. A' 
guitar tone coming from more of a Dead Boys- 
ish direction and one song, “Unfair Games,” has 
a Pistols-ish cadence. One thing that remains 


the same are the gritty vocals and colorful lyr¬ 
ics from Duane. Tunfeul, no bullshit accompa¬ 
niment, as well. Definitely an abundance of grit. 
(PO Box 7112, Burbank, CA 91510) 

PHILIACS-Don’t Touch Me (Mutant Pop, 

EP) 

A chipper song about having lymphoma 
entitled “Lymphoma” and it’s based on vocal¬ 
ist/guitarist Scott’s personal experience. I guess 
Python had it right—always look on the bright 
side of life. Another song is about how cool one 
of the members’ father is. Sunny three-chord 
Ramonesy pop/punk, quite pedestrian, but there 
are certainly some poignant lyrics, here. (5010 
NW Shasta, Corvallis, OR 97330) 

PHOBIA-Destroying The Masses 
(Pessimiser) 

Dark and destructive crust-grind that is sure 
to give those with weaker ears brain damage. If 
you haven’t checked them out yet and you claim 
to be a fan of grind bands I suggest you get in 
the know. Phobia does it well, almost Assuck 
“Anti-capital” era well. Yeah, that good. I find 
my self jumping around, going into spastic fits 
when listening to them. Good lyrics in the per¬ 
sonal-political vein I enjoy too much. (PO Box 
1070, Hermosa Beach, CA 90254) (Jonathan) 

PILLOCKS-No Good For Nothing (Bad 
Dog) 

Geezer punk... not meant as an insult; the 
members of this band happen to be geezers in 
their 30s (heck, the bass-player might be 40 by 
now) and the guitarist, Woody, used to toil in 
Uproar and Red London. Witty lyrics and not 
always taking themselves too seriously, al¬ 
though there’s the occasional message, such as 
the antii right-wing “Catching Youngsters.” 
Played in a tuneful, UK-inspired vein, with 
medium to fast tempos, gruff vocals and back¬ 
ups. Nothing groundbreaking, but a rousing 
good time, overall. (Oranienstr. 37,10999 Ber¬ 
lin, GERMANY) 

PINKERTON THUGS-End Of An Era (Go- 
Kart) 

It took a long time for this album to finally 
see the light of day and, now that it’s out, it 
looks as though the title was prophetic, as the 
Thugs are kaput. A shame, because the band 
never got to do much outside of Boston and they 
leave behind this strong album that displays 
more than a fair amount of growth since their 
debut. Ringing and anthemic, at times, espe¬ 
cially Paul’s songs—“The Times,” “Together” 
and “Another Story” are instantly memorable 
and catchy, the latter one of the best-ever Thugs’ 
songs, packing a Clash-like urgency. And that’s 
not the only song that brings that band to mind, 
either. While the acoustic “Youth” doesn’t re¬ 
ally move me from a musical perspective, the 
lyrics pack a poetic resonance. The folksy “I 
Remember,” on the other hand, has a spright- 
lier campfire feel. “Never Say Die” sounds like 
Woody Guthrie channelled by a punk band. 
Immersed in a wealth of musical forms, from 
classic rock ‘n roll to folk to punk and encom¬ 
passing the rebellious nature inherent in each. 
(PO Box 20, Prince Street Station, NY, NY 
10012) 

PIRANHAS-Piranhas Attack (Tom Perkins, 

EP) 

12 glorious inches/6 songs of the Piranhas 
and this is some crazed garage/psych 
twistedness. I thought their previous 7” was way 
cool and feel the same about this platter. Outta 
control vocals accompanied with slashing gui¬ 
tar, primal rhythms and, at the core, creepy, get- 
under-the-skin organ runs. Just about every track 
goes right for the throat with a careening aggro 
attack. Two of ‘em sport home-made Electric 
Eels and Rocket From The Tombs’ t-shirts, 
which is a helluva fashion statement in my book. 
Unhinged and lethal. (PO Box 970936, 
Ypsilanti, MI 48197) 

PLAN A PROJECT (Go-Kart) 

This band have been due for an album for 
some time and it was worth the wait. Akin to 
early Rancid, with a seat-of-the-pants scrappi¬ 
ness and frayed catchiness. Boys in the gang 
singalongs, tunes that stick in the head and a 
respect for punk’s roots. Lyrics that encourage 


action, commenting on life inside the scene 
(“ABC,” about the beseiged ABC No-Rio) and 
in the larger realm (“Plan A,” “On The Attack”). 
And these three guys sound as though they’re 
having a hell of a time while they’re doing it. 
Packed with energy throughout. (PO Box 20, 
Prince Street Station, NY, NY 10012) 

PLUTOCRACY-Sniping Pigz (Six Weeks) 

I’ve never heard much Plutocracy and what 
they amount to is a lot of chaotic noisy hardcore 
grind, somewhat similar to Spazz in their hu¬ 
mor and sound. Sandwich short blasts of 
hardcore between weirdo samples, and even 
some rapping, and you have one fine mess of 
an album. Great vocals too, including some 
hyper grind dude who sounds like a five year 
old kid. My head is spinning after listening to 
this. (225 Lincoln Ave., Cotati, CA 94931) (Jeff) 

POISON THE WELL-The Opposite Of De¬ 
cember... A Season Of Separation (Trustkill) 

Florida band playing better than average 
new-school hardcore akin to One King Down. 
Driving, pounding, screaming, disturbing, chug¬ 
ging, double-bass drumming—you get the idea. 
PTW like to use all the gears in most every 
songs, which keeps things interesting. Vocalist 
Jeff Moreira does the scream/spoken/“emo” 
thing always commanding attention to the 
mainly dark lyrics. Another nice touch is that 
the two guitars rarely play the same thing, 
though the lead and rhythm riffs don’t sound 
terribly original, though on “Midair Love Mes¬ 
sage” they really show how to attack a note (23 
Farm Edge Lane, Tinton Falls, NJ 07724) (Phil) 

POLARIS MINE-Lists of Things (Beatville) 

Math-rock that places more emphasis on 
“rock” than the complex style shifts the songs 
always go through. Bands like this are always 
doomed to have a small core audience because 
the music isn’t moronic, like the more popular 
bands clogging up the charts today. Like fellow 
bands, Dis- and The Dismemberment Plan, 
Polaris Mine have created music that separates 
the good from the bad. The good, naturally, 
buying this CD. (PO Box 42462, Washington, 
DC 20015) (Scott) 

POSERS-Anti-Christian Animosity (Grilled 
Cheese/Cargo) 

A big leap for this Windsor, Ontario band 
(across the border from Detroit), compared to 
their previous album on Oink. That disc was a 
compendium of different sessions and haphaz¬ 
ard in quality. Here, it’s a brighter production 
job and there’s a consistency to their loud/hard/ 
fast sound. Raw old-school hardcore aggro with 
the proverbial chip on the shoulder. The title is 
taken from the next to last track, a 7 minute 
showdown on a radio talk show between the 
atheist host, who is completely hostile to 
Christianity (he equates them with nazis) and a 
caller taking issue with that point of view. “Re¬ 
ligion is useless,” he states. Quite a provocative 
exchange. The remainder is a good ‘ol fashioned 
slamfest that will cause the emo kids to scoff. 
Fine with me. (4901-906 Morena Blvd., San 
Diego, CA 92117) 

POWERBALL-Frozen Sun (Rat Town) 

Fairly manic hardcore with a sarcastic lyri¬ 
cal bent and a throaty, melodramatic vocalist. 
That can be a blessing and a curse—it becomes 
an indentifiable feature, but a little goes a long 
way. Mitch adds a touch of grit, though, to keep 
it from getting overly obnoxious. These guys 
remind one of the Fixtures, albeit with some¬ 
thing more of a straightforward approach, mu¬ 
sically and there’s little let-up. (PO Box 50803, 
Jax Beach, FL 32240) 

POXY-Calling From The Dark Side Of The 
Nation (ADD) 

This Seattle band do love the metal, don’t 
they? Piercing lead guitar work, some heavier 
arrangements, though from more of a speed 
metal and classic muse than the low-tuned tes¬ 
tosterone variety. Mainly, though, Poxy harness 
that influence to a blazing UK-style punk at¬ 
tack. Not your usual beers ‘n cheers lot, either. 
Opening track “Reign Of The WTO” deals with 
the organization that was the target of the pro¬ 
tests in their hometown. There are also songs 
about drug addiction, bigotry and the pitfalls of 





technological progress. An improvement from 
their first album. (270 Central St., Hingham, 
MA 02043) 

PRAYER FOR CLEANSING-The Rain In 
Endless Fall (Tribunal) 

I want to hate this on the stupidity of the bio 
alone, but I guess I can’t do that. Something 
that really gets under my skin is metal being 
“cool” in the hardcore scene right now, and hav¬ 
ing to deal with shitty third-rate hardcore bands 
acting like they are metal bands. If you don’t 
like metal, don’t play it. It’s not cool, really, it’s 
nothing but nerdy and geeky. I get that “hardcore 
kids playing metal” feel from this CD. It strikes 
me as insincere and trying to sound “metal” and 
having “evil black metal parts” and all that. 
Maybe I’m wrong, but regardless, it’s on the 
same level of quality as lots of Canadian demo 
CD’s (generally not a pretty sight, if you’re a 
fellow Canuck you probably understand), which 
is below-average and unfocused. Maybe in time 
they’ll improve, or maybe they’ll break up. (PO 
Box 49322, Greensboro, NC 27419-1322) 
(Greg) 

PROFIT$-Profit Over People (Rodent 
Popsicle) 

Former members of the August Spies and 
Baby Shakers and not too dissimilar to what 
the Spies were doing. Raw, hard-hitting punk, 
with three of the four members (Adam, BA and 
Erika) sharing vocals. Lyrics on a number of 
topics, from economic disparity to refusing to 
give in the so-called American Dream to some¬ 
thing as basic as having fleas. In other words, 
this isn’t some dour unit—they sound as though 
they’re having a blast while making their point. 
A solid two guitar blitz and plenty of piss, 
venom and sarcasm in the vocals. Definitely off 
to a good start, here. (PO Box 1143, Allston, 
MA 02134) 

PROTEENS-Professional Teenagers EP 
(Mutant Pop) 

If Charlie Brown was ever going to be in a 
punk rock band, he’d be in The Proteens. The 
seven songs here ask more questions about one’s 
purpose in life, life’s opportunities gone sour 
and being misunderstood than an entire decade 
of Peanuts’ strips. Musically, these guys do the 
poppy-punk thing competently enough (talk 
about The Queers making an impression on 
young musicians). For these guys, being a 
“Single Man” sucks but so does being in a lousy 
relationship (“What She Says”). “Drunk in the 
Morning” is the millionth song I’ve heard to 
use the Who’s “Can’t Explain” chord riff. (5010 
NW Shasta, Corvallis, OR 97330) (Scott) 

PSYCHOTIC YOUTH-Steroids (Bomp) 

Tasty at times, but, in actuality, a little more 
psychosis would’ve been preferable at times. 
Psychotic Youth start off great guns with the 
raunchy, driving rock of “Ain’t Got No Dough,” 
conjuring up some nice Stooge-like visions, but 
the rest of the time, they choose to opt for a 
poppier sound. Definitely a toughness in the 
mix, but still more power-pop than punk ma¬ 
nia, here, and some of the keyboards are dipped 
in cheez-whiz. There’s also yet another cover 
of Cheap Trick’s “Surrender” (by my count, 
that’s the third album reviewed in this issue to 
have that song), although these guys do a little 
rearranging with it, at least. Not as pumped-up 
as advertised. (PO Box 7112, Burbank, CA 
91510) 

PUBLIC NUISANCE-Alcohol Rub Out (Re¬ 
ceptacle) 

Here’s a name I haven’t heard in a bit... I 
recall seeing this band at the Rat some years 
back with the Business. Anyway, gritty tales 
from NYC, no doubt inspired by more than a 
few 40 oz. bottles along the way, and it’s a bare- 
knuckled, kick-ass punk rock effort. Raw and 
angry, punctuated by raspily venomous vocals 
and a scorching guitar sound, topped off with 
some well-placed lead work. Not happy sing- 
along music, but a musical opus of life in 
Giuliani-land and you’d better believe the chip 
on the shoulder is mighty huge. (PO Box 20259, 
Tompkins Sq. Stn., NY, NY 10009) 

PUNY HUMAN-Revenge Is Easy (Small 
Stone) 



PUSHERS 


Riding the goofy stoner rock wave of popu¬ 
larity in a big way here, Puny Human sound 
like a mess of all the usual culprits: Fu Manchu, 
Kyuss, a touch of White Zombie and, of course. 
Black Sabbath. Fuzzed out, catchy, rockin’ 
songs that bore me to sleep with funny Hetfield- 
esque “yea-yeaeah!” vocals. Kids who smoke 
a lot of weed will dig this because their brains 
are fried anyway and they’d probably dig any¬ 
thing. Puny Human do an adequate job of this, 
mind you, but I couldn’t think of one reason to 
buy this. However, if stoner rock is your thing, 
you’ll probably dig it, dude. (PO Box 02007, 
Detroit, MI 48202) (Greg) 

PUSHERS-Tbrning Blue (Disaster) 

Are tattoos required for this band? Well, 
there’s an extensive amount of visible body art, 
unkempt hair and scowling visages to give the 
Pushers that drippingly contemptuous aura of 
cool. Slam-bang punk rock with a streetwise 
attitude and plenty of hooks in the snarl. “Mini 
Street” brings in an acoustic rhythm guitar for 
a gloriously bitter effect and they rip through 
the Dead Boys’ scurrilous “Caught With The 
Meat In Your Mouth” with brazen command. 
An overflow of raving scorch. (PO Box 7112, 
Burbank, CA 91510) 

QUADRAJETS-When The World’s On Fire 
(Estrus) 

Three guitars strong and the ‘Jets southern- 
fried boogie metal punk testifyin’ revels un¬ 
abashedly in its embrace of the volume heri¬ 
tage. That’s a fancy-pants way of saying this is 
loud retro-looking fodder. Tain’t bad at all, ei¬ 
ther, with the pure rush of “Solid Gold Soul” or 
the bashin’ Aerosmith-isms of “John Leee 
Hooker Is My Heavy Metal.” Come to think of 
it, that’s not the only time that Aerosmith come 
to mind and the raspy vocals are somewhere 
between Steve Tyler and Mark Arm, puctuated 
with plenty of YEAHs. It’s nothing that makes 
me want to grow my hair long again or any¬ 
thing, but it most assuredly appeals to the 15 
year old headbanger that still lurks inside of this 
writer. (PO Box 2125, Bellingham, WA 98227) 

QUEENS OF THE STONE AGE-Rated R 
(Interscope) 

MONDO GENERATOR-Cocaine Rodeo 
(Southern Lord) 

Two more post-Kyuss renderings. QOTSA 
is the baby of Josh Homme and he has a rotat¬ 
ing lineup of friends on the second disc under 
this moniker, including Kyuss bassist Nick 


Oliveri, Pete Stahl (Scream/Wool/earthlings) 
and Rob Halford (!). Not as much of a wall of 
sound, but a spacier, subtle emanation of 
rockitude. An organic apporach to the 70s 
motherlode and with a drug-lovin’, tongue-in- 
cheek ambiance and attitude. How else to take 
the opening track, “Feel Good Hit Of The Sum¬ 
mer,” which is a mantra chant of various drugs 
and stimulants set to a backbeat. “Auto Pilot” 
made me think of the Screaming Trees and, lo 
and behold, that band’s Mark Lanegan is doing 
backing vocals. Sporadically intriguing, but 
there’s something a bit too mellow about it, at 
times. Mondo Generator, on the other hand, has 
a rougher, edgier kick to it. This one comes from 
the mind of Oliveri aka Rex Everything and his 
Kyuss mates Josh and Brant Bjork contribute, 
as well, so it’s a quasi-Kyuss reunion, here. 
More direct and fired-up, with a pronounced 
punk influence. I’d give the nod to this one and 
quoting Kansas’ “Carry On Wayward Son” at 
the conclusion of one song is brazen as hell. 
( Southern Lord : PO Box 291967, LA, CA 
90029) 

QUEERS-Beyond The Valley of The 
Assfuckers (Hopeless) 

In case the title doesn’t make it clear, Joe 
Queer remains irrascible, unrepentant, vulgar 
and puerile. Further evidence? “Stupid Fucking 
Vegan,” “Little Rich Working Class Oi-Boy,” 
“I Just Called To Say Fuck You,” “Just Say 
Cunt” and “My Cunt’s A Cunt.” Joe won’t be 
winning any awards from women’s or animal 
rights groups. He might have the skinheads af¬ 
ter him too. I don’t think he gives a fuck. Yeah, 
he’s a bitter motherfucker and maybe this 
tweaks certain political sensibilites, but it’s also 
got the elements that make the Queers such a 
goddamn institution at this point. Picking up 
where the last album left off, concentrating on 
the punkier side of the equation while not spar¬ 
ing the tuneful aspects. But there’s no fluff, 
here—”1 Wanna Know” is about as close as it 
gets. If the Ramones were the perfect punk/pop 
band, Joe remains a worthy disciple and he’s 
harnessed it into his own sicko vision over the 
years. In with the out-crowd, indeed. (PO Box 
7495, Van Nuys, CA 91409-7495) 

QUEST FOR QUINTANA ROO (New Dis¬ 
order, EP) 

The emotions unleashed... QFQR flow back 
and forth from gentle passages into savage ema¬ 
nations punctuated by martial drum volleys, 
frayed guitar lines and larynx-ripping screams. 


Lots of odd time signatures, but in a mainly mid- 
tempo groove. I could see these guys playing 
in the dark in someone’s basement or with one 
lightbulb behind them. It’s that kind of vibe. 
Those of you into the “screamo” thing will en¬ 
joy this band. (115 Bartlett St., SF, CA 94110) 

RABBLEROUSERS-Street Justice (Blind 
Beggar) 

Canadian skinhead trio with a clockwork 
sound, to borrow a phrase. The drumming is 
almost clunky at times and the sound drawn 
from Last Resort and 4 Skins, along with a hint 
of skank at times. Requisite songs about Friday 
night fights, drinking, pride, etc... I will say the 
sarcastic singalong, “KKK Klansman,” effec¬ 
tively deflates the lunacy of that organization’s 
viewpoints. Besides that, it’s quite typical. 
(Bogenstr. 25, D-66957 Eppenbrunn, AUS¬ 
TRIA) 


RADIO 4-The New Song And Dance (Gem 
Blandsten) 

The new song and dance is based on a sound 
bom about 20 or so years ago. Everything old 
is new again? So be it, especially if you add 
something to it and have the tools to back it up. 
It doesn’t take a genius to pick out the Gang Of 
Four or early Cure nicks in Radio 4’s approach, 
but they make it sound fresh and vital. Jabbing, 
angular guitar and a versatile, propulsive 
rhythm. Also highly catchy and engaging, es¬ 
pecially for “Election Day” and “Beautiful 
Ride.” Cutting their teeth in various punk and 
hardcore bands—Garden Variety, Milhouse, 
Sleepasauras—and going through a maturation 
process without a stale end result. That’s not 
always an easy accomplishment. Sharp. Very 
sharp. (PO Box 356, River Edge, NJ 07661) 

RANCID (Epitaph) 

Back to the basics for Rancid. No special 
guests, extra instruments... just the four of them 
bashing out mainly hard, fast punk rock. B&W 
cover graphics and photos, with a Crass-style 
foldout, although the handwritten lyrics get 
tough to read. Having F-Minus and the Distill¬ 
ers on their label (Tim’s wife is in the latter and 
he produced the former) must have rubbed off 
on these guys because Rancid haven’t sounded 
this blistering since their first album, also self- 
titled. “Radio Havana” is a concession to their 
more-accessible side, but not glaringly out of 
place. Who knows what they’ll do next time, 
whether it’ll be adventurous or if this is a per¬ 
manent retrenchment, but this is a fairly rip-roar¬ 
ing effort. (2798 Sunset Blvd., LA, CA 90026) 


RANDUMBS-Things Are Tough All Over 
(TKO) 

The boys from Sonoma seem to put out al¬ 
bums pretty quickly. Or maybe it’s just the fact 
I publish so slowly. No matter, one more round 
of spirited, fast-paced punk rock with buzz- 
ready guitars, phlegmy vocals and tales about 
their surroundings, which they’re apparently not 
too pleased with, given that one song talks about 
burning it to the ground. Another anti-environ¬ 
mentalist screed, “Dead Seal,” that once again 
makes them look like thoughtless reactionar¬ 
ies, but what else is new? Not much else to dis¬ 
like about this hard-rockin’ crew. (PMB #103, 
4104 24th St., SF, CA 94114) 


R AVEN-One For All (Metal Blade) 

Hail! Raven are back and flying high, after 
several boring albums that me and four other 
people heard, and at least one breakup since 
their heyday way back when. The first few 
Raven LPs are beautiful moments in the his¬ 
tory of metal, extremely over the top and hi¬ 
lariously hyper for their time. I’m content to 
just spin those when I need my Raven fix, but 
still welcome new material from the Gallagher 
brothers (no more Wacko! on drums), and I’m 
happy with this one. Raven have dropped the 
mid-tempo “bore you to death!” method em¬ 
ployed on their past few albums, and in a very 
smart move, dropped the ballads as well. “One 
For All” is start to finish manic NWOBHM 
even if it ain’t exactly a “new” wave anymore 
Straight-ahead thrash metal mixed with catchy 
rockin’ boogie riffs and that classic high-pitch 
scream, sounding as good as ever. I was going 
to comment on the totally depressing band pic¬ 
tures (these guys have seen better days), but then 















jt dawned upon me that a bunch of obviously 
socially-outcasted old dudes playing loud mu¬ 
sic with songs about sticking to your prover¬ 
bial guns and doing what you want to do is prob¬ 
ably the most inspiring thing I’ve come across 
in a while. A big “Texas longhorn” goes out to 
the band, even though I’m left wondering if any 
Suburban Voice readers listen to bands like 
Raven... (2828 W. Cochran St., PMB 302, Simi 
Valley, CA 93065) (Greg) 

RAW NOISE-The Terror Continues 
(Rhythm Vicar) 

Raw Noise date back to the early 80s UK 
hardcore scene and they eventually mutated into 
Extreme Noise Terror. Back for what’s appar¬ 
ently their third go-round and it’s as if time 
stands still. Complete Discharge riffage and 
structure fused with lower-register howls of 
pain. The words are tough to understand or dis¬ 
cern without a lyric sheet and the fuckers didn’t 
include one. But it’s not too hard to figure out 
what’s on their mind with such titles as “Dawn 
Of The Blast,” “Relentless Carnage” and “Death 
Race.” As unrepentantly derivative as it is, 
there’s a genuineness, a single-minded vision. 
All bum all the time. Sometimes, that’s what I 
want. (Unit 15, Bushell Business Estate, 
Hithercroft, Wallingford, Oxon 0X10 9DD 
ENGLAND) 

REACHING FORWARD-For The Cause 
(Reflections) 

It’s hardcore and in an older vein—youth 
crew, straight-edge and ‘82-era in one mix. The 
drumming seems stiff on occasion, but it’s pretty 
tight at the high velocity. Espousing the usual 
substance-free sentiments, as well as a devo¬ 
tion to hardcore and finding one’s past through 
life. Universal themes, in other words. Break¬ 
ing no new ground and reaching backwards for 
the inspiration, but heartfelt, nonetheless, and 
getting right to the point. (De Nijverheid 30, 
7861 MD Vroomshoop, NETHERLANDS) 

REACT-Deus Ex Machina (13th Floor) 

A CD version of Read’s album, reviewed 
in SV#43, plus their first 7”, “Disturbing The 
Souls” and three live songs recorded at CBGB’s. 
Harsh, aggressive hardcore with two vocalists, 
Roach and Jen, each of whom could easily raise 
the dead with their emanations. Musically, 
there’s a pronounced Scandanavian HC influ¬ 
ence, with a few change-ups along the way. 
“Damned Nation” sounds almost like 
Motorhead, of all things. “Touched By Violent 
Hands” is their “ballad,” with slide guitar and 
clarinet. Most of the time, though, React play 
in bum mode. (PO Box 1502, New Haven, CT 
06511) 

REATARDS-Grown Up, Fucked Up (Empty) 

Haven’t heard this band, masterminded by 
teenage punk prodigy Jay Reatard, before, but 
they raise one fucking hot ruckus. Two guitars 
and drums bashing out some primal punk that 
merges 60s and 70s forms. Verging onto psy¬ 
chosis and unabased in its willlingness to com¬ 
mit felonious aural battery. Tearing down Led 
Zep’s “Heartbreaker” riff before roaring into 
“Get Outta Our Way,” while “You’ll See Me” 
cops from the Ramones’ “Havana Affair.” Hail¬ 
ing from Memphis but declaring themselves 
outcasts from that musical community (re¬ 
corded at “This Aint Easleys” studios on an 8- 
track) and not one song makes you think of 
Elvis, either. Complete, unmitigated scorch and 
I love their rawness. (PO Box 12034, Seattle, 
WA 98102) 

RED TAPE-High Revoltage (New Age) 

Kick-ass, raw punk with an early to mid 80s 
West Coast fervor. “Red Tape” might have been 
a Circle Jerks’s song, but the muse for this band 
comes more from Black Flag. A skate-like 
tempo (you’d know it if you heard it), guitars 
that have textures ranging from a Fugazi-like 
scrape to homet-like buzzing, a pumping bass/ 
drums tandem and vocals with a familiar ca¬ 
dence, but not completely pulling at the hem of 
St. Rollins. There’s a stripped-down simplicity 
and universal, timeless themes of rebellion, not 
fitting in, etc... Some records just grab you right 
aw ay, force you to pay attention and pass like a 
jolt through your system. Jolt? Revoltage? Par¬ 
don the punniness, but that’s the case with this 


disc. (PO Box 136, Agoura Hills, CA 91376- 
0136) 

RETARDOS (Scooch Pooch) 

My lovely wife takes issue with the name of 
this Norwegian band, since she’s spent many 
years working with mentally-challenged adults. 
She started quoting the words to Showcase 
Showdown’s “Fuck You, Norway,” in fact. I’ll 
let ‘em slide, myself, ‘cause the Retardos’ mu¬ 
sical savagery gets the job done and then some. 
Not as metallic as other bands from that part of 
the world, though the capital-R rock thing is 
certainly in the mix; this is more a fusion of 
punk attitude and Detroit scorch, played at a 
mainly furious clip and punctuated by gravelly 
vocals and slashing guitar. And New England 
has touched their lives, as there are covers of 
GG Allin’s “Gimme Some Head” and Gang 
Green’s “Alcohol.” Adequate renditions, but 
their own compositions are stronger. A sound 
full of napalm, to steal a phrase. (5850 W. 3rd 
St., #209, LA, CA 90036) 

REVERSAL OF MAN-This Is Medicine 
(Ebullition) 

Thank goodness for lyric booklets, otherwise 
I’d have no idea what those screams are about. 
These aren’t songs, they’re eruptions. Intense 
bursts of fury and adrenalin that come and go 
in short order, a whirlwind of instruments and. 
harshly-emanated vocals. Deeply personal and 
intense, .lyrically, as the writings that accom¬ 
pany them in the booklet explain—coping with 
the meaning of existence, lost friendships, death 
and the repetitive grind of work. Universal 
themes given a visceral exorcism. (PO Box 680, 
Goleta, CA 93116) 

RIGHT DIRECTION-Bury The Hatchet 
(Victory) 

More HC from long time European scene 
stalwarts Right Direction that proves occasion¬ 
ally bruising, but largely uninspiring. With a 
decidedly early ‘80s stripped down fuming edge 
to both their sound and lyrical approach, their 
latest offering, proves powerful at times in its 
simplistic yet uncompromising delivery, and 
quite spotty at others. The forceful gravel-coated 
vocal delivery and driving brutality of songs 
like “Song Of Frustration,” and “Step Back,” 
the first two tracks, seem marred by a generally 
flat-sounding production job and some fairly 
unimpressive, almost cliched lyrics. “He’s My 
Friend,” an upbeat jumpy number with horns 
and sappy vocals and lyrics detract from the 


general vibe here. Trying to bridge a gap be¬ 
tween a classic rugged hardcore punk approach 
and a more upbeat melodic side, this release is 
ultimately unsuccessful in capturing either style 
very well. Decent, at times, in its sporadically 
brutal delivery, but more often than not, it’s for¬ 
gettable. (PO Box 146546, Chicago, IL 60614) 
(Mike) 

RIGHTEOUS-And The Saga Begins (Chap¬ 
ter 11/TKO) 

Just proving that, as with the spiky drunk- 
punk phenomenon or tuff-guy hardcore or youth 
crew fetishism, the oi-oi-oi skinhead band is a 
fixture around the world. The Righteous hail 
from Sweden and like to drink, beat up hippies 
and goths, drink some more and sing about be¬ 
ing working class. Pro-forma oi, with pealing 
leads over a burning rhythm guitar and sprightly 
rhythm, plus el-gruffo vocals. There’s some¬ 
thing almost cartoonish about it all, although 
they’re fairly solid musically. Don’t forget ‘yer 
bats! (PMB #103,4104 24th St., SF, CA 94114) 

RIVER CITY HIGH-Richmond Motel (Big 
Wheel Recreation, EP) 

Perky, polished, poppy music faintly 
reminscent of Samiam at times (with the bright 
guitars and angsty vocals), but ultimately, this 
ends up being ear candy for college kids. And 
if those new wavy keyboards for “Anybody, 
Anywhere” are someone’s idea of a joke, I’m 
not laughing. It’s not really awful or anything, 
just insignificant. (325 Huntington Ave. #24, 
Boston, MA 02115) 

RIVER CITY REBELS-Racism, Religion 
and War (Victory) 

Homs and punk just don’t always mix that 
well. Sorry... I can handle Against All Author¬ 
ity, although they used them more sparingly on 
their new album; Rocket From The Crypt do it 
well because it’s part of a dense mix, but mix¬ 
ing catchy, anthemic punk with trumpet and 
trombone doesn’t work for me. Too bad, be¬ 
cause the Rebels’ lyrics are sharp and progres¬ 
sive, even if painted in broad tones. The guitars 
ring with authority and the gruff vocals and 
harmonies hit the spot. “Corporate America” 
gives the brass section a break and shows they 
don’t need the embellishment. A very mixed 
verdict. (PO Box 146546, Chicago, IL 60614) 

ROBOTS-Day Of The Robots (Man’s Ruin) 

These four Swedes kick out a baker’s dozen 
plus one of revved up rawk. A billion bands are 


doing the New Bomb Turks/Devil Dogs think 
thee days but somehow bands like The 
Spaceshits and The Robots pull away and give 
us their derivative but inspired take on the for¬ 
mula. Especially heavy on the New Bomb 
Turks’ sound with crazy fuzzed-out guitar 
backed up by caveman drums. The vocalist as 
many points sounds like Eric Davidson (him¬ 
self playfully derivative of The Saints’ Chris 
Bailey). Playing this album in yer car produces 
the same hell-bent-for-speeding-tickets mindset 
of which Deep Purple’s “Highway Star” is also 
guilty. (610 22nd St., #302, SF, CA 94107) 
(David) 

LOS ROOKS-Viva La Tocada (Vendor) 

Hot hardcore with a feisty thrashiness and 
braying, nasty vocals. Those tortured tonsils 
have a similar psychotic resonance as Todd from 
Boiling Man and Los Rooks could be that 
band’s west coast counterpart. Could have been, 
that is, as the San Diego band have split up. 
Furious and powerful and a DIY production— 
the covers were made from pilfered copies 
pasted over left-over sleeves from another 
project. And the record is available for “a bunch 
of stamps or a nice letter” or in trade for a zine 
or record. How can you beat that? It’s records 
such as this one that restore my faith—a band 
I’d never of before hitting me hard. Make the 
effort to snag a copy. (4908 Martha Lane, 
Schewnksville, PA 19473) 

ROT-Sociopathic Behaviour (Rhetoric) 

Festering from the musical boil, Rot embark 
on a sonic terror mission. Nasty, visceral HC/ 
grind from this Brazilian band and, while the 
ferocity is never in doubt, the reliance on blast- 
beats tends to dilute things. At a medium or even 
standard thrash clip, the power of the composi¬ 
tions are quickly revealed, but the hammer-ef¬ 
fect from the drums tends to deaden that power. 
Twin vocals, with low grunts and high shrieks 
and relentless in its aggressive nature. I’m sure 
the grindmongers will have their chains throttled 
here. I’m half-sold, anyway. (PO Box 82, Madi¬ 
son, WI 53701) 

RUNNIN’ RIOT-Reclaim The Streets (Flat/ 
TKO) 

Predictable, but not unenjoyable oi-style 
punk by this band from Northern Ireland. Lotsa 
oi-ois in the arrangements, skinhead and work¬ 
ing class lyrical sentiments and rabble-rousing 
music. Runnin’ Riot’s take is appealingly rough 
around the edges and they kick it up nicely for 
“A Way Of Life.” Gruff vocals, jabbing guitars 
and door-kicking drumming and the brawn 
shares space with melody. 9 bonus live tracks, 
repeating most of the album material, along with 
a cover of the 4 Skins’ “Chaos,” which is a 
skinhead national anthem of sorts. Definitely 
has an edge. (PMB #103,4104 24th St., SF, CA 
94114) 

SAMIAM-Astray (Hopeless) 

Samiam have gone somewhat astray, to of¬ 
fer one opinion. While there’s an urgency and 
non-contrived emotionalism in several of these 
compositions, some of the tunes take the band 
in a much-more subdued direction. That was 
the case for the previous “You Are Freaking Me 
Out,” as well. They have the energy of old with 
“Bird Bath,” “Wisconsin” and “Paraffin” and I 
have to admit that the quieter “Dull,” about a 
departed friend, is quite touching, without be¬ 
ing maudlin. Certainly a good-sounding record¬ 
ing, as well, with Tim O’Heir’s bright produc¬ 
tion. Definitely have a mixed response, here, 
and I keep going back to their early albums 
(can’t help it), yet I can’t write them off com¬ 
pletely. (PO Box 7495, Van Nuys, CA 91409- 
7495) 

SATURDAY SUPERCADE-A Study In 
Adult Contemporary Punk Rock (Red 
Leader) 

The ‘Cade, as they call themselves, ain’t 
exactly AC, but they’re definitely on the poppy/ 
sunny side of things. Tight, upbeat tunes influ¬ 
enced by the All/Descendents’ axis, mixing in 
some of the current west coast crop. In other 
words, it sure is polished and it kind of yanks 
my sugar level up a bit. If you ever wondered 
what a cross-pollination of Pennywise and 
Blink-182 would sound like, “Penny Is An 
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Epitaph 


Anorexic” will answer your question. Some¬ 
thing just too squeaky-clean about it, although 
the lyrics for “Anything Is Fine” and “My Opin¬ 
ion” reveal a good amount of anger under the 
sunshine. So does the tougher hardcore of 
“Blanket Of Stars,” so out of place with the rest 
of the material that one wonders if it’s a piss- 
take, considering the fluffy lyrics are a com¬ 
plete counterpoint. On second thought, I’m not 
that curious. (PO Box 20836, Park West Finance 
Station, NY, NY 10025) 

SAVES THE DAY-Through Being Cool 
(Equal Vision) 

An obvious extension of Saves The Day’s 
first album, “Through Being Cool” is hook¬ 
laden pop with wicked Kevin Seconds-like vo¬ 
cals. It’s really too bad Equal Vision and the 
band decided to dummy down their presenta¬ 
tion with a silly teen party motif, which only 
gives off the creepy vibe of 20 year olds trying 
to act as though they are 14, complete with 
awkward scenes from a teen house party. Is this 
hardcore or fucking Seventeen magazine? 
That’s what I’d like to know. Musically, this is 
infectious and wonderful, glossy as all hell, and 
would be right at home on TV beside whatever 
pop punk band is kicking ass in the airwaves 
these days. Really, I can’t keep track of that 
stuff. Actually, come to think of it, something 
here just reeks of Green Day. (PO Box 14, 
Hudson, NY, 12534) (Jason) 

SCALPLOCK-On Whose Terms? (Sound 
Pollution) 

When I saw this cover I knew what it was 
going to be like, well sort of. The cover is amaz¬ 
ing; a mosaic of resistance to state and corpo¬ 
rate powers. Scalplock have had a few previous 
releases. I’ve heard a couple of them, but this 
one is the best yet. Grind speed at times and 
then tempo changes to give you break from 
shaking around and thrashing in the pit long 
enough to realize that they’re saying something 
important (though you won’t realize this be¬ 
cause the vocals are harsh an unintelligible). The 
lyrics are well written and each song has an 
explanation to put it into a context to be better 
understood. My biggest complaint is that the 
band offers no way to get in contact with them 
if you were someone who wanted to get more 
information about the content of the lyrics, so I 
guess you’ll have to be satisfied to just rock out. 
(PO Box 17742, Covington, KY 41017) 
(Jonathan) 

SCISSORFIGHT-New Hampshire (Tortuga) 

He-man rock bom in the Granite State. The 
bucolic scenery on the cover art creates a cover, 
a fa 5 ade for the darkly sinister nature of the tales 
told here. Blood, guts, serial killers, tax pro¬ 
testing and it’s a volume-soaked hoot. 
Scissorfight have polished their sound over the 
course of their tenure as a band. A recreation of 
those hard rockin’ sounds they heard growing 
up in their environs, with a healthy dose of Zep¬ 
pelin along the way. “Granite State Destroyer” 
and “Injection Site” make the levee break, in 
particular. “Mountain Man Boogie,” on. A funky 
bit o’ jammin’ with an almost rap-like cadence 
and ludicrous lyrics—’’runnin’ through the 
woods with his dick in his hands” conjures up 
imagery that’s simultaneously revolting and 
hilarious. Scissorfight have turned into quite the 
musical force. (PO Box 15608, Boston, MA 
02215) 

SCREECHING WEASEL-Teen Punks In 
Heat (Panic Button) 

Ben Weasel is a tortured soul or, if not tor- 
hired, he still has a lot on his mind and will tell 
you what he’s thinking in no uncertain terms. 

A grumpy 30-something man, obsessed with his 
obsessions—women, life, punk rock photogra¬ 
phers—and has advice to the young’uns to not 
get bogged down in dead-end life. The 
^undtrack for these ruminations is a selection 
of irresistable, gut-punching pop/punk tunes, 
“fill a master of the craft, with a buzzing and 
‘hgh-energy take on classic melodic punk. A 
^ck lineup, with Teen Idol Phil now on board 
^ a guitarist, joining Jughead, Lumley and 
"*ass Giorgini. I think this is my favorite al- 
Ohm by them in awhile, although its predeces- 
^ r “Emo” wasn’t any slouch, either. 20 songs, 
e hulk under two minutes long, leaving little 


time for you to catch your breath. Who wants 
to? (PO Box 148010, Chicago, IL 60614-8010) 

SECOND COMING-In Denial Of Our Im¬ 
permanence (Breakout) 

A second coming of the NYHC style, I sup¬ 
pose, although this band are from the west coast 
and have been around for quite awhile, accord¬ 
ing to the press info (I wasn’t really familiar 
with them before). Vocals that are a cross be¬ 
tween Ray Cappo and John Joseph and offer¬ 
ing a bludgeoning mix of thrash and heavier 
riffs. Crunching hardcore in short doses for 
those who enjoy the tougher style, while not 
wanting to foresake the faster-paced roots. ($6 
ppd, PO Box 1464, San Ramon, CA 94583) 

SECRET HATE-Pop Cult Vomit (Corner¬ 
stone RAS) 

The return of this early 80s SoCal punk band, 
with most of the original lineup and two guitar¬ 
ists replacing the late Reggie Rector. Mike Davis 
still sounds like he’s wound a bit too tight and 
there’s a dark undertow at work throughout. 
Maintaining the classic sound, although there 
are some poppier and balladesque tracks here 
and that makes things drag a little... the murder 
ballad ‘To Speak Of Love” does have some cre¬ 
ative imagery, though. Several listens through 
and I’m still finding it uneven, but this is far 
from lightweight fluff. The sense of danger re¬ 
mains and that’s appealing. (16572 Burke Lane, 
Huntington Beach, CA 92647-4538) 

THE SERVICE-Who’s Criminal (GMM) 

Having no prior knowledge of this band, I 
really didn’t know what to expect when I re¬ 
ceived it. That is, until I noticed it was on GMM 
records. Then I knew exactly what to expect. 
The Service is from Milwaukee and play 
decent,competent street punk with the catchy 
sing-along chorus that you’d expect from that 
style of music. Lyrically, they embrace the typi¬ 
cal areas. Beer, friendship and the working class 
are what these guys are all about, so stay out of 
their way or you might get a taste of one of 
their slap jacks. I like this style of punk rawk. 
Especially, when downing a few with the lads. 
My only complaint is the songs being listed out 
of order in the jacket. It makes reading along a 
pain in the ass. But, then again, so am I. So, the 
next time you and the punks are bored, grab 
your pints, hoist em in the air and throw in The 
Service. They’ll have you singing all night long. 
Oi! Oi! Oi! (PO Box 15234, Atlanta, GA 30333) 
(Pat) 

7 SECONDS-Scream Real Loud... Live! 
(Side One Dummy) 

I swear, Kevin Seconds must ingest a couple 
of pots of coffee before he performs because 
he sounds so chipper and hyper. Talking faster 
than the Nuge, for chrissakes, but, instead of 
poontang talk, it’s about treating women with 
respect and watching out for each other. 
Awwwww... Anyway, here’s their second live 
album, the first in over a decade and a career 
retrospective, although I only count a few songs 
between ‘85 and ‘99. Manic hardcore anthems 
that maintain their resonance and Steve Youth’s 
bass-playing is the glue that holds it all together. 
All ‘yer 7 Sex faves, including “Walk Together,” 
“This Is The Angry,” “In Your Face,” “You 
Lose” and still the best version of “If The Kids 
Are United.” There are also a fair number of 
songs from last year’s “Good To Go,” which 
was the back-to-the-roots album. One can pon¬ 
der why they’re still out there treading the 
boards as middle age approaches, but one could 
say the same thing about the editor of this here 
‘zine (ahem!), so we’ll put those thoughts aside 
and start the pit. Go! (6201 Sunset Blvd., Suite 
211, Hollywood, CA 90028) 

SHAI HULUD/ANOTHER VICTIM-A 
Whole New Level of Sickness (Trustkill) 

Heavy, post-HC Black Flag/Deadguy 
downtuned, in-yo-face rock. Lyrics (especially 
by Another Victim) rip apart enforced hetero¬ 
sexuality and misogyny and mindless consum¬ 
erism, always a nice touch, especially for all 
the macho fuckheads who tend to like this mu¬ 
sic without reading the lyrics. SSD, Bad Reli¬ 
gion and NOFX covers are on here too but I bet 
you won’t be able to recognize them. (23 Farm 
Edge Lane, Tinton Falls, NJ 07724) (Scott) 


SHIFT*D-From The Pages Of Chad 
Muskoka (Crack) 

The pop and the punk and sticking to a fast 
‘n cuddly sound. From Canada, but the blind¬ 
fold test would make one believe Southern Cali¬ 
fornia. Maybe a little more aggressive than that, 
but still squishy. Not too savory, either. Quot¬ 
ing “Country Roads, Take Me Home,” as they 
do for “Twenty-Two,” ain’t exactly winning 
them coolness points. John Denver? Puh-leeze! 
“News At Noon” does flirt with metal riffs for 
a passing moment, but they quickly revert back 
to the jackrabbit pop. The acoustic song, “Jen¬ 
nifer In Love,” that concludes this disc greatly 
increases the gag factor. Earnest and eager to 
please, but flying in one ear and out the other. 
And the picture on the cover, of a 12-or-so year 
old boy, is also creeping me out, because it looks 
like Ricky Abel, a kid who used to bully me 
mercilessly in my childhood. Argh! (PO Box 
29048, Eaton Place, Winnipeg, MB CANADA 
R3C 4L1) 

SHIFTERS-Shattered (Radio) 

A decent blending of garage and ‘77 style 
punk, with a strong melodic sense. Not that the 
Shifters can’t get nice ‘n nasty when they want 
to—’’Let’s Get Cross,” “You Ain’t Got It” and 
“Girls Killing Me” all convey a good amount 
of snarl and attitude, while maintaining the tune¬ 
fulness. Definitely a sense of deja-vu, as the 
Shifters’ style has a long pedigree but, played 
at the adequate volume, that’s not a detriment. 
(PO Box 1452, Sonoma, CA 95476) 

SHOTWELL/MIAMI-Split (No) 

Mission punk! The home to SF punks, poor 
and working class folks and other wayward 
souls and the area has been under attack from 
the forces of the pigs and gentrification. Any¬ 
way, these two bands decided to fight back by 
grabbing generators and extension chords and 
doing “illegal” punk shows in doorways, pub¬ 
lic transit stations, abandoned fields, etc... Both 
Shotwell and Miami play with a tuneful, seat- 
of-the-pants fervor and joyfulness that hasn’t 
an ounce of contrivance. Miami’s vocalist Ivy 
has enough raw, raspy soul to wake the passed- 
out drunks, before they get rousted. Comes with 
a booklet telling the whole DIY story and it’s 
an inspiration. Plus the music is plenty rockin’. 
(PO Box 14088, Berkeley, CA 94712) 

SHUTDOWN-Something To Prove (Victory, 
EP)/Few and Far Between (Victory) 

A four song EP and a new full-length by this 
Brooklyn band and showing growth. Full- 
throttle hardcore played for all it’s worth, in¬ 
corporating blistering speed, heavy breakdowns 
and a hint of catchiness into a seamless combi¬ 
nation. I critiqued the drumming on their first 
album and that’s improved dramatically, as well. 
Mark Scondotto’s bile-filled vocals complement 
things perfectly. Made me think of Tim Ensign, 
at times, and it’s cut from a similar muse. And 
to make it a family affair, Mark’s brothers Jon 
and Mike join in on a few songs (so does Freddy 
Madball on the title track of the album). Con¬ 
tinuing the bruising NYHC tradition. (PO Box 
146546, Chicago, IL 60614) 

SHUTDOWNS-T-75 (Theologian) 

An ex-member of the Grabbers in the ranks 
and the Shutdowns have a similar approach. 
Basic, guitar-driven punk rock ‘n roll drawn 
from garage and nuts ‘n bolts California 
stylings. Nothing complicated or fancy and the 
songs have an inherent catchiness to go with 
the chordal attack. We don’t have a lot of bands 
doing this sort of thing in Boston and they don’t 
come through town a lot, either. Wish that could 
be reversed. S&M-styled cover might annoy 
some. (PO Box 1070, Hermosa Beach, CA 
90254) 

SICKO-A Brief History Of Sicko (Mutant 
Pop) 

One of the few pop-punk bands that deserved 
the ink that was written about them. This Se¬ 
attle band combined mature (that’s meant as a 
compliment) songs with true fire and guts, un¬ 
like the SoCal cookie-cutter Fat Label bands. 
The band broke up a few years ago (guitarist 
Ean Hernandez is now in Tales From The Bird- 
bath) and this collection of “stuff that didn’t 


make an album” (including songs released on 
comps, 7-inches and previously unreleased) and 
the final Sicko show ever is a necessary addi¬ 
tion. You haven’t lived until you hear their ren¬ 
dition of Van Halen’s “Panama” or read about 
the hells they encountered on the 1994 tour. 
(5010 NW Shasta, Corvallis, OR 97330) (Scott) 

SILENT MAJORITY-You Would Love to 
Know (Initial, EP) 

Interesting cross between tough-guy 
hardcore and the Jawbreaker style of post-HC 
crunch. Even though the vocalist bellows his 
pain, it’s free of the hateful, misogynist attitude 
the tough-guy bands usually have. But it still 
wants to kick your ass. (PO Box 17131, Louis¬ 
ville, KY 40217) (Scott) 

SILKWORM-Lifestyle (Touch & Go) 

Let’s get rid of those Pavement and slacker- 
rock comparisons once and for all. Silkworm 
may sound “lazy” but no more than the Velvet 
Underground or Bedhead sounded “mellow.” 
Silkworm, like the other two bands, rocks like 
a motherfucker. Never has laziness sounded so 
tight and rocking. This band has been doing this 
for over ten years and if you had any brains 
you’d pick up their later material. Did I men¬ 
tion this band rocks like Oedipus? (PO Box 
25520, Chicago, EL 60625) (Scott) 

SINKHOLF-Retrospectacles (Dr. Strange) 

Listening to Sinkhole on this compilation of 
material from their albums, plus 7 unreleased 
songs recorded in ‘97, it’s possible I underrated 
them a bit when they were around. Not that 
much, because I was a fan and they played some 
hot sets over the years. But with all the watered- 
down, soulless punk-pop that’s out there these 
days. Sinkhole were certainly one of the better 
bands plying that style. Geeky and aching songs, 
dealing with life’s little letdowns, but bursting 
with a frenetic, restless energy and some knock¬ 
out melodies. Never smarmy, either. The newer 
material doesn’t sound like half-assed outtakes 
or a band floundering at the end of the line, ei¬ 
ther—still punchy and catchy. The remainder 
features one ear-catching zinger after another, 
and will have you pondering just what the hell 
is a “Spooge,” anyway. (PO Box 7000-117, Alta 
Loma, CA 91701) 

SINNER’S CLUB (Mismanaged, EP) 

Righteous garagey rock ‘n roll from Provi- 
dence/southem Mass. Snotty/detached vocals 
and mixing up a punk attitude and snarly riffs. 
Would be at home on Estrus or Rip Off. I’ve 
often lamented the fact that this area doesn’t 
have many bands playjng the raunchier garage 
stuff... well, looks like I was wrong. Bassist John 
Darga is a former member of the late, great 
Wrecking Crew. (319 Union St., 3N, New 
Bedford, MA 02740) 

SIXER-Busted Knuckles & Heartbreak 
(TKO, EP) 

A rock ‘n roll romantic’s heart in punk ac¬ 
coutrements or something like that. The back 
panel has ‘em walking down a railroad track, 
one of ‘em plucking a guitar and with a Pabst 
logo on his back. It’s the sound of the heart¬ 
land, with Clash, Rancid, Replacements, Social 
Distortion and Johnny Cash records all piled 
up on the changer. Thing is sometimes this Rich¬ 
mond band, with ex-Ann Beretta man Leer 
Baker on guitar and vocals, opt for sentimen¬ 
tality over fierce rockin’ness and that’s to their 
detriment. They get it right for scruffy and me¬ 
lodic “Truth Hurts” and “Fallen Angel,” both 
also available on a 7.” Overall, though, this band 
doesn’t really connect with me. (PMB #103, 
4104 24th St., SF, CA 94114) 

SKULL KONTROL-ZZZZZZ.... (Touch & 
Go, EP) 

Fuckers. Once again, Chris Thomson is in¬ 
volved with a band, they put out some brain¬ 
grabbing recordings and then the band folds 
before I can see them live. Fuckers. Anyway, 
here’s the second EP for Skull Kontrol and it 
provides a torrent of jarring, against-the-grain 
rock punctuated by Chris’ sing/shout vocals, 
helped out on occasion by bassist Kim Thomp¬ 
son and they do harmonize quite raggedly—if 
you can call it harmonizing, that is. Accompa¬ 
nied by squalling guitar leaving trails of feed- 






















back, powerful drumming and enhanced by a 
hot, trebly mix. Used to be that certain forms of 
music loosely termed indy rock were challeng¬ 
ing, abrasive and confrontational. Skull Kontrol 
possessed those properties and fuse it with a 
punk surge. The disc is over too quickly and 
this band was over too quickly. FUCKERS!! 
(PO Box 25520, Chicago, IL 60625) 

SLEATER-KINNEY-A1I Hands On The Bad 
One (Kill Rock Stars) 

Firmly entrenched in indie-land by now, S- 
K’s new one hits all the right notes, though the 
jump in maturity isn’t as evident as it was be¬ 
tween “Dig Me Out” and “The Hot Rock.” A 
bit more of a lo-fi sound here—never a bad 
thing—and “You’re No Rock and Roll Fun” has 
a dissonance that reminds me of Polvo—for sure 
a very good thing. It’s kind of weird, though, 
while no songs really stand out, I seem to al¬ 
ways have this feeling after listening to S-K that 
the album as a whole doesn’t live up to it’s hype. 
Nonetheless, S-K do live up to my expectations, 
and that’s become increasingly harder over the 
years. (120 NE State St., #418, Olympia, WA 
98501) (Phil) 

SLOPPY SECONDS-Garbage Days Regur¬ 
gitated EP (Nitro) 

Affectionate cover songs by this longtime 
Indy punk stalwart and not going for the obvi¬ 
ous choices. If anything, it’s on the kitschy side, 
with a tune from the ‘Times Square” soundtrack 
called “Damn Dog,” “I Won’t Grow Up,” which 
is Peter Pan via the Fools (who were from 
around here and still exist as a lame comedy 
rock band), and songs by Holly & The Italians, 
Dee Dee Ramone, obscure UK band Alberto y 
Los Trios Paranoias and winding up with Black 
Flag’s “TV Party.” Played with their usual gusto 
and tough to dislike. The Metallica cover parody 
is humorous, too, but they’d better watch out, 
considering the litigious mood Lars & the boys 
are in, lately. (7071 Warner Ave., Suite F, PMB 
736, Huntington Beach, CA 92647) 

SLOWCOACH-New Strategies are Neces¬ 
sary, This is Not Solid Ground (Silver Girl) 

Powerful emo-indie music recalling the post 
Slint-outfits like Chune and early Sunny Day 
Real Estate. A few songs have slight Mission 
of Burma touches which show this band won’t 
be held down too easily. Could have done with¬ 
out the two short experimental pieces but that’s 
what the fast-forward button on a CD player is 
for. (PO Box 161024, San Diego, CA 92176) 
(Scott) 

SLOW FORE-Oil (Espo, EP) 

What Sunny Day Real Estate would sound 
like if they couldn’t write good songs and had a 
weak vocalist who strained every time he was 
forced to emote on his vocals. It was VERY 
painful having to listen to this CD. Sounds like 
4 college-age Bostonian musicians trying to 
bridge both the emo and indie-rock worlds and 
not succeeding at either. (PO Box 63, Allston, 
MA 02134) (Scott) 

SMOGTOWN-Fuhrers Of The New Wave 
(Disaster) 

SMOGTOWN/TEENAGE KNOCKOUTS- 
Split (Dead Beat) 

“Fuhrers” is some kinda concept album... 
although I wouldn’t exactly call Smogtown’s 
music new wave, at least in the current lexicon 
of things. Back in the so-called day, though, new 
wave was the “polite” way to say punk rock, to 
paraphrase the late, great Claude Bessy. The 
musical contents hammer home a ‘77-influ- 
enced approach, making me think a bit of the 
Adverts and Vibrators, albeit with a tougher 
shell. Pogo-happy tempos, jab ‘n slash guitars 
and a propulsive rhythmic bash. All that and 
still sounding modem. The conceptual premise 
is someone or something named “Bodie 601” 
has been sent to Surf City to wipe out the “new 
wave calamity.” Something like that. A rebel¬ 
lious force on the run, defiant in the face of 
oppression. Ratted out by the drug-dealing 
neighborhood brat, shot full of radiation and, 
even if the authorities win this round, they’ll 
still have to deal with “teenaged psychos” after 
the fuhrers are gone. If this is confusing, the 
title track gives a quick synopsis. A punk rock 
fable? You can approach it on that level... or 


you can just bang along to the spirited sounds. 
That works, too. The split CD combines two 
10” releases by each respective band and the 
Smogtown tracks were recorded before the full- 
length. Same idea, without the concept. Basic 
and rockin’. The Knockouts also look back¬ 
wards for their influence, with a chugging, 
pubby rock ‘n roll mix—echoes of the Dolls 
and Detroit and fairly catchy. (Disaster : PO Box 
7112, Burbank, CA 91510 /Dead Beat : PO Box 
283, LA, CA 90078) 

SNAPCASE-Designs For Automation (Vic¬ 
tory) 

Snapcase go rock and, in the process, put 
out their most listenable album to date. Seri¬ 
ously! I never thought much of their previous 
recordings... found their brand of hardcore to 
be sloggish, at best. The discovery of the groove 
helps them, here. I’d even say the term acces¬ 
sible applies more now than in the past. The 
rejiggered approach does encompass a large 
degree of Helmet worship and it’s a case of the 
sound of ‘92 in the year 2000. I’m accepting it 
for what it is and it caught me by surprise. A 
pleasant one, at that. (PO Box 146546, Chicago, 
IL 60614) 

SNFU-The Ping Pong EP (Alt. Tentacles) 

Five new tracks leaning towards a melodic 
edge from aging punk rockers SNFU. Not ex¬ 
actly groundbreaking, yet the driving, slightly 
off beat melody that rings out from the start on 
the opening “Questions, Questions, Questions” 
does satisfy in all its mid-tempo rocking fer¬ 
vor, complemented nicely by the comparatively 
aggressive “I’m Your Carpet” complete with a 
spiraling guitar solo, and snotty chorus parts 
interspersed throughout. “Slavedriver,” by far 
the tightest, most-together track on this ep rocks 
far harder than its counterparts with great, sear¬ 
ing early ‘80s style sensibilities and some reso¬ 
lute drum pummeling throughout. “Zipperhead 
Club” and “Quentin Tarantino Can’t Act” fin¬ 
ish this one off, the former being an untiring 


foot tappin’ upbeat number with a driving 
tempo-shifting display and some nice vocal 
work, the latter, a mid-tempo melodic romp 
through tinsel town criticism, an introspective 
glance into the high-concession-stand -price¬ 
paying movie critic in us all. A nice blend of 
old and new here, as poppier inclinations mix 
with shards of old school punk style in a pleas¬ 
ant whirlwind of tongue-in-cheek antics and 
(somewhat less) aggression. Not bad. (PO Box 
419092, SF, CA 94141) (Mike) 

SNUFF-Numb Nuts (Fat) 

Still LOUD and showing their British devil- 
may-care punk style though thankfully it isn’t 
as silly as previous releases. Some parts are 
actually mid-tempo... a slight 1983 Huskers in¬ 
fluence, boys? The lack of overt ska songs is a 
big improvement too. My only complaint about 
this CD, as with other Snuff releases, is that the 
songs and overall sound never really varies so 
by the time you reach the end, it just feels like 
one long song—in a fast-tempo, of course, but 
long. (PO Box 193690, SF, CA 94119) (Scott) 

SOMEDAY I-Look Up and Live (Owned and 
Operated) 

A deep-seated melodic emo rock barrage 
comprises the twelve tracks here, yielding little 
that proves exceedingly memorable or standout 
soundwise, or in musical delivery. Still, the 
tunes found on this release are all quite acces¬ 
sible in their subtle radio-friendliness, comple¬ 
mented at times by hints of abrasion that add 
an extra hard edged kick to the music. Varying 
between mid-tempo bursts of melodic rock, and 
slower loosely bound, spacey art rock clamor, 
complete with crooned, harmonic vocals, this 
release by Someday I can fits comfortably into 
the “college/indie rock” mold. Enjoyable 
enough, but the hooks and melodies don’t re¬ 
ally stick, and the depth and overall impact of 
the tunes seem lacking and stale. Decent, and 
quite listenable, but not overly impressive. (PO 
Box 36, Ft. Collins, CO 80522) (Mike) 


SOLEDAD BROTHERS (Estrus) 

There’s history in the name, with a refer¬ 
ence to black men incarcerated in Soledad 
Prison in Calfomia (specifically George Jack- 
son and two other revolutionaries in the early 
70s, according to John Sinclair’s liner notes) 
and two white cats from Ohio have adopted the 
name and play the blues. Play the blues quite 
well, in fact, with a gritty urgency and varying 
beteen uptempo boogie bum and laid-back 
workouts. Guitar, harp and drums make a nice, 
lower-fidelity ruckus here. (PO Box 2125, 
Bellingham, WA 98227) 

SONIC DOLLS-Bionik (Star Star/Ox) 

It’s been a few years since I’ve heard new 
stuff by this band and they’ve toughened up 
quite a bit in the interim. The Sonic Dolls re¬ 
main punk traditionalists, but there’s an increase 
in the rockin’, rollin’ quotient. Grittier, without 
abandoning the melodic part of the equation. 
“Bomb Blast,” “Stop & Go” and “Watching 
You” all kick it out nicely, with rip-snortin’ 
chords and hooks. The Sonic Iguana mix (it was 
recorded in Holland, though) means that it never 
gets that nasty, but the Dolls sound edgier on 
this album. More power to ‘em. (PO Box 
143445, D-45264 Essen, GERMANY) 

SPARK LIGHTS THE FRICTION-Cocaine 
Honeymoon (Hanging Like A Hex, EP) 

No fucking idea what the name means... kind 
of vague, I guess. And the lyrics have that per¬ 
sonalized approach, although there’s no miss¬ 
ing the search for life’s meaningness in “Will 
Die And Be Forgotten.” SLTF generate a swirl¬ 
ing, surging rock sound that has a lot more jab, 
punch and drive than a lot of the “emo” type 
bands I’m hearing lately. Quicksand are a start¬ 
ing point and, while there’s a pronounced ac¬ 
cessibility in the arranging, the guitar is nice 
and loud. In other words, there’s not an aban¬ 
donment of emo’s hardcore influence. (201 
Maple Ln., N. Syracuse, NY 13212) 

SPEEDBUGGY-Cowboys & Aliens (Head¬ 
hunter/Cargo) 

Some bands are able to capture the raw emo¬ 
tion and beautiful twangy melodies of country 
music and apply it to their punk roots (Hickoids, 
Supersuckers). Other bands call themselves 
“cowpunk,” dress like cartoon cowboys, and put 
twangy leads over boring SoCal punk riffs. 
Unfortunately, Speedbuggy are among the lat¬ 
ter. Though very proficient at theri instruments, 
one gets the impression that the idea to mix 
country with punk hit these boys well after the 
genre became fashionable. (4901-906 Morena 
Blvd., San Diego, CA 92117) (David) 

SPIDER CUNTS-Stuck Up-N-Mean (Beer 
City) 

Vicious punk from this Brooklyn all-female 
four piece, as vocalist Amyl Nitrate lets out the 
rage and is backed by a raw, blistering fast-paced 
assault. She has a right to be pissed—on the 
sleeve foldout, there’s a photo of her with a four 
inch gash across her cheek, the result of a knife 
attack from a sexual harrasser and some of the 
songs here deal with that incident, starting with 
“Rage.” “Hey” is about unwanted advances 
from strangers. It’s not all dour and serious, 
though, not with songs like “Brooklyn Lager,” 
“Liquor, Heavy ‘n Hard” and they deserve credit 
of some sort for coming up with a title like 
“You’ve Got Two Faces (& They’re Boston 
Fucking Ugly).” Tough and in-your-face, 
throughout. (PO Box 26035, Milwaukee, WI 
53226-0035) 

SPILLS/HEARTDROPS-Split (Stiff Pole, 
EP) 

Three songs apiece to tip a glass to. Punk 
rock ‘n roll with a journeyman ethic and a 
powerchord/hook tandem. The Spills aren’t 
quite as poppy and I like their tracks slightly 
better. They do a pretty decent Tom Petty cover 
too (“I Need To Know”). Nothing to fault here, 
even if neither band grabs you by your shirt and 
gives you a violent shake. (PO Box 20721, St. 
Pete, FL 33742) 

SPINE/PRIMATE-Hope Versus Realisation 
(Blackfish) I 

Two UK hardcore bands on this split CD, 







rising up from a decent scene that’s starting to 
make a name for itself over here in the US. Spine 
sounds a lot like earlier Strife or Earth Crisis, 
with some new twists. They’re also pretty good 
at keeping the music away from the death metal 
cop-out. “Raven’s Path” is fucking awesome 
and it reminds me of Alone In A Crowd, and 
other late ‘80s NYHC. Spine may not be all 
that groundbreaking, but they know how to rock 
the house. Primate’s got more of a metal sound 
to them, and their singer has a wheezy rasp 
which makes them sound like a lot of other 
bands. Nothing really outstanding here, but it 
does the trick. (Box 15, Ledbury, HRB 1YG, 
ENGLAND) (Snotty) 

SPITFIRES-In Too Deep Again (Junk) 

Timeless 70s style rock ‘n roll mixed with a 
punk influence, every riff well-worn, but it falls 
into place. I’m not exactly sure how old these 
gentlemen are, but they must have had a great 
classic rock station playing in their Canadian 
environs (British Columbia, to be exact) dur¬ 
ing their formative years. Shamelessly mining 
Kiss, AC/DC and, on the final song “Downtown 
Tonight,” the Rolling Stones for all it’s worth. 
The “Detroit Rock City” lick didn’t get past me 
either. They’ve got the touch, though, as was 
the case on their debut album a few years back. 
And while there’s a whiff of familiarity, the 
Spitfires add an edge and drive that make it more 
than just a tribute to their roots. (7071 Warner 
Ave., F-736, Huntington Beach, CA 92647) 

SPLASH 4-Shame, Shame, Shame 
(Dionysus, EP) 

No shame... just powerchords. Can’t get 
enough of the buzzsaw garage swill and Splash 
4 satisfy the urge once again. Lili Zeller remains 
an axe wizard and the songs hit hard and fast. 
I’ve been thinking that bands of this ilk are the 
true descendents of the spirit of ‘77, the return 
to the basics. Wall of fuzz time, with brash, tre¬ 
bly production. (PO Box 1975, Burbank, CA 
91507) 

SPLODGENESSABOUNDS-I Don’t Know 
(Captain Oi) 

Apparently a new recording for Max 
Splodge and his merrymakers. Part punk rock 
band, part comedy troupe, part cabaret act and 
it’s subtitled “A Musical Journey Through The 
Scrap Yards Of Mongolia.” A concept at work 
and, without a libretto or lyrics, it’s tough to 
figure out what the fuck it’s exactly all about. 
Musically, drawing on a ‘77 punk style, with 
the addition of sax and ultrafuzzy guitar. The 
title track sounds as though it could be a 
“Swindle” outtake. The energized “Truncheon 
Meat Squad” lives up to its title, fusing an ass- 
whupping punk attack with crash ‘n wallop co- 
medic elements. Produced by Dave Goodman, 
who actually worked with the Pistols, so there’s 
the cred. Not without its charms, although just 
as likely to leave you scratchin’ yer ‘ead. (PO 
Box 501, High Wycombe, Bucks HP10 8QA, 
ENGLAND) 


SPREAD THE DISEASE-The Sheer Force 
Of Inertia (Eulogy, EP) 

Ho hum. Another short four song CD of “evil 
metal” hardcore. Notice the quotation marks. 
Spread the Disease throw in some computer 
generated noise to provide the illusion they are 
somehow original. Quality control is a real is¬ 
sue right now as the CD-EP replaces the demo 
jape. The same factory that pumps out the Prom¬ 
ise Ring soundalikes has obviously branched 
°ff into manufacturing metalcore bands, and all 
°f these clones have a maximum of six songs 
Per recording session. I betcha my life that you 
can ’t tell the difference between this band and 
foe million others, most of whom are from 
Ontario for some strange reason, who play this 
ov erdone style. Let me reiterate: Metalcore is 
officially boring. Move on. (PO Box 8692, Coral 
Springs, FL 33075)(Jason) 


STARING BACK-Many Will Play (Lobster) 

A respectable endeavor, though I’m not sure 
hardcore’ in ‘melodic hardcore’ really ap- 
Pues in regard to this release. As a followup to 
foeir EP on Lobster, Staring back hit home with 
e ir first full length, a smattering of hook filled, 
paced melodic punk rock with the occa- 
°nal youthcrew influence thrown in for good 


measure, and a few under a minute straight up 
shout-along rippers. In general, the tunes are a 
bit hackneyed in the face of so many similar 
releases, but tracks like the driving, straight 
ahead sing-along nature of the opening track 
“One More Year,” the straight up full speed 
ahead melody of “The Situation Will Come 
Online,”,and the humorous “Mom” ensure a 
pretty well rounded listen to rock out to. (PO 
Box 1473, Santa Barbara, CA 93102) (Mike) 

STARMARKET-Sunday’s Worst Enemy 
(Popkid) 

This is a domestic re-release of their album 
on Dolores Records minus one track but with 
three new ones added. Starmarket is hands down 
the best band out of Sweden and this record 
needs to be heard by anyone even remotely in¬ 
terested in melodic, emotional punk rock. The 
production is top flight, and while they don't 
re-invent the wheel or anything, “Sunday’s 
Worst Enemy” is powerful, tuneful and the 
songs will stay in your head for days. I hear. 
Braid, Jawbox, Jawbreaker and maybe even 
Samiam in there. Do yourself a favor and get 
this. (15 Raleigh Ln., Wayne, NJ 07470) (Marc) 

STATIKS-Dead Ends And Decadence (Unity 
Squad) 

If the ransom note lettering on the cover 
makes you think retro, or the line “turn back 
the clock” on “Some Things Never Change,” 
well, that’s not a completely inaccurate assess¬ 
ment. Actually, the Statiks bring a few things to 


the plate. A hearty ‘77-era punk influence, 
scrappy rock ‘n roll and early 80s Southern Cal. 
punk. Rough-hewn, yet tuneful. Gritty, even, 
particularly in Tim’s sandpapery vocals and the 
buzz-shock guitar. Worth a few listens, anyway. 
(354 W 100 N, Logan, UT 84320) 

STICKS IN THROAT-Move On Zeroes (HG 
Fact) 

A Japanese hardcore band that have a pen¬ 
chant for rocking out as much as they thrash, at 
least on a few songs here. “The Depressed 
Heart” is pretty rock ‘n roll-sounding, as is the 
intro for “Don’t Talk Nonsense.” The opening 
chords for “Game Of Paradigm” made me think 
of Love’s “7 and 7 Is,” before the wall of thrash 
wiped that notion away in a split section. These 
various impulses come together in a pretty pow¬ 
erful combination. (401 Hongo-M, 2-36-2 


STIGMATA-Do Unto Others (Victory) 

NY-style tuff-guy core, mixing in thrash with 
chunka-chunka metal riffs and, unfortunately, 
some lunkheaded lyrics. I was actually enjoy¬ 
ing some of the musical elements of this disc, 
reminiscent of the Cro-Mags on some tracks, 
until I got around to reading the words. I real¬ 
ize how mean the streets can be and all that, but 
the vigilante justice/death penalty-endorsing 
“Life 4 A Life” is just reactionary and, unfortu¬ 
nately, what I’ve come to expect from this end 
of the hardcore spectrum. “Eye for an eye/This 


is how we should live.” You know what? I think 
I’ve had enough of this sort of muscleheaded 
hardcore. (PO Box 146546, Chicago, IL 60614) 

STITCHES-8 x 12 (Vinyl Dog/American 
Punk) 

Actually a reissue of a 1995 album and a 
fun fun fun punk album. Snot and attitude in 
the vocals and a chugging pogo punch ir. the 
arrangements, as well as being catchy. The gui¬ 
tar just flails, here—not a wall of sound, but a 
relentlessly pumping engine; same for the bass¬ 
playing. “True Stories” and “Amphetamine 
Girl” just rock like crazy. The cover of Boston 
punk legends LaPeste’s “Better Off Dead” gives 
them plenty of PunkCred points, as well. An 
album that shouldn’t be overlooked. (802 S. 
Broadway, Baltimore, MD 21231) 


Two Jersey bands, one current, one defunct 
and each offer their own take on politicized 
punk. Stormshadow have a style that can be 
harsh and abrasive or add melodic touches, all 
withing a thorny framework. Their approach is 
a little more straight-forward than the now-de¬ 
funct Fanshen, who opted for a spazzier style 
with sounds as though it’s ready to fly apart (and 
it turns out many songs were improvised in the 
studio). Hyper-kinetic and unpredictable and 
including a few spoken word pieces, as well as 
a quotation from “Wild Thing.” Comes with a 
glossy, collage-style lyric booklet. Uneven, yet 
intriguing material by both bands. (PO Box 169, 
Edison, NJ 08818) 

THE STORY SO FAR (Hopeless, EP) 

Denis Buckley, formerly of 88 Fingers 
Louie, is the vocalist in this band and it’s a case 
of catching the emo/pop bug. At least there’s 
no acoustic crap and it’s not overproduced. 
There’s also a certain drive provided by lively 
drumming and warm guitar chords to make it a 
tad more paltable than the watered-down emo 
I’ve been bombarded by, of late. Of course, that 
doesn’t mean it does all that much for me. Not 
much punk rock recklessness, here. (PO Box 
7495, Van Nuys, CA 91409-7495) 

STREETWALKIN’ CHEETAHS/BELL- 
RAYS-Punk, Rock & Soul (Coldfront/Sin 
City) 

Split disc between two popular LA bands. 
The Cheetahs are emerging as one hell of a 
rockin' force. Doin’ that Deetroit/bad-ass punk 
‘n roll sound and they’ve refined it (if that’s the 
word) into a piledriving implement. “Gettin’ 
Sick” cranks mightily and their version of the 
Flamin’ Groovies’ “Slow Death” is cool, as 
well. I’m not a big Bellrays fan. I don’t quite 
get the hype with this band, although they’re 
not complete crap either. Their version of 
Humble Pie’s “I Don’t Need No Doctor” isn’t 
bad, but the rest of the material is fairly pedes¬ 
trian hard rock. Lisa’s vocals have presence, yet 
can get overbearing and overpower everything. 
Just not my thing. Check out the Cheetahs, 
though. (PO Box 8345, Berkeley, CA 94707) 

STRIKE ANYWHERE-Chorus Of One 
(Red Leader, CD-EP/No Idea, 12”) 

Richmond strikes again, if you’ll pardon the 
pun. Surging, melodic hardcore coupled with 
politicized lyrics. Impassioned vocals and ar¬ 
ranging that blends fieriness with subtlety. 
There’s definitely an Avail influence in there, 
but these guys also draw on mid-80s DC 
hardcore, late 80s youth crew and early Samiam, 
to name a few things I hear. An influence, a 
touchpoint, but they make it sound new again. 
Played with a hard-driving verve and heartfelt 
emotion. ( Red Leader : PO Box 20836, Park 
West Finance Station, NY, NY 10025 /No Idea : 
PO Box 14636, Gainesville, FL 32604) 

STRUNG OUT-The Element Of Sonic De¬ 
spair (Fat) 

8 songs—mini LP? EP? I don’t know any¬ 
more. Strung Out have just kind of been there 
in recent years and this is the third release of 
theirs in a row that hasn’t really inspired these 
ears. Something so slick and processed-sound- 
ing about it. First off, the click-click of the 
drums has got to go. That drives me nuts. 
There’s certainly some talent in the playing and 
catchy arranging. The harmonic guitar riffs are 
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a dead giveaway of someone’s metal back¬ 
ground, but that’s not necessarily a bad thing. 
Opening cut “Mission To Mars” does have a 
fair amount of aggressiveness, at least, and 
there’s a dark bum to “Savant,” as well. Intri¬ 
cate and muscular, but still not leaving that 
strong an impression, overall. (PO Box 193690, 
SF, CA 94119) 

STRYCHNINE-Born Too Loose (Maximum 
Rock *N Roll, LP/Industrial Strength, CD) 

Straight, no-chaser butt-kickin’ stuff, here. 
Strychnine’s latest merges aggressive, fast- 
paced punk, a little wank-free speed metal and 
a subtle dose of country that becomes less subtle 
when they do Willie Nelson’s “Gotta Get 
Drunk” as a nightcap. Beefy guitars, beefy vo¬ 
cals and provocative, sarcastic lyrics. 
“Mulekick,” for instance, pisses on the macho, 
tough-guy mentality. Loud and furious. The CD 
has 4 live bonus tracks and three are covers— 
The Sonics’ “Strychnine”—and if you wonder 
why, you’re not paying attention!—plus Poison 
Idea’s “A A” and Kiss’ “God Of Thunder,” dedi¬ 
cated to Chelsea Clinton and the best of the three 
here. Jimi Haze does a mean Gene Simmons 
impersonation. (MRR : PO Box 460760, SF, CA 
94146-0760 /Industrial Strength : 2824 Regatta 
Blvd., Richmond, CA 94804) 

SUBMACHINE-Fresh Out Of Give-A-Fucks 
(Radical) 

Submachine have been around forever and 
continue to ply the venom. Alex Lewinger is a 
cantankerous, bile-filled lout and these songs 
are an effective conveyance of pure, fuck-you 
attitude dished out with absolutely no regrets. 
This is the expression of defiance that comes 
after too many years spent working in crappy 
jobs and generally getting treated like shit be¬ 
cause you dare to think for yourself and talk 
back to those assholes. Bom from a time when 
punk and hardcore were one and the same... fast, 
unrestrained aggression unafraid to show off the 
occasional metal lick or even some classic rock 
(nice job sneaking in Edgar Winter’s “Franken¬ 
stein” riff during “The Beer Hunter Bong 
Meister”). To paraphrase the Nuge, anyone who 
wants to get mellow or emo can turn around 
and get the fuck out of here. Submachine are 
back in town. (77 Bleecker St., NY, NY 10012) 

SUBURBAN THREAT-American Punk 
(TKO) 

High energy punk, to be specific, a good 
punch in the gut provided by these Sacramento 
oi-oi-boys. The buzzcut influence merged with 
a faster approach ala the Randumbs. Blistering 
guitar, agitated vocals, catchy singalong cho¬ 
ruses and steering clear of polarizing lyrics. 
Cool version of da Broozas, er excuse me, The 
Bruisers’ “Bloodshed.” A music brick to the 
face. (PMB # 103,4104 24th St., SF, CA 94114) 

SUGAR SHACK-Get Out Of My World (Es- 
trus) 

Over ten years going and nowhere near out 
of gas. Irresistably rockin’ garage rave with 
snarly vocals, two guitar dishing out some hot 
licks and a pumpin’ backbeat. A sense of deja- 
vu? Been done before? Sure, sure... and I don’t 
mind when it has such a dead-on kick. Hearing 
bands like Sugar Shack and others on the Es- 
trus imprint makes me realize Boston doesn’t 
really have many scorching trad-rock units like 
Sugar Shack... it’s either wimpy jangle pop or 
sparkless formalists. Sugar Shack get at the core 
and bring out a groove and drive that make it 
impossible to sit still. (PO Box 2125, 
Bellingham, WA 98227) 

SUNSHINE-Velvet Suicide (Big Wheel Rec¬ 
reation) 

This Czech trio favors a sound which was 
much more common to these shores twenty 
years ago. Drawing upon the standard first gen¬ 
eration influences (MC5, Stooges, VU, Bowie 
et. al.), and making liberal use of fairly primi¬ 
tive synth sounds and studio electronica, Sun¬ 
shine would fit neatly into any “Back to the 
Eighties,” New Wave radio show format. 
There’s always heavy reverb and/or delay on 
the (overly) impassioned vocals and the sim¬ 
plistic, melodic guitar riffs are similarly treated, 
adding to the bright, lo-fi vibe typical of that 
era. That said, the songs are often pretty damn 


good and almost uniformly catchy, worming 
their way into your head with our without your 
approval. “Moon-Love-Gravity” and “Hero 
‘78” are two of the best tracks but it’s really a 
pretty solid set overall. If you’ve ever suspected 
that Wayne Kramer and Dave Gahan would’ve 
been great collaborators, then Sunshine is very 
likely right up your alley. Otherwise they still 
offer a pleasant enough trip through familiar, if 
dated, waters. (325 Huntington Ave. #24, Bos¬ 
ton, MA 02115) (Chris) 

SWINGIN’ UTTERS/YOUTH BRIGADE- 
BYO Split Series Volume II (BYO) 

A pair of west coast veterans pair up... half 
a dozen songs by each band and, while not ex¬ 
actly their greatest-ever work, both the Utters 
and the Brigade remain viable units. The Ut¬ 
ters follow up their hot 7” on TKO with an en¬ 
joyable grab bag of streetwise punk poetry. A 
way with a title, such as “Angels Pissing On 
Your Head” and they back it up with a surging 
arrangement. Bassist Spike Slawson proves 
himself a capable songwriter and vocalist for 
“You Haven’t Seen Yourself In Years.” On the 
other hand, while Queen’s “39” (from the same 
album as “Bohemian Rhapsody”) is a cool song 
to cover, I wish Darius had left the violin home. 
As for Youth Brigade, there’s a sense of reflec¬ 
tion as middle age (?) approaches, but they don’t 
spare the venom for “Fuck You” or the lament 
of “Where Are All The Old Man Bars.” Still, 
there’s a contentment with life expressed for 
“Let Them Know,” although it’s the weakest 
track musically. On a more positive note, 
“Alright Then” has an attention-grabbing vocal 
harmony on its bridge. Still fighting the good 
fight and with the amps turned up. (PO Box 
67A64, LA, CA 90067) 

TANTRUMS-Motels (Cheetah’s, EP) 

Rootsy rock with a female vocalist and, 
while competent, it just doesn’t grab me at all. 
Maybe it’s the countryish inflection in the vo¬ 
cals that turn me off, maybe it’s just the fact 
that it sounds like bar music, but if you have a 
name like the Tantrums, I’d expect screaming, 
hell-raising punk mania and that’s not the case. 
Oh well. (PO Box 4472, Berkeley, CA 94710) 

TEMPLARS-Biaus Seignors Freres (TKO, 
EP) 

Not a new Templars recording, but stuff from 
‘94 and ‘95, half of it unreleased and half from 
a long out of print compilation. The first four 
songs are done in conjunction with members 
of such bands as the West Side Boys, Asociale 
and Yesterday’s Heroes and feature some lyrics 
in French and Italian. Kind of dodgy sound 
quality, but it’s their basic, melodic oi style. The 
five comp tracks are superior, both musically 
and sonically. The simple arranging makes me 
think of early Kiss doing pub rock on a few 
songs, here. Seriously—it’s got the same taut 
guitar sound and catchy rock ‘n roll approach. 
(PMB #103, 4104 24th St., SF, CA 94114) 

TEN STAR GENERAL-Hog Fort (One Way 
Productions) 

Personally, I try not to concentrate on what 
bands people used to be in but since it’s men¬ 
tioned umpteen times in their press kit and still 
again on the actual CD, I’ll tell you that TSG 
consists of members of Left Nut and The Eels. 
Anyhoo, this combo plays some choice rock ‘n 
roll with a strong Beantown feel to it. At vari¬ 
ous points I hear the Real Kids, the Nervous 
Eaters, and the genuine boogie of Thundertrain. 
Not that these guys are copycats. The 
songwriting is strong and catchy. In a perfect 
world I could turn on WBCN (Boston rock sta¬ 
tion) and hear Ten Star General cuz they de¬ 
serve it. (324 Broadway, Somerville, MA 
02145) (David) 

TENSION-War Cry (Grilled Cheese/Cargo) 

Complete immersion in early 80s UK punk, 
with a little oi to go along with it (the cover of 
the 4 Skins’ “On The Streets” is a dead give¬ 
away). This three piece from Ontario are good 
at it, though. Guitarist/vocalist Jim spent some 
time in the revolving personnel door of the Ex¬ 
ploited and he brings a good chunk of that 
band’s influence to this one. Fast, roaring songs, 
agitated vocals and mainly indecipherable lyr¬ 
ics; the lack of a lyric sheet is no help, but they 


seem to be railing against the standard targets. 
Derivative? Hell yeah, but I’d be lying if I said 
I didn’t enjoy this form of pure punk. (4901- 
906 Morena Blvd., San Diego, CA 92117) 

TERMINUS CITY-Justice Isn’t Always Fair 
(TKO) 

Tuneful streetpunk by this Atlanta band and 
the Ozzy “Crazy Train”/oi-oi intro is humor¬ 
ous. As per industry standard, it’s the plaint of 
the working class, pointing the finger at those 
who attempt to invade “My Castle” (crack ad¬ 
dicts, car thieves, etc..) or middle-class kids 
slumming by spare-changing, but also com¬ 
menting on the inherent unfairness of the jus¬ 
tice system. The band possess solid songwriting 
chops and keep it loud and ringing throughout, 
with a classic rock ‘n roll sensibility a part of 
the equation, most obviously for “Backseat.” 
(PMB #103,4104 24th St., SF, CA 94114) 

THIRD HARMONIC DISTORTION-Ex 
Animo (Morphius) 

While the songs tend to be on the long side 
(only one comes in at under four minutes) and 
a tad more brevity could sharpen the impact, 
there’s something to this band’s throb. Math 
rock with an aggressive pulse, favoring a 
charged tandem of guitar/bass/drums and ex¬ 
pressive vocals. Includes a fairly good carbon¬ 
copy of Television’s “Marquee Moon,” which 
remains a great song and, at ten minutes plus, 
certainly qualifies as an epic. Comparable to 
the likes of Unwound, with a little Jehu and Slint 
thrown in. Just when the mind starts to wander, 
a propulsive passage will jar the synapses. (PO 
Box 13474, Baltimore, MD 21203-3474) 

THOSE UNKNOWN-Malice and Misfor¬ 
tune (TKO, EP) 

I know a lot of folks ‘round these parts can’t 
get enough of this band (one friend called their 
full-length the best punk album ever), and I 
enjoyed their show at the Rat in ‘97, but this 
four song EP just isn’t that special. Those 
Unknown’s first new material in several years 
and the folksy/rootsy/SLF-inspired rock doesn’t 
have all that much punch to it. Sharp lyrics and 
playing but not anything that shakes one up and 
down. And, dammit, that’s what I want to hap¬ 
pen. (PMB #103,4104 24th St., SF, CA 94114) 

THRONES-Sperm Whale (Kill Rock Stars) 

Joe Preston (ex-Melvins and Earth) with a 
record that combines heavy bass and guitars 
(what is he downtuned to anyway?) that shows 
his tenure in those two bands hasn’t been lost 
on him and electronic synth, especially in the 
voice, that will have your neighbors climbing 
the walls if you don’t do it first. The CD closes 
with a 46-minute song I have yet to be able to 
make it all the way through. (120 NE State St., 
#418, Olympia, WA 98501) (Scott) 

THROWDOWN-Drive Me Dead (Indecision, 
EP) 

Throwdown batter their songs into a bloody, 
metalcore pulp. Double-bass drum clicks, a 
lurching tempo, low-tuned guitars and harsh 
vocals. Lyrics about sXe, drunk drivers, reli¬ 
gion and a particularly nasty diatribe (“Sincere”) 
against a band they feel have sold out the scene 
(and if the title “What Will Remain” means 
anything to you, it’s easy to figure out. If not, I 
believe they’re talking about Strife). An im¬ 
provement over their album and there’s a crazed, 
frayed element, but it’s still the standard metal 
slog, for the most part. (PO Box 5781, Hun¬ 
tington Beach, CA 92615) 

THREE PENNY OPERA (Troubleman Un¬ 
limited) 

The band most known as sporting the ex¬ 
drummer from the now seminal Shotmaker have 
made a definite improvement production-wise 
over their first album. The ten songs on this self- 
titled album are strong anthemic post-punk, but 
I heartily disagree they are even close to the 
mightiness of Shotmaker. Three Penny Opera 
have the tendency to meander, and the vocals 
and delivery are monotone in parts. Lyrically, 
Matt uses cliche phrases and metaphors which 
try to build on his “we have the tools to start the 
machine” days in Shotmaker, but only comes 
across as trying too hard to piece together words 
to say something profound. And, expect for odd 


moments of clarity, it doesn’t work. These com¬ 
plaints are fairly minor though when consider¬ 
ing the relative groove and power these songs 
display. In other words. Three Penny Opera are 
still a hell of lot better than most of the shit out 
there right now. (16 Willow St., Bayonne, NJ 
07002) (Jason) 

THREE YEARS DOWN-Texas: Confidential 
(Offtime, EP) 

They’re not even from Texas, but from Cali¬ 
fornia. There’s a nifty photo manipulation of 
Lee Harvey Oswald’s murder on the inside 
cover, featuring Lee jamming with Jack Ruby 
and some law enforcement official. As for Three 
Years Down, they play hard-driving punk and 
rock mixed together. Powerchords, a bit of the 
boogie and done with a rag-tag enthusiasm. 
Been doing it for a long time, too, and there’s 
no reason to fuck with the formula. (PO Box 
479176, Chicago, IL 60647) 

THROTTLEFINGER (Scooch Pooch) 

Three ugly white trash-lookin’ guys, but it’s 
a power trio to be reckoned with. Proud to rock 
and with more than a little boogie in their sound. 
The songs are nice and loud, both in medium 
and quicker tempos, although they mainly stay 
away from the high-velocity that some of the 
current crop of back to basics rockers utilize. 
It’s not a detriment, though. “Snaggletooth” 
isn’t the Motorhead song, but it connects with 
a similar locomotive intent. “Look Around” 
makes damn good use of a cowbell and “Got 
The Itch” just moves. The trappings are cer¬ 
tainly familiar and there seems to be a big re¬ 
vival of pure rockitude that comes around ev¬ 
ery so often. Still, when the riffs make you want 
to pump your fist or shake your moneymaker, 
what’s wrong with that? Nothing, fuckhead. 
(5850 W. 3rd St., #209, LA, CA 90036) 

THROWAWAY GENERATION- 

Tomorrow’s Too Late (Cyclone) 

This Utah band’s second album features su¬ 
perior production to the debut. Tuneful guitar 
punk coming on with scrappy street fervor, 
punctuated by Mick Jones-ish guitar peals and 
ragged backups. Sharing similarities with such 
west coast brethren as the Utters, Workin’ Stiffs 
or One Man Army. Pealing guitar licks and an 
underdog verve. Maybe a little similar-sound¬ 
ing over the long haul, yet still enjoyable. 

THUMBS-AII Lesser Devils (Adeline, EP) 

Thumbs up? Hell yeah... a brief EP of LOUD 
pop and punk. Pourin’ their hearts into it, with 
ragged harmonizing and plenty of bum and 
gnash, particularly for “Ribbon Men.” Includes 
a rough and tumble version of the Smiths’ 
“Please Please Please Let Me Get What I Want.” 

THURSDAY-Waiting (Eyeball) 

An awkward-sounding release falling some -1 
where on the plate near Ashes, Inside and other 
non-descript one word name bands. The nine 
songs on “Waiting” are written with ample 
sprinklings of chops and hooks, but an over¬ 
whelming sense of awkwardness is heightened< 
by the Kermit-like vocals and accompanying J 
lyrics. Geoff’s vocals bring to mind The 
Weakerthans’ John K. Sampson, normally a 
cool thing when accompanying folk rock, but 
not to the groove hardcore sounds of Thursday. ] 
The song “Ian Curtis” (yes, the ill-fated Joy 
Division singer) culminates a collection of awk¬ 
ward lyrics: “In time we heard Ian Curtis kill 
himself again in your bed.” Awkward is the key 
word here. [I noticed!-Al] Thursday are like the 
musical and poetic equivalent of having two left 
feet. (PO Box 1653, Stuyvesant Station, NY, 
NY 10009) (Jason) 

TIGER ARMY (Hellcat) 

Hearty punkabilly from the Bay Area. In 
their favor, Nick 13’s vocal approach is a little 
different from the hoot, holler ‘n yell of many 
bands doing this style. He has a rangy, quavery. $ 
emotional style. The energy also seldom flags 
and it’s not slavishly traditional. This still isn’t 
a style of music that engenders raving mania 
for yours truly, but it does get to the source of- 
rock ‘n roll and is faithful to its spirit. “True 
Romance” gives a nasty bit of lyrical spin, as 
well—”a knife up to your throat for the one you 
put through my heart.” Pretty dark shit. (2798 




Sunset Blvd., LA, CA 90026) 

TILTWHEEL-Hair Brained Scheme Addicts 
(Cool Guy CD/Attention Deficit Disorder 
LP) 

The fact that guitarist/vocalist Davey Quinn 
named a song after me (the illustrious “A1 Quint 
Is An Emo Pussy,” a tune with lyrics that have 
nothing to do with this writer) won’t prejudice 
my opinion of this album one bit. Nope, I’m 
completely incorruptible. Besides, it takes more 
than such a tribute to earn a good review in SV. 
Tributes of the green variety are way more help¬ 
ful. Okay, enough wiseassery, although Mr. 
Quinn would probably appreciate it—this is a 
damn good album that doesn’t require cash pay¬ 
ments to make me state that point. It becomes 
obvious once the disc is placed in the CD player 
or on the turntable (and I’ve got both options 
available). From-the-gut, honest lyrics—Davey 
states “I’d be the first to say that something’s 
not quite right about me,” looking in the mirror 
at 2 AM and admitting to being “lonely, drunk 
and fat,” but, as Stuart Smalley would say, that’s 
OK. Sure, these are what could loosely be con¬ 
sidered emo-type lyrics and if it were done with 
limp musical accompaniment and a whiny vo¬ 
cal, it might be intolerable. That’s not the case, 
here—those words are piggybacked with a 
knockout musical surge. Hard-edged and me¬ 
lodic and drawing on their admitted icons, 
Leatherface, and turned up a notch. “Battle 
Hymns For The Recluse Youth Part One” is 
certainly a “Mush” descendent. Gruff vocals, 
loud guitars that pack melody, feedback and 
buzz in one beautiful package and no shortage 
of hooks. They can even turn a cheeseball new 
wave song, Icicle Works’ “Birds Fly (Whisper 
To A Scream),” into something worthwhile. 
That’s another influence, especially in the bass¬ 
lines—the poppy joys that lay at the core of 
early New Order, Cure, etc... Tiltwheel grab a 
bit of that in their own muse and it becomes an 
integral part of what they do. A sound to over¬ 
take your senses. (Cool Guv : PO Box 2361, 
Santa Fe Springs, CA 90670 /ADD : PO Box 
8240, Tampa, FL 33674) 

TOMORROW-Build a Brand New Sky 
(Schematics) 

Tomorrow sound a LOT like early Fugazi 
back before the band’s forays into sampling, 
“math” and other, more experimental forms. On 
songs like “Overture” and “What the Sky Says 
Goes,” the vocalist is a dead ringer for Guy and 
the overall sound has that familiar, and still com¬ 
pelling, blend of emo, hardcore, and straight¬ 
forward hard rock. Crunchy guitars and aggres¬ 
sive, driving rhythms bristle with energy, while 
Tomorrow’s taste for melody makes for catchy 
tunes which linger in the mind long after the 
final note sounds. For what it’s worth, the CD 
has a bit of a thematic/concept thing going on 
too: Every song but one makes direct reference 
to the “sky” with lyrics taken from “Sky Above 
a Cloud” by Jeremy Gloff. It’s not “2112” or 
“The Wall,” but that’s just as well. Pretty much 
each of the six tracks on this brief EP are worth 
a listen and, although Tomorrow treads a well- 
traveled path, their conviction and confident 
execution makes for an enjoyable trip. (PO Box 
14636, Gainesville, FL 32604) (Chris) 

THE ‘TONE-Wide Eyes & Nonsense (Bro¬ 
ken) 

Catchy punk with an occasional reggae and 
s ka pulse, but it’s the Two-Tone (bad pun) vari- 
e ty, so it doesn’t make me gag. And that’s not a 
dominant factor, either. These Brits have logged 
hme in such bands as Schwartzeneggar and 
Thatcher On Acid but the lyrics take on a per¬ 
sonalized point of view instead of political dis¬ 
burse. “London Calling” is a starting point, 
a *though these guys don’t ape it quite as obvi- 
°usly as others. Well-written tunes with strong 
P°P instincts. (PO Box 460402, SF, CA 94146) 

JTUns MEGETTI-Soon To Be Seeing You 
La ter (Art Monk Construction, EP) 

Jarring, jagged rock with helium-ish vocals 
T* I immediately remember why these guys 
^ an intriguing band. Energetic and nervous 
»th a jittery guitar sound and solid, locomo- 
Ve ~like rhythm. Where you been, boys? (PO 
° x 6332, Falls Church, VA 22040) 


TRAVOLTAS-Modern World (Coldfront) 

Gee, I wonder if these guys listen to the 
Beach Boys in their spare time. To say that they 
consider them a major influence would be an 
understatement. Yup. I’d say that’s an accurate 
description. Except for maybe the “infectious” 
part. Picture this: If Mike Love and Brian Wil¬ 
son fronted a generic Fat band, it would sound 
exactly like these guys. Hell, on the song 
“2000,” when they started with the “bah-bahs, 
I expected it to lead right into “Barbara Anne”! 
Yuck! I did, however, like the song “Like To 
Walk Around,” but the rest of this disc, I just 
couldn’t stomach. Boring, mid-paced pop-punk 
with too many Ooo-Wah-Ooo’s. Not my thing 
at all. Oh yeah, it was also produced by Marky 
Ramone. According to the big ugly sticker on 
the jewel case! (PO Box 8345, Berkeley, CA 
94707) (Pat) 

TURNEDOWN-When Things Go Right (Ses¬ 
sions) 

A wholly more melodic sentiment from a 
cast of west coat bruisers including ex-mem¬ 


somber guitars and anguished vocals, occasion¬ 
ally emerging into an eruptive focus. A mixture 
of emo and math rock, minus the pop. Not too 
old to engage in this sort of emotionalism, ei¬ 
ther, as they state on “I Get Lively”: “Why the 
teen angst at twenty-five!aren’t we supposed to 
be over this by now” The melodic quotient isn’t 
obvious—the hooks, if there are any, are bur¬ 
ied deep in the texture. At their best Twelve Hour 
Turn pack a mighty surge and create a certain 
catharsis. There’s a bleakness, a seriousness, a 
sound generated from overloaded, high-strung 
mental circuits and not always easy to listen to. 
Eliciting a conflicted response. Interesting cover 
artwork, by the way. (PO Box 14636, 
Gainesville, FL 32604) 

UDO-Holy (Nuclear Blast) 

Hard to believe that this is actually Udo 
Dirkschneider’s 7th solo album. Along with all 
the albums from his days in Accept, that’s quite 
a long history. Let’s face it—not many folks who 
have ever been into heavy metal haven’t heard 
Udo’s one of a kind vocals. Meat ‘n potatoes 



bers of Strife, Downset and (since this full 
length’s recording) Joe of Fury 66 on vox can 
be found on Tumedown’s debut full length. 
Layered melodies swing more in a straight up 
later Descendents-esque pop punk vein than a 
more abrasive Dag Nasty melodicore DC style 
or spirit of ‘88 Gorilla Biscuits style, though 
hintings of both flavors surface throughout the 
tracks herein, supplementing the sugar coated 
sing-along mid-tempo verve. The layered 
sound, and extra guitar edgy crunch adds a kick 
that sets this apart from the bland SoCal 1-2-3- 
4 pop punk fodder heap, and some smooth vo¬ 
cal work (courtesy of Mike Fernandez—now 
having been dethroned by Joe) help such sing- 
along hook coated numbers like “If I Had My 
Way,” “As Well As I Do,” “Another Way,” “Re¬ 
mind You” and othersw. They ring true with a 
certain power that seems lacking in so many 
pop punk albums these days. If sugar-frosted, 
syrupy, occasionally whiny hook filled personal 
issue pop meets energetic abrasion is for you, 
get this. (15 Janis Way, Scotts Valley, CA 95066) 
(Mike) 

TWELVE HOUR TURN-The Victory Of 
Flight (No Idea) 

An abrasive, gyrating soul-letting... Twelve 
Hour Turn’s music favors shifting rhythms. 


power metal with lots of guitar, solos, thunder 
drumming and a general air of heaviness. Udo 
may be in his 40s, but this is one little ball of 
fire that seems intent on burning for some time. 
(PO Box 43618, Philadelphia, PA 19106) 
(Andy) 

THE UNIFORM-33 Revolutions + Some 
Other Minor Skirmishes (Morphius) 

Powerful angular and jagged Big Black style 
slash ’n’ burn rock (in fact, they even cover a 
BB tune, “Colombian Necktie.”) This CD is a 
compilation of a split LP, a full-length and com¬ 
pilations. Aggressive, mean and you can’t dance 
to it. Best song titles I’ve seen in a while: “Heard 
that Same Crap From Patty Hearst” and “Need¬ 
less to Say I Pleasured Them All.” (PO Box 
13474, Baltimore, MD 21203-3474) (Scott) 

THE URCHIN-Fragile Songs In Lukewarm 
Dreams (Broken) 

Mildly engaging poppy/punk from Japan. 
The vocal presence isn’t particularly strong, 
struggling to be heard over the bright 
soundburst, but it’s the music that carries the 
day, here. Sunny, without being saccharine or 
making you feel like you have to clean off the 
residue afterwards. And while they don’t match 
Dillinger Four in the pure punch department, 


some of these song titles do: “Another Three 
Cheers To Japanese Capitalistic Regulation 
Troops,” “Quitting A Job Three Times In A Year 
To Drink From 4 PM,” etc... If this was over¬ 
produced, it’d likely suffer from fluff-syndrome. 
The rougher sound quality works in its favor. 
(PO Box 460402, SF, CA 94146) 

UNCURBED-Keep The Banner High (Sound 
Pollution) 

Detonating the fury, as always. Uncurbed 
have a sound and that sound is loud, aggressive 
and in your face hardcore. Been doing it for 
some time and keeping up the feisty Discharge/ 
Extreme Noise Terror onslaught going. I won’t 
even try to pretend it sounds like anything other 
than those bands and that’s okay. Whether mid- 
tempo or thrashing, it’s a hammering combina¬ 
tion of dual vocals, blazing guitars, crashing ‘n 
bashing drums. Able to destroy, even at low 
volume. Will NOT appeal to 99% of emo fans 
and that’s another reason to love it. (PO Box 
17742, Covington, KY 41017) 

UNIDA-Coping With The Urban Coyote 
(Man’s Ruin) 

Brain-blowing thunder rock. Vocalist John 
Garcia formerly plyed his wares in Kyuss, as 
well as the short-lived Slo Bum. Kyuss have 
built up something of a legendary reputation 
over the past several years as one of the pro¬ 
genitors of what is now lacksidasically referred 
to as “stoner rock.” Well, if weed makes you 
lethargic, this music was inspired by something 
more than that because Unida’s sound is lively, 
heavy and rocks like a motherfucker, especially 
for “Dwarf It” and “Black Woman.” The latter 
track is one of the better metal songs I’ve heard 
in some time, a full-bodied roar of guitar, bass, 
drums and soulful vocals that just moves like 
crazy. Even the lengthy, slower-tempo “You 
Wish” has an expansive float, reinforced with 
brutal powerchords and a fuzzed-out lead line, 
instead of relying on an immobile plod. To para¬ 
phrase Grand Funk Railroad (albeit on one of 
their worst albums), good singin’ and good 
playin’. An album that begs to played at ear- 
shattering volume. (610 22nd St., PMB 302, SF, 
CA 94107) 

UNION 13-Youth Betrayal And The Awak¬ 
ening (Epitaph) 

Union 13’s latest follows a similar pattern 
as their previous two albums, although the 
SoCal punk bass drum pedal dickies are more 
prominent to these ears than before. Still, it’s 
manic punk with bum and melody and socially 
aware lyrics in both English and Spanish. This 
isn’t some trifling pop/punk by any stretch. 
(2798 Sunset Blvd., LA, CA 90026) 

UNITE/DECEMBER-The Nato Project 
(Blackfish) 

Unite listens to a lot of Slayer. Everyone lis¬ 
tens to a lot of Slayer these days. I guess it’s to 
Slayer’s credit that they were ahead of their 
time, but it doesn’t say too much about the bands 
who rip them off. I guess it’s the flavor of the 
day to put a Rick Ta Life impersonator on top 
of a Slayer cover act, add some danceable beats 
and call it hardcore. December are from Ne¬ 
vada, and they also mine the heavy metal ore, 
but with a vocalist that sounds like he should 
be singing for a Black Metal band. There’s re¬ 
ally not much to recommend about this CD. 
(Box 15, Ledbury, HRB 1YG, ENGLAND) 
(Snotty) 

UNITED-Distorted Vision (Howling Bull 
America) 

Hailing from the land of Pokemon and Hello 
Kitty, United are self proclaimed old-school 
Japanese metal meisters. What they lack in lyri¬ 
cal complexity they make up for in instrumen¬ 
tal effort. I liked the last cut,“Revenger”; it has 
the power and conviction that the CD as a whole 
is missing. Reminded me of my SSD days at 
the Channel in Boston.) Still, worth a go if you 
are a Japanese metal fan. (PO Box 40129, SF, 
CA 94140) (Jane) 

UNRUH-Setting Fire To Sinking Ships 
(Pessimiser) 

Rather complex thrash (that’s power vio¬ 
lence to you young’uns) somewhat akin to 
Dillinger Escape Plan, Neurosis et al. Lots of 
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time shifts, with Bill Fees’ drums seemingly 
always up front. Unruh does adhere somewhat 
to convention.... enough to keep things from 
falling apart mid-song. Hailing from the land 
of John McCain, Unruh’s anger is an oasis of a 
storm in the desert of twee alternative music, 
especially in Mike Edwards’ angry vocals. (PO 
Box 1070, Hermosa Beach, CA 90254) (Phil) 

VANDALS-Look What I Almost Stepped In 
(Nitro) 

These guys have been around for a long time, 
but for some reason I’ve never given them a lis¬ 
ten. They play poppy punk rock that would fit 
well on the Epitaph roster, and I’m sure that 
they have hoards of fans out there in Cali, be¬ 
cause of it. Personally, I wasn’t very impressed 
with this release. For one, the song “Behind The 
Music,” that starts the disc off, is fucking ter¬ 
rible. It has funny lyrics about trying to make it 
in the music industry, but musically, it’s not my 
bag. Cheesy radio friendly crap that sounds like 
Stink-182 and has the lamest vocals I’ve heard 
in a long time .The rest of the disc is a mix of 
fast and slow material that I didn’t get into at 
all.The vocalist writes some funny lyrics and 
the song “I’m The Boss Of Me” is a quick, 
catchy number, but, for the most part, I didn’t 
like this very much. I like a lot of the bands 
from the left coast, but I need some anger and 
some lyrics that speak to me. Give me 
Pennywise, AFI or the new 98 Mute. Then I’d 
be a happy camper. Pass me a brew please. 
(7071 Warner Ave., Suite F, PMB 736, Hun¬ 
tington Beach, CA 92647) (Pat) 

VARUKERS-How Do You Sleep? 

Still loud and still pissed off at the world’s 
ills. Textbook UK-style punk and the Varukers’ 
brand of pillage remains potent. Something 
about good ‘ol angry thrash to get the juices 
stirring, along with the mid-tempo ragers. Stay¬ 
ing contemporary, at least in a lyrical sense, with 
songs about school violence (“Gun Crazed 
Kids”) and racists using the internet to push their 
agenda (“Modem For Destruction”). There are 
also the plaints about religion and reductions 
in social benefits that are becoming a fact of 
life even under the so-called “liberal” Blair/ 
Labour regime. The Varukers play it like they 
fucking mean it and age won’t mellow them. 
(Varukers HQ, 10 Sheldon Grove, Woodloes 
Estate, Warwick, Warwickshire, ENGLAND) 

VERSAILLES-The Great Axis (Boxcar) 

Innovative math-style rock, for want of a 
better term, although these songs are imbued 
with an edgy, dramatic forcefulness. The mix 
is slightly distorted, as well. Keyboards are oc¬ 
casionally added for texture, but the main fo¬ 
cus is on interplay between guitar, bass and 
drums—vocals are part of the mix, but not the 
main element. A mesh of Slint, Unwound and 
Drive Like Jehu, which do provide pat refer¬ 
ence points for this writer, I’ll admit, but it’s 
from the same muse. Melancholy and with a 
simmering tension that bubbles from the sur¬ 
face. “The System” provides a harder-driving 
tush, while other songs opt for a lumbering 
tempo to strong effect. (PO Box 1141, 
Melbourne, FL 32902-1141) 

VIGILANTES-City Lights That Lead The 
Way (GMM) 

Highly tuneful punk with sharp lyrics and 
catchy arranging. Jasper’s vocals are distinc¬ 
tive—deep and crooning, occasionally a domi¬ 
nating factor, but not overbearing. There’s a 
brightness in the riffs and hooks in those chords, 

well as the vocal harmonies. “Another 
Stranger,” “The Only Way,” “Youth Of Today” 
jHd “Us And Them” are all upbeat rousers. As 
•or the words, “In His Eyes” deals directly with 
r 16 death of guitarist Fernando Strohmeyer’s 
ather, while other songs are about eternal com- 

of age issues. This young Boston band are 
? n the right track and this album is a big leap 
their first 7”. (PO Box 15234, Atlanta, GA 
30333) 

Sonny VINCENT-Parallax In Wonderland 
l0e vil Doll) 

US pressing of the album previously re- 
o ^ e d as an import in SV #43, so check that 
l f° r the full story. In brief, this is a solid al- 
as Vincent’s surrounded himself with some 


high-falutin sidemen here—Wayne Kramer of 
the MC5, Captain Sensible from the Damned 
and the Ashetons from the Stooges and the thrust 
is on slashing, driving Detroit-inspired rock ‘n 
roll with a wizened, done-a-lot-of-livin’ per¬ 
spective. Pretty fuckin’ loud all the way through. 
(PO Box 30727, Long Beach, CA 90853) 

VINDICTIVES-Hypno-Punk (Coldfront) 

Deep breath for the big lead: After more than 
a decade which saw the release of nine singles, 
a de-Weaseled remix of same released on and 
then pulled from Lookout! Records, a double 
10” cover record bootlegged by the band itself 
before being pulled from the label who paid for 
the recording and “legally” reissued on Libera¬ 
tion, a Ramones cover LP dittos, Chicago pop- 
punk founding fathers The Vindictives have fi¬ 
nally released their debut full-length. There will 
be two schools of thought about this album: 
outstanding artistic statement about mental ill¬ 
ness—or just mentally ill? I’m standing with 
both feet in the former camp, although there 
are a couple moments on this album, not the 
least of which being the Stephen King-like re¬ 
prises and infinite loop at the end, that will leave 
you wondering about the true portrait of the 
artist as a middle-aged man. Dunno, “medica¬ 
tion time” may not be of my world, but it’s an 
interesting glimpse at someone else’s. Three 
chord poppy punk rock delivered with a sneer 
by these peers of The Weasel. From zany piano 
camp to uptempo pop-punk with as many sty¬ 
listic and tempo breaks as a classic Queen al¬ 
bum. Well conceived, constructed, and per¬ 
formed. If you want fluff, move along—this is 
a serious piece of art. (PO Box 8345, Berkeley, 
CA 94707) (T. Chandler) 

VIOLENT HEADACHE-Bombs Of Crust/ 
False Terminal (Six Weeks) 

Two albums—one 19 song new one and then 
a 50+ track unreleased album (!)—on one disc 
by this Spanish band. Ravaging hardcore with 
two vocalists (one male, one female) and both 
a UK anarcho and Swedish-tinged thrash as¬ 
sault. Better-excecuted on “Bombs Of Crust,” 
the new album, as there’s more of a reliance of 
blastbeat mania ala early Napalm Death for 
“False Terminal.” Some weirder elements oc¬ 
casionally find their way in—acoustic guitar on 
one song, DJ scratches and they incorporate bits 
of humor along with the more serious lyrical 
elements. A lot for one sitting and occasionally 
a hit and miss proposition. But moving away 
from grindcore was a good idea, as it increases 
the impact. (225 Lincoln Ave., Cotati, CA 
94931) 

THE VIRUS-Still Fighting For A Future 
(Charged) 

One of the better new spiked ‘n studded 
bands I’ve heard lately, both live and now with 
their first full-length album (a solid 7” preceded 
this disc). From Philly and with a few ex-mem- 
bers of Bomb Squadron and the Virus have a 
pronounced early 80s UK punk sound. Two 
guitars blasting out the powerchords and ring¬ 
ing lead lines, catchy choruses strong harmo¬ 
nies. Mike’s gruff lead vocals sound like Choke, 
at times, and he gets a good amount of assis¬ 
tance from Dave (who sang in Bomb Squad¬ 
ron). Anthems for the punk rock youth, but also 
some pointed societal observations along the 
way. Simple, but potent. (PO Box 157, High 
Bridge, NJ 08829) 

VISION-Watching The World Burn (Epi¬ 
taph) 

As one of my Massachusetts friends would 
say, wicked average. Maybe slightly above 
wicked average. I’ve played this album through 
a number of times and it comes and goes with¬ 
out really eliciting a strong reaction one way or 
another. I’ve liked previous releases by Vision 
but, truth be told, I haven’t played them all that 
much in recent years. Fast, melodic hardcore 
with crack musicianship, an east coast tough¬ 
ness, from-the-heart lyrics and “oozin’-ahs” 
harmonies. Dave Franklin has improved as a 
vocalist over the years and the twin guitar sound 
is full-bodied. “Predictable”? Yeah, to an ex¬ 
tent it is, although that song does add a reggae 
break (I don’t much care for it, either). The clas¬ 
sic “tweener” album—some of it’s pretty good 
and none of it sucks outright. Vision are pump¬ 


ing it out much the same way they always have, 
maybe a bit more polished than in the past, but 
you know what to expect. (2798 Sunset Blvd., 
LA, CA 90026) 

VOICE OF REASON-New Beginnings 
(Triple Crown) 

A solid mix of ‘88-style posi-core and 
melody intertwine. Contrasts exist here, as can 
be seen on the opening track “Still The Same,” 
with a by-the-books “still true” theme ham¬ 
mered out in a token youth crew style, but 
complemented with poppy “whoa-oh” vocal 
backups and a melodic chord progression. 
Straying from preachiness or songs of unity and 
togetherness, a more personal relationship-fo¬ 
cused songbase seems to make up the lyrical 
content. Melodic guitar parts, and sensitive in¬ 
terpersonal lyrics are punctured by shout- 
alongs, and changing tempos on tracks like “The 
Most Beautiful Girl In Town,”, “Always The 
Other Guy,” “One For One,” and “To Be Alone”. 
An upbeat take on a very stylized, classic 
hardcore style. An enjoyable, lively fusion of 
straight ahead fury and hook-laden pop-oriented 
rock. (331 W. 57th St., PMB 472, NY, NY 
10019) (Mike) 

VON ZIPPERS-Blitzhacker (Estrus) 

Pounding their way through the garbage can. 
The Von Zippers offer a stripped-down, infec¬ 
tious brand of garage punk and do it with a 
whole lot of venom, arrogance and gut-punch¬ 
ing catchiness. Nasty guitar swipes, punctuated 
with a little feedback here and there and occa¬ 
sional organ, plus spirited drumming and pul¬ 
sating bass-lines. Lean and mean, capturing the 
essence of classic rock ‘n roll. A slight tip of 
the helmet to Mister Childish and the occasional 
Who-ish sweep, but these guys are more mad 
than mod. Hits you right where it counts and 
not an ounce of excess. Every chord counts. This 
disc is a collection of 7” and comp releases... 
and if this sounds tasty, the Zippers’ 1999 al¬ 
bum “Bad Generation” is equally worthwhile. 
(PO Box 2125, Bellingham, WA 98227) 

VOORHEES/DEVOID OF FAITH-Split 
(Gloom/Coalition) 

DEATH TO FALSE HARDCORE! Those 
words are exclaimed on Devoid Of Faith’s lyric 
sheet and they were certainly a welcome anti¬ 
dote to the stale, static metal that stole 
hardcore’s mantle for awhile. Unfortunately, 
they called it quits during ‘99. But the two bands 
on this split reclaim the music’s brutallizing 
roots and forge ahead with high-speed, punish¬ 
ing aggro. Harsh, angry and visceral and refus¬ 
ing to give in to society’s conventions, even 
when long past the adolescent threshold. De¬ 
void Of Faith, in particular, were inspiring to 
this aging writer and I regret never having seen 
them live. The Voohees are on track, here, with 
a hard-charging, double-time 4/4 thrash assault, 
as opposed to the grindcore in which they’ve 
occasionally indulged on other releases and the 
songs are the better for it. “Heavily Salted” 
slows it down to an effective mid-tempo, 
anthemic pummel. Feel the power... (PO Box 
14253, Albany, NY 12212) 

WALLS OF JERICHO-The Bound Feed The 
Gagged (Trustkill) 

What a kick in the ass to (finally) hear a 
woman’s voice in the world of new school metal 
hardcore. Almost entirely a white boy’s club, 
Candace Kucsulain’s vocals are a welcome 
change to the tradition of heavy hardcore. The 
lyrics reflect a feminist approach in dealing with 
the many problems of today, and her vocals are 
screamy and intense. Unfortunately, the songs 
themselves are still generic, metal riffing chugga 
chugga hardcore done to death, brought back 
to life, and then driven into the ground again by 
the four white guys who play behind her. (23 
Farm Edge Lane, Tinton Falls, NJ, 07724) (Ja¬ 
son) 

WALLYS-Clean Up (Mutant Pop, EP) 

The Wallys blatantly rip off The Queers on 
this four song EP. They definitely get the sappy 
love song formula down perfectly but, then, who 
doesn’t anymore? In an attempt to get a more 
objective view of the band I played this for sev¬ 
eral diehard pop punk fans. So far everyone 
thinks it is a rather uninspired attempt at steal¬ 


ing a bit of The Queers’ thunder. If bubblegum 
pop punk in your thing, then support one of the 
five hundred bands doing this in your own town. 
(5010 NW Shasta, Corvallis, OR 97330) 
(David) 

THE WANT-Greatest Hits Volume 5 (South¬ 
ern Lord) 

Heavy duty hard rock and, if the Led Zep¬ 
pelin and Captain Beyond (a band few of you 
have ever heard of) pilferages are shameless, 
well, more power to ‘em. While things get a 
little sloggish towards the end, there’s enough 
looseness and crank-it-up power to hold this 
headbanger’s attention. Big riffs, space in be¬ 
tween and even somewhat catchy. Quite cred¬ 
ible retromongering. (PO Box 291967, LA, CA 
90029) 

WARREN COM MISSION-Rendezvous 
With You (Espo, EP) 

Remember Velocity Girl? They had a pretty¬ 
sounding female vocalist with an aggressive pop 
stance. This band takes off where VG ended 
with an enjoyable (and well-designed) 5-song 
EP. Sarah Dudek’s singing “nyah-nyah-nyah” 
is perfect as she has the right vocal pipes to get 
away with singing that line without sounding 
cloying. Too bad the Dead Kennedys and Lee 
Harvey Oswald Band aren’t still around, these 
three bands could tour together... (PO Box 63, 
Allston, MA 02134) (Scott) 

WATTS (Estrus) 

New band featuring ex-Mono Men Dave 
Crider and Aaron Roeder and two new recruits. 
There’s still some of the garage rock thing, but 
the 70s-inspired rock ‘n roll is a pumped-up 
attribute, as well. No wank, though. Any solos 
are sharp and economical and the songs have 
an abundance of bounce, boogie and the requi¬ 
site nastiness, while also remaining catchy. Even 
a tough-as-nails semi-ballad in “Out Of My 
Mind,” with tension seething under the surface 
and those drums still bashing mightily and some 
tasty guitar work. “Tanratula” and “(C’mon and) 
Drug Me” are good examples of their lean, 
mean, hard-hitting approach. Timeless rock 
music, as well-worn as it comes and it sounds 
just fine to me. (PO Box 2125, Bellingham, WA 
98227) 

WEAKERTHANS-Left and Leaving (Sub 
City) 

I’m impressed. I can’t decide which 
Weakerthans album I like better, so I’ll enjoy 
them equally for different reasons. This new 
venture seems slower and in a way more solid, 
as the songs seem to all relate to each other. 
Each song can be enjoyed on its own, but they 
tie together to tell a story, or relate a complex 
emotion of life itself (the potpourri mix of hard¬ 
ship and joy). The music moves smoothly from 
one song to the next, demonstrating that it isn’t 
just a collection of songs. It’s more thought out 
than most records from the hardcore punk scene, 
which some people obviously wouldn’t include 
this in. The Weakerthans sound might land them 
in a more rock category for most people, though 
there are aspects of folk and jazz as well. A good 
amount of it reminds me somewhat of Phil Ochs 
or a similar songwriter. Powerful songs, with 
real emotions honestly conveyed. It’s nothing 
to go crazy dancing to or to scream along with. 
It’s a nice change if you want something more 
relaxed with lyrics that will stick with you and 
you may find yourself relating to more than you 
may with much of the empty rhetoric or cliches 
of many contemporary bands. I even remem¬ 
ber a couple of these songs from when I heard 
them played a year ago while the Weakerthans 
were on tour. This release benefits Art City in 
Winnipeg. A non-profit community center gar¬ 
nering space for inner city youth to learn, expe¬ 
rience and create art. (PO Box 7495, Van Nuys, 
CA 91409-7495) (Jonathan) 

WELFARE-On A Mission (Rocknroll Blitz¬ 
krieg, EP) 

The sort of spirited punk rock ‘n roll you 
could blast all day and if you don’t want to, 
then what’s the fuckin’ problem, anyway? Big 
chords, big riffs, big hooks, big attitude and 
power, power, power. Hell, they make a song 
about suicide, “Merry Go Down,” goddanged 
catchy. For a moodier, feedback-laced turn, try 













“Turn The Heat On.” 6 songs spread over 12 
inches of vinyl, making it nice and loud. Mis¬ 
sion accomplished. (PO Box 11906, Berkeley, 
CA 94712) 

WELT-Broke Down (BYO) 

Originally released in ‘98 on Dr. Dream 
Records, which went belly-up shortly after. 
Clean-sounding, accessble pop/punk, although 
with a tad more bitterness and emotionalism. 
Crystal-clear sound, courtesy of the Blasting 
Room production team. Not too happy-go-lucky 
sounding, as the lyrics deal with the frustrations 
of day-to-day life in a way everyone can relate 
to. Similar to Shades Apart before that band 
went completely ‘mersh, right down to the vo¬ 
cals. A bit more depth than many bands play¬ 
ing in this style, although not really inspiring 
fierce devotion or anything. (PO Box 67A64, 
LA, CA 90067) 

WHAT HAPPENS NEXT?-Hollow Victory 
(Not A Problem, 10”)/Stand Fast Armaged¬ 
don Fighter!!! (Sound Pollution) 

Bringin’ it back? You bet—the “it” is un¬ 
adulterated, ultra-thrashing hardcore or “ban¬ 
dana thrash,” as they call it. “Hollow Victory” 
is a 10” EP released sometime in ‘99 and “Stand 
Fast” is their newest album, their first “proper” 
full-length. Tight, powerful, ripping songs with 
thoughtful lyrics on a number of topics, includ¬ 
ing Samurai warriors, a reference to The Three 
Musketeers and a song sung in Japanese that 
attempts to explain vegetarianism and veganism 
to WHN?’s fans in that country. The lyric in¬ 
serts for both releases also include personal 
observations on most of the songs. WHN? are 
a “positive” band, yet there’s nothing cheesy or 
contrived about it, at least from where I sit. Four 
guys get together and decide to play the hard ‘n 
fast music they grew up listening to. A throw¬ 
back, for sure, but a welcome one. True and in- 
your-face. ( Not A Problem : PO Box 480802, 
SF, CA 94142-0802 /Sound Pollution : PO Box 
17742, Covington, KY 41017) 

WIPERS-The Power Of One (Zeno) 

The Wipers continue to be a unique and com¬ 
pletely underrated entity. Essentially the vision 
of one man, Greg Sage, for over 20 years and 
it’s an instantly-identifiable sound. I guess that’s 
a way of saying this album could just as easily 
come out in the early 80s as much as now, ex¬ 
cept that Sage’s lyrics now come from more of 
a wizened perspective. Those look both inward 
and outward, down to the most basic plaint of 
personal need for “Rest Of My Life,” as in “I 
wanna be with you the rest of my life.” Warm, 
yet somber tones and if a guitar can elicit a range 
of emotions. Sage is a master of it. No one plays 
guitar in a similar fashion and it’s the center- 
piece of the Wipers’ approach. His vocals are 
understated, but equally effective at adding to 
the mood. Kind of a lengthy piece and the qui¬ 
etude of the last few songs lessen the impact, 
slightly. Still, a credible effort from an icono¬ 
clastic artist, doing things his way, regardless 
of time or trends. (PO Box 97281, Phoenix, AZ 
85060) 

WITHIN BLOOD (Resist) 

Featuring ex-members of a plethora of Aus¬ 
tralian metalcore outfits, including Mindsnare, 
Within Blood exists as a more fast paced, old 
school style HC outfit fronted by those with a 
proclivity towards metal, and it shows. Belched 
Rick-Ta Life-style vocals encircle fluctuating 
fast paced riffing, and thudding metallic sludge, 
and ultimately this band comes off like more of 
a tormented speedier Hatebreed infused outfit, 
than the posi, hoodie-touting, varsity lettered, 
two-fmgers-in-the-air style that the packaging 
might suggest. A genuine speed/tempo shifting 
sense of savageness, with decent chord progres¬ 
sions, and some pummeling shout-alongs to 
boot. Not especially invigorating in its innova¬ 
tion, offering little that is unusually hard hit¬ 
ting or refreshing in the brutality category (vo¬ 
cally or otherwise), this release nevertheless 
holds its own throughout its half hour duration. 
Solid, vitriolic HC from the land down under, 
nothing mindblowing, but those rugged sludge/ 
speed changeups sure do satisfy. (PO Box 372, 
Newtown NSW, AUSTRALIA 2042) (Mike) 

WLOCHATY-Droga Oporu (Nikt Nic 


Niewie) 

Obviously, I’ve been a naughty, naughty 
boy because I’m being punished right now. 
Wlochaty are “anarcho punx” from Poland 
who play really annoying and downright dull 
punk rock complete with bad translations in 
their lyric booklet. They actually have a song 
called “Meanness (the voice of animals),” 
which has a really good message but does 
nothing to put a new perspective on a sub¬ 
ject we’ve all read about a zillion times. Plus, 
“Meanness?” Translator please! To their 
credit, Wlochaty spend a lot of time present¬ 
ing positive messages in their thick booklet 
filled with info on the history of anarchist 
thought, McLibel, an interview with a 
butcher, Anarchist Black Cross and info on 
your rights when you get stopped by the cops 
in Poland. My suggestion is skip the music, 
read the booklet and then pass it along to 
someone else. (PO Box 53, 34-400 Nowy 
Targ, POLAND) (Jason) 

WORKIN’ STIFFS-Through Thick & Thin 
(TKO, EP) 

The title is a tribute to their drummer Eric, 
who has been sidelined with a stroke. Thank¬ 
fully, he appears to be recovering, but a return 
to the band is still questionable. Eric appears 
on 4 of the 6 songs here and, in the meantime, 
the Stiffs soldier on with another drummer. 
Spirited melodic punk that doesn’t represent any 
departure or major progression. The cover of 
the Weirdos’ “Solitary Confinement” doesn’t 
pack the full-bore rage of the original, unfortu¬ 
nately, but they fare just fine with their own 
songs. (PMB #103, 4104 24th St., SF, CA 
94114) 

THE WORLD IS MY FUSE-Good Inten¬ 
tions (Espo) 

This band’s name always throws me. I an¬ 
ticipate sound as frenetic and intense as Rites 
of Spring when, in fact, a more apt comparison 
might be The Foo Fighters. I don’t mean that as 
an insult necessarily—TWIMF is nowhere near 
as slick and calculating as Dave Grohl’s project. 
They do, however, share the same sort of poppy 
hooks and classic rock trappings infused with 
some punk sensibility. I’m reminded of how, 
back in the eighties, the occasional group of 
metalheads would show up to 10,000 Maniacs 
gigs expecting a heavy set of mayhem befit¬ 
ting the group’s name only to encounter Natalie 
Merchant and Co.’s lite college pop. Anyhoo, 
TWIMF might not be what I initially expected 
but they’re a very good band on their own terms. 
Lead singer Elgin James’s breathy rasp doesn’t 
win you over by force or volume but, instead, 
creates an air of intimacy which is every bit as 
commanding. Well-thought out songs and pas¬ 
sionate, convincing performances make this al¬ 
bum a worthwhile listen. (PO Box 63, Allston, 
MA 02134) (Chris) 

WORTHLESS-Slow City (Taang) 

All in the attitude, baby, and the Worthless 
exude a wise-assed snottiness and also have a 
knack for bashing out some catchy punk rock 
that mixes up ‘77-era punk, garage and rock ‘n 
roll influences. And while I recognize New York 
City’s contributions to punk’s legacy, there’s 
something gratifying about hearing these west 
coast boys singing “fuck New York!” There are 
some stinging guitar licks throughout, along 
with the arrogant vocals. Duane Peters pro¬ 
duced and the Worthless are cut from the same 
down ‘n dirty cloth. (706 Pismo Ct., San Di¬ 
ego, CA 92109) 

WRETCHED ONES-We Don’t Belong To 
Nobody (Headache) 

Ever hear the expression “keep it simple, 
stupid”? That could be the Wretched Ones’ 
credo. Harboring no illusions of being big rock 
stars, making rock ‘n roll their main career or 
dining on steak, for that matter. They eat 
burgers, instead, got bills to pay and are settled 
nicely into their lives. A six-pack of Schaefer 
(in cans!) is the reward. “I like drinking beer 
and rock ‘n roll” is another motto. The 
Wretched Ones’ music is equally direct and 
basic. Catchy punk with an oi influence, with 
nice loud guitars and gruff vocals. “Rules” 
speeds things up to a ravenous tempo. This New 
Jersey foursome have been plying this boister¬ 


ous fodder for a number of years and it remains 
quite enjoyable. (PO Box 204, Midland Park, 
NJ 07432) 

WRETCH LIKE ME-Calling All Cars 
(Owned & Operated) 

Some big hooks here, delivered with a gut- 
level dose of power. I believe I made some 
Rollins comparisons on their first album and I 
don’t quite hear that this time. What I do hear 
are a solid 1-2 guitar punch, raspy vocals and 
the standard LOUD Blasting Room production. 
A definite page from the Nirvana songbook and 
maybe a hint of Cheap Trick in there, particu¬ 
larly for “Desperate,” but it’s the good Cheap 
Trick, not the treacly one. “Never Turn Your 
Back On Rock ‘n Roll” delivers the promise of 
its title with a punchy drive, while “MRR” also 
rocks convincingly, while stating the claim “I’m 
a singer, not a political tool,” “I’m here to en¬ 
tertain; that’s all I do” and “I’m just here to play 
some music,” but “if you can get something out 
of what I sing that’s great.” And while some 
might take tremendous issue with such an atti¬ 
tude and eschew this band for not having a deep 
enough committment to one agenda or another, 
the personal lyrics do capture life’s day to day 
frustrations. If bands want to put across an ide¬ 
ology and do it creatively, there’s nothing wrong 
with that. On the other hand, not every band 
has to have such a manifesto to prove their wor¬ 
thiness, at least for this writer. Catchy tunes and 
volume—not a new concept, but it remains ef¬ 
fective. (PO Box 36, Ft. Collins, CO 80522) 

XIII PFP-Redefine (An Object At Rest/ 
Double Down) 

The self-styled “Silliest Band in All of Beau¬ 
tiful Pennsylvania” seems to have some of that 
frat-band stink about them but it might just be 
the... horns. I don’t usually like ska and I’ve 
never felt that Biohazard would benefit from 
the Bosstones’ horn section but it’s hard to deny 
that XII PFP rock like crazy. Like I say, some¬ 
thing about the performances strikes me as too 
refined and collegiate for heavy hardcore but. 


disc with, um, horns and occasional forays into 
ska... Go figure. (PO Box 458, Kulpsville, PA 
19443) (Chris) 

YAWP!-Progression (Kangaroo) 

Progression? Must refer to the state of world 
affairs and personal issues that Yawp! sing 
about. They’re hoping things will improve on 
all fronts, but the lyrics that castigate transgres¬ 
sions by the US, UK and Chilean dictator 
Pinochet indicate that we have a long way to 
go, in that regard. It’s not a musical progres¬ 
sion but, rather, a good ‘ol fashioned slam-bang 
hardcore effort. Not just a one-dimensional as¬ 
sault, though; along with the speed, there are 
tuneful elements and dramatic buildups. A de¬ 
cided mid-80s thrash style, without the metal 
tint. “Playground” even takes a ballad-y turn 
without getting maudlin. Something about no¬ 
bullshit hardcore still does the trick, after all 
this time. (Middenweg 13, 1089AA 
Amsterdam, NETHERLANDS) 

ZEKE-Dirty Sanchez (Epitaph) 

I was on an eGroup list for a certain band 
that shall remain nameless (ah, what the hell— 
Rocket From The Crypt) and left because it was 
getting too snooty; a decidedly anti-punk bias. 
One person, in particular, caught my ire with 
their dismissal of Zeke, while lauding the great¬ 
ness of L7, a band whose peak arguably hap¬ 
pened about a decade ago. This same twit said 
that Zeke didn’t have one memorable song or 
anything worthwhile to offer. Fuck that shit! 
“Dirty Sanchez” is another installment of road- 
tested, brain-burning rock ‘n roll by these Se¬ 
attle hellions. “Let’s Get Drugs,” a highlight of 
their set when they opened for, uh, L7 during 
the summer of ‘99, leads the pack with a high¬ 
speed onslaught. Equally effective at the speed- 
limit-breaking barrage as they are at pure rock 
‘n roll bash and any band that could make 
Fleetwood Mac’s “RJiiannon” into something 
listenable has powers greater than anything I 
could possibly fathom. Raspy-voiced venom, a 
twin guitar blaze and a credo that states “I Don’t 


by and large, this is an aggressive and powerful Give A Fuck.” Guarandamnteed to rip you a new 
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one... maybe a couple. (2798 Sunset Blvd., LA, CA 90026) 


ZEN GUERRILLA-TVance States In Tongues (Sub Pop) 

This band have been around for awhile but I never paid a 
whole lot of attention to them until hearing a 5” single released 
on the Allied label that featured a righteously-rockin’ Little Ri¬ 
chard cover. Anyway, turns out these guys have the rock bug 
and have it bad and that’s a good thing. You follow? Bluesy, 
boogie with an abundance of powerchords and harmonica add¬ 
ing to the ambiance. That ambiance is also somewhat loopy- 
sounding, and I don’t mean sound-loops or samples. There’s an 
overarching buzz, a haze, an expansive float and the heard- 
through-the-clouds vocals lend to that qualilty. Bowie’s 
“Moonage Daydream” seems like an odd cover choice here, but 
the Guerrilla capture the spaceshot essence of the song, adding 
a burst of feedback to its conclusion. On their own “Pepper¬ 
mint,” “Slow Motion Rewind” and “Heart Attack,” the songs 
move with locomotive-rock authority. Yeah, there’s a retro feel, 
to an extent, but Zen Guerrilla know the difference between trib¬ 
ute and a starting point and their approach follows the latter 
path. Quite well, I might add. (PO Box 20645, Seattle, WA 
98102) 

ZEROS-Right Now! (Bomp) 

Early LA punks the Zeros release their first new album in 
about 5 years and it’s a mix of no-BS rock, pop instincts and 
garage and ‘77 punk roots. Some of the cover choices are obvi¬ 
ous—the Sonics’ “Strychnine,” the Seeds’ “Pushin’ Too Hard” 
and the Dolls’ “Chatterbox,” but I’d have to say they’re handled 
competently. There’s definitely a tough, journeyman energetic 
aesthetic here, especially on such tracks as “Handgrenade Heart,” 
“Talkin’” and “DoThe Swim.” Wouldn’t say this blows my mind 
or anything, but it gives no indication they’re washed-up fogies, 
either. (PO Box 7112, Burbank, CA 91510) 

ZILLIONAIRES (Pelado/Unity Squad) 

“I wanna hear some DUM rocknrolllNot a bunch of crap 
that speaks to my soul’.’ Lay in’ it on the line how they feel and, 
I’ll tell ‘ya, the DUM rocknroll that the Zillionaires yowl about 
can speak to your soul. Or shake it up a bit. Arrogant, brash and 
spirited rockin’ punk. Not even D-U-M-B, as with the Ramones, 
who they don’t sound anything like, by the way. Primitive and 
bashing compositions with a minimum of chords and rarely 
cracking the two minute barrier. Produced by Jeff Dahl, who 
knows a thing or two about this sort of ear-bending swill. A lack 
of couth? Couth and rock ‘n roll don’t mix, anyway. Turn this 
fucker up. (Unity Squad : 354 West 100 North, Logan, UT 84321) 



A radio show featuring punk, hardcore, garage rock and other 
extreme music from the 60s to the present... 

Hosted byAI from Suburban Voice 'zine. 


WED. 3:00-4:30 PM on ALLSTON-BRIGHTON FREE RADIO, 
1630 and 1670 AM in ALLSTON, MASS. 


Info: www.abfreeradio.org (webcasting begins this fall!!) 
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COMPILATIONS 


A COMPILATION DEDICATED TO TIM 
YO MAMA (bootleg) 

Yow... this 37 song LP of ripping 80s North 
American hardcore takes me back to those 
Mystic Records compilation albums that had 
one crazed thrasher after another, with the tight 
sequencing barely giving you enough time to 
catch your breath. Meant as a tribute to the late 
Tim Yohannan’s work with Maximum Rock ‘n 
Roll and its various offshoots. Quite a few ul¬ 
tra-rare songs here and including bands I’ve 
spent a good amount of column inches ranting 
about over the years—the State, Articles Of 
Faith, Urban Waste, Offenders and Battalion Of 
Saints, for starters. New England is represented 
by DYS (“Brotherhood”—not so rare), 
Deathwish, CIA and the scurrilous Vile, whose 
album has become quite a hot item, apparently. 
There’s an obscure demo track by Negative 
Approach (“DABF”) and unearthed gems by 
5051, Negative Gain, Pig Children, Willful Ne¬ 
glect (the wonderful “Eat My Shit And Die”) 
and DC’s Youth Brigade. Just speed and bum 
and with an unaffected rawness, before every¬ 
thing got so complicated. Don’t know how easy 
this will be to find, but check the usual disrepu¬ 
table sources, (no address) 

A FISTFUL OF ROCK ‘N ROLL VOLUME 
1-6 (Tee Pee) 

To all those snooty critiques and alleged 
tastemakers who say rock ‘n roll is dead—YOU 
CAN TAKE THAT ASSESSMENT AND 
SHOVE IT UP YOUR MOTHERFUCKING 
ASS!! I’ll tell ‘ya—the last straw was getting a 
CD to review by some raver unit called Alice 
Deejay called “Who Needs Guitars Anyway.” I 
do, dammit! Everyone does! That particular disc 
went right into the sell box and without regret. 
With VERY few exceptions, if it doesn’t have 
guitars, I don’t wanna hear it. 

Anyway, here we have a six pack (so far— 
13 volumes are on the docket!) of full-blooded, 
for-real kick-ass ramalama. The 96 tracks on 
these six separate discs, assembled by Electric 
Frankenstein’s Sal C., proves that the bullshit 
“rock is dead” argument to be far from true. 
Call it punk ‘n roll, garage punk, whatever— 
the idea is to bring the fun back, keep the gui¬ 
tars loud and convey that classic DGAF (Don’t 
Give A Fuck) attitude. Actually, these bands DO 
give a fuck about keeping this music alive. And 
it isn’t monochromatic, either. Sure, more than 
a few recycle those Johnny Thunders licks and 
keep the chords to a minimum, but there are 
variations. On the first two installments, you’ll 
find the noiser emanations of Easy Action, with 
ex-Negative Approach/Laughing Hyenas 
howler John Brannon, the pure AC/DC-isms of 
El Diablo and it’s mighty clever how an organ 
comes in to replicate the “Long Way To The 
Top” bagpipes at the conclusion of their song. 
Then there’s the snot-pop of Nutrajet. And while 
most of these songs are previously-released, I’m 
not going to complain when there are such 
brain-frying units as Zeke, Streetwalkin’ Chee¬ 
tahs, B-Movie Rats, Jakkpot, La Donnas or EF. 
And watch out for such up ‘n comers (or not 
Previously well-known to this writer) as the 
Mud City Manglers, Haunted Head and Dead 
Man's Choir. 

Moving on to Volumes 3 & 4, no let-up in 
® ner gy. Hot-ass scorch from the Reds, 
Stuntmen, Spitfires, Valentine Killers, the R&B/ 
garagier Lovemasters and Tricky Woo and Who- 
jsh Von Zippers, as well as wizened vets the 
Cowgirls and Jeff Dahl, to name just a 
ew - Not really a shit track in the bunch. 

volumes 5 & 6 aren’t quite as mind-blow- 
'ni ^ net ls cast a little further, but there’s 
1 * a 8°od amount of swill to reccomend—the 
aw drive of the Boozers, TV Killers, Weak- 
g s > fun glam punk by the Trash Brats, hot- 
1 rock ‘n roll from Gluecifer, Turbonegro and 

KikI P Py ^ en ^ uer *ll a - Wliat m ight be one of 

died ^ S ^ ,na l re l eases a l so a PP ears (having 
the °u ^ ra * n cancer recently), but it’s a bit on 
^nbdued side, unfortunately, 
plorj ca v °lume has an interesting essady, ex- 
g wild ‘n crazy music from the late 50s 


into the 70s, giving background for where the 
punk attitude came from. It still lives and any¬ 
one who says differently should be ignored. Or 
force-fed these righteous sounds at the appro¬ 
priate volume. (PO Box 20307, NY, NY 10009- 
9991) 

A TRIBUTE TO THE RUTS VOL. 1 (Re¬ 
jected) 

A so-so tribute to a great band. The Ruts’ 
combination of brawny punk, reggae and me¬ 
lodic haunt certainly brightened up the period 
between the ‘77 punk and early ‘80s hardcore 
waves. Their best songs, “In A Rut,” “Staring 
At The Rude Boys,” “Babylon’s Burning,” etc... 
are resolute classics in my book. Malcolm 
Owen’s gruff vocals stood out and, sadly, he 
ended up being a casualty in 1980 to the heroin 
addiction he often sang about. Shit... it’s been 
20 years. Unbelievable. So now there’s this trib¬ 
ute and, outside of Red Alert, the giddy Wat 
Tyler (a piss-take acapella Babylon’s Burning) 
and maybe External Menace and Adolf & The 
Piss Artists, this is a collection of mainly lesser- 
known bands. Red Alert deliver a potent “West 
One (Shine On Me),” which was the band’s fi¬ 
nal 7” before Owen’s death. Striknein DC’s “Jah 
War” captures the song’s reggae essence and 
the Bloody Mutant’s turn “Out Of Order” into 
a UK-82 burner. On the other hand, Travis Cut’s 
thrashing up of “In A Rut” doesn’t work too 
well. While most of the performances are cred¬ 
ible and, at worst, perfunctory, it might make a 
novice wonder what the big deal was. Well, they 
were a big deal and the Ruts’ recordings should 
be sought out. (PO Box 6591, Dun Laoghaire, 
Co. Dublin, IRELAND) 

ALL SYSTEMS GO (Open Handed/ 
UnderEstimated) 

Not to be confused with anything Rocket 
From the Crypt-related, this is a collection of 
bands covering 80s hardcore songs, which is a 
lot cooler than covering 80s glam metal in my 
book. Some obvious, such as 7 Seconds or Mi¬ 
nor Threat, some less-so, such as a hot version 
of Beyond’s “Vitality” by Close Call. Chain Of 
Strength’s “Just How Much” is a natural for 
Bane’s sweeping hardcore sound and Aaron’s 
commanding vocals. Reach The Sky bring out 
the inherent melodicism for Rites Of Spring’s 
“Spring.” Eyelid turn the DK’s “Forward To 
Death” into a heavier beast. Until Today actu¬ 
ally improve on the Teen Idles’ “Sneakers.” Also 
of note: Standard Issue doing Wide Awake’s 
“Hold True,” Ensign’s “Say It To My Face” 
(Underdog) and Supersleuth’s “Use Your Head” 
(Uniform Choice). Respectin’ the roots. (CD 
on Open Handed, PO Box 305, Allston, MA 
02134/Vinyl on UnderEstimated, PO Box 
13274, Chicago, IL 60613) 

ANOTHER BOSTON PUNK COMP. (Ro¬ 
dent Popsicle) 

The underbelly of Boston punk, mainly fea¬ 
turing bands that don’t always get a lot of ink 
or hype. The dead bands contingent is repre¬ 
sented by August Spies, with their aggressive 
snot-punk and the heavier sounds of Shoot The 
Hostages. Toxic Narcotic’s “Paddy’s Leather 
Britches” aka the bagpipe song provides a spir¬ 
ited introduction and “Asshole” pulls no 
punches. A Poor Excuse play in a hard/fast old- 
school hardcore vein. CHUD sound a little like 
early Unseen. The Statistics and Mortarblast 
each offer a pair of fast-paced punk tunes. 
Deguelo work the heavy/Helmet axis with low- 
tuned guitars and a medium tempo that’s slightly 
better than the WAAF swill, if not quite my thing 
anymore. 175 Grams, Razorwire and the Baby 
Shakers round things out. There’s more to Bos¬ 
ton than just the better-known bands and this 
comp proves that point. Not one pop song. (PO 
Box 335, Newton Ctr., MA 02459) 

BACK ON THE STREETS (Flat/TKO, EP) 

Two Boston bands, Dropkick Murphys and 
A Poor Excuse, plus two from Japan, Tom & 
Boot Boys and Slang and there’s some raging 
punk and hardcore, here. Despite the oi-like rep 


for the Dropkicks and Boot Boys, both bands 
add some decidedly hardcore moves to their 
compositions. Originals and covers from each, 
with Poor Excuse’s “I Don’t Wanna Hear It” 
the strongest. Slang sound like they have mur¬ 
der in the heart with “Move Ahead.” A concise 
display of power. Available on 10” or CD. (PMB 
#103,4104 24th St., SF, CA 94114) 

BARBARIC THRASH DETONATION (625) 

A CD and 7” set, inside a 7” size booklet... 
nice job by Max, pulling together thrash and 
grindcore bands from all over the world, many 
coming from Japan. Some of it’s a bit beyond 
the grind threshold for my tastes, but there are 
some bands offer up some hard-hitting, 4/4 
mania. Such bands as Seein’ Red, Ruido, 
Godstomper, Capitalist Casualties and Sense¬ 
less Apocalypse should be familiar to the speed- 
cravers out there. Charm, who open the CD, 
come on like Siege and that’s not a bad thing at 
all. Over 50 tracks in all, from 41 bands. After 
an hour of this, your head will feel as if it’s go¬ 
ing to explode, like the character on the front 
cover artwork. (PO Box 423413, SF, CA 94142- 
3413) 

BOSTON DROPS THE GLOVES: A TRIB¬ 
UTE TO SLAPSHOT (Flat/TKO) 

Is the tribute album a played out idea, at this 
point? Maybe, but Slapshot are certainly worth 
such a waxing. Or is it whacking? No, that’s 
what Choke did to audience members in the 
early days of the band with his ever-present 
hockey stick, but that’s another story altogether. 
So, to answer my own question, yes they’re 
worth the treatment. Slapshot’s songs have brute 
force, but also lyrical and melody lines that stick 
in your head. Bands from all across Massachu¬ 
setts contribute and, while it’s the typical case 
of not making you want to foresake the origi¬ 
nals, this is a brawling good time. Standing out, 
in particular, is the Irish jig that the Molly 
MacGuires throw in the middle of “Moment Of 
Truth,” the kitschy, wah-wah guitar and tawdry 
disco-isms of the Mighty Mighty Bosstones’ 
“What’s At State” and the power barrage pro¬ 
vided by the Trouble’s “Back On The Map,” 
the Vigilantes’ “Where There’s Smoke,” Intent 
To Injure’s “Step On It” Dropkick Murphys’ 
“I’ve Had Enough” and 30 Seconds Over 
Tokyo’s “Do What You Want.” Close Call get 
downright boisterous for “Might Makes Right” 
and add a humorous vamp at the conclusion. 
Other (guilty?) parties include Pinkerton Thugs, 
Ten Yard Fight, Blood For Blood and Anal Cunt. 
Some heavy hitters lay in’ the lumber just like 
Wensink, O’Reilly and Jonathan did in their 
heyday. (PMB #103, 4104 24th St., SF, CA 
94114) 

CAN’T STOP THIS TRAIN (Join The Team 
Player) 

For the compilers, hardcore is an impetus 
for political action, left wing political action in 
particular and the accompanying booklet lays 
out just how fucked-up things are getting in their 
native Germany. The rise of right-wing parties, 
crackdowns on immigrants, draconian welfare 
reform, crime initiatives... gee, sounds myste¬ 
riously like what’s going on in this country. 
Anyway, the booklet is superb, with essays 
about these issues in both English and German, 
accompanied with an 18 track CD, which I’m 
not quite as enthusiastic about. A sampling of 
hardcore and emo, most of it in a heavier, soul- 
scream vein. There are some exceptions—the 
fast-paced brutality of Seein’ Red and Reversal 
Of Man, the post-punk leaning Frodus and those 
are appealing. Less so are the acoustic track 
from the highly overrated Boy Sets Fire or the 
techno stylings from Refused—their hardcore 
stuff was a lot better, (distr. by Schematics, PO 
Box 14636, Gainesville, FL 32604) 

CAPITOL RADIO (Capitol Radio) 

Capitol Radio is a program broadcast on 
Saturday nights over a DC radio station and one 
of the instigators is Chris Suspect. Anyway, this 
is a comp that is sequenced like their program, 
with tight editing between songs, ID bumpers 
and the final track is a 9 minute audio collage 
of interviews, calls from listeners and other sil¬ 
liness, set to a somewhat annoying musical 
backdrop that gets in the way a little. A good 
spectrum of underground sounds, though, from 


the stirring hardcore of Kid Dynamite, Arson 
Family (RIP), Battery and Grey Area to catchy 
punk by Blanks 77, Showcase Showdown (their 
cover of Shampoo’s “Girl Power”), Four Letter 
Word, Traitors and United 121, with ex-Scream/ 
Suspects man Kent Stax. The Monorchid dish 
out some formidable abrasiveness, Hot Water 
Music’s track conveys a warm glow and Lickity 
Split do a decent job with soul chestnut “Leav¬ 
ing Here,” giving it a garage rock treatment, 
though Motorhead’s version remains definitive. 
A few skip-over tracks, such as the limp pop of 
Tuesday or the forgettable dub from the 
Pietasters and the Swingin’ Utters’ Poguetry 
isn’t too memorable, either. Enough good stuff 
to hold interest. (PO Box 229, Arlington, VA 
22210) 

CLASS PRIDE WORLD WIDE (Insur- 
gence) 

Ever get what you wished for? I had always 
wanted to see oi or skinhead bands with left- 
wing lyrics. That’s what this compilation is... 
punk, skin, ska and reggae bands from around 
the world who eschew racism, fascism and have 
a decidedly leftist tilt. Includes a radio track by 
the Pinkerton Thugs (from the same show that 
yielded the track on the SV 7”), plus rousers by 
the Street Troopers, Blastcaps, Worker and the 
punky Blaggers ITA. Didn’t care as much for 
the ska or reggae. Cool to hear some street music 
made by non-knuckleheads. (2 Bloor St. W, 
Suite 100-184, Toronto, ON M4W 3E2) 

DEATH TO FALSE METAL VOLUME 2 
(Probe) 

Here we go again... more 80s metal covers 
and a decent share of yuks and righteous rock 
to go along with some painful moments. In the 
latter camp, we have the low-fi disembowelment 
of Def Lep’s “Rock Of Ages” by 50 Million, 
although maybe that’s warranted, considering 
the lameness of the original. The gypsy version 
of Ozzy’s “Mr. Crowley” by Hyper Chvett isn’t 
too pleasant, either. On the plus side, the Mi¬ 
graines get the disc off to a humorous start with 
their Metallica meets the Ramones version of 
“Creeping Death.” Brass Cohones’ version of 
AC/DC’s “Big Balls” makes complete sense, if 
you think about it, and the female vocals are a 
nice touch (so to speak). Dumpster revive a great 
Criie song, “Live Wire”; ditto for the underrated 
Girlschool, covered by both the Buckweeds 
(“Let’s Go”) and Poison Ivvy (“Screaming Blue 
Murder”). Hellhammer? The pre-Celtic Frost 
band get homage from Sonic Enema. Don’t miss 
the bonus track by Dr. Dre Del, the Jewish rap 
sensation. Thrash, pop and traditional metal all 
get the treatment here and then some. I’m still 
waiting for someone to cover Slayer and Dio- 
era Sabbath, but that’ll have to wait for Vol. 3, 
lord help us. (PO Box 5068, Pleasanton, CA 
94566) 

DESTROY ALL MONSTERS (Meridian71) 

Nothing to do with the Michigan band or 
the schlocky horror movie of the same name. 
Hardcore bands from around New England and 
most of it pretty damn good. Intent To Injure 
come back for another go-round with a speedy, 
aggressive hardcore sound. Ditto for the Trust, 
who have since changed their name to Down 
But Not Out, Close Call and Embrace Today. 
Josh from Intent To Injure also has a new band, 
the double vocalist Civil Defense, who continue 
in a powerful vein. In Reach and Before I Break 
embrace a tad more melody in the aggressive 
framework. The underground is alive and well 
and not everyone is going metal or emo, either. 
(PO Box 86, Fall River, MA 02724) 

ESTRUS 100% APESHIT ROCK SAM¬ 
PLER (Estrus) 

Fine purveyors of gut-level rock ‘n roll and 
not all one-dimensional, either. Sure, the main 
emphasis is on bands that offer one combina¬ 
tion or another of punk, garage, hard rock and 
bluesy raunch and there are some rousing com¬ 
bos doing just that—the Von Zippers, TV Kill¬ 
ers, Lord High Fixers, Estrella 20/20 and Sugar 
Shack, off the top of my head. Crown Royals, 
on the other hand, do a cool James Brown-style 
instrumental, the Bobby teens mine the Stones 
for all it’s worth and Famous Monsters (with 
ex-White Zombie bassist Sean Yseult) do a surfy 
thing. A package from Estrus is always wel- 








come around here, since I know that rawness 
and the rebellious rockin’ spirit are almost al¬ 
ways going to be part of the equation. (PO Box 
2125, Bellingham, WA 98227) 

FIVE FINGERS OF DR. X (Triple X) 

Five bands contribute multiple tracks and it’s 
a rockin’ lineup. The Streetwalkin’ Cheetahs 
lead off with some fiesty rock fuel, particularly 
for the pure rush of “Kick Me Down” and 
lengthy, yet chaotic MC5-ish pummeller “Mass 
Confusion.” Tricky Woo sound a little more 
cock rocky than I recall in the past and some of 
the lead guitar work is fairly wanky. Still, they 
definitely conjure up 70s rrrrock memories. 
Gaza Strippers continue to impress with then- 
careening twin-guitar attack and Rick Sims’ 
trademark high-pitched vocals. “Take The 
Blame” is an octane corker and “Low Dog” 
drives the beat home nicely. ADZ combine 
melodic west coast punk and the punk ‘n roll 
thing with crafty, veteran verve. Finally, the 
Black Halos’ melodic garage punk packs on the 
chords and hooks and Billy Hopeless’ vocals 
maintain that Stiv Bators inflection. 100% rock. 
(PO Box 862529, LA, CA 90086) 

GIVE ‘EM THE BOOT II (Hellcat) 

PUNK O RAMA #5 (Epitaph) 

“Boot” is a sampler of Hellcat bands and 
their pals, including a bit of unreleased mate¬ 
rial, and it’s hit ‘n miss, but I’ll keep it around 
for the better stuff. “If The Kids Are United” 
has been covered by innumerable bands, but 
Rancid’s version is decent enough. F-Minus’ 
unreleased “Forget Yourself’ dishes out some 
mid-tempo aggro. The two spinoffs from the 
late, lamented Choking Victim, Leftover Crack 
and INDK, fare well, with the former sporting 
a similar ska-punk style as the Victim and the 
latter doing a straight-ahead punk thing. While 
the ska and reggae tracks don’t do much for this 
writer, Hepcat’s traditional sound is a welcome 
exception and the Gadjits’ song is scurrilous and 
catchy. The Rancid boys providing backing for 
a few reggae artists—Mad Lion (under the name 
Nocturnal), Buccaneer and Buju Banton and the 
rock/reggae tandem is credible, if not mind- 
blowing. Tiger Army’s punkabilly and the X- 
inspired Distillers are two other bright spots. 
The latest Punk-O-Rama comp also features 
exclusive tracks, upcoming material and demo 
versions and it’s also a roll of the dice. The new 
Zeke track, “Evil Dead,” is a killer and other 
noteable moments come from New Bomb 
Turks, All, Bombshell Rocks, Dwarves, Agnos¬ 
tic Front and NOFX. Voodoo Glow Skulls’ take 
on 50s rocker “Stranded In The Jungle” is an 
enjoyable novelty number. On the other hand, 
there’s a preponderance of double-click bass 
drum assembly-line melodic thrash. Refused 
could have been better represented than by the 
disco remix here and Straight Faced attempt¬ 
ing to be Korn is just laughable. (2798 Sunset 
Blvd., LA, CA 90026) 

HARDCORE: TRUE OR FALSE? (Kanga¬ 
roo) 

A reclamation project for hardcore. In other 
words, Henk’s definition is loud/fast/antisocial 
music and he’s reclaiming the moniker, after 
its been ceded to music that largely leaves out 
any punk influence. On this comp, there’s no 
pop, no metal, no emo (although YAWP get al¬ 
most emo-ish on one song). Almost an hour of 
pure hit and run bile and, if the purpose of this 
disc is to get you chomping at the bit to hear 
more by the various bands, it accomplishes the 
trick. I already know the greatness of Out Cold, 
Brother Inferior, Das Klown, 30 Seconds Over 
Tokyo, the Neighbors and Insult and now there 
are some more bands on the must-hear-more 
list. Portrait Of Poverty and the Commies in 
particular. Alien Blood Transfusion, a side-band 
for JE and Mark of Out Cold, win the best-cover 
sweepstakes, with their rendition of Suicide 
Commandos “Premature.” $5 ppd—you’re get¬ 
ting a bargain. Complete bum. (Middenweg 13, 
1098 AA, Amsterdam, NETHERLANDS) 

HELL AIN’T A BAD PLACE TO BE: A 
TRIBUTE TO AC/DC (Reptilian) 

Concentrating on the Bon Scott era, with 
only two post-1979 AC/DC tunes and that’s the 
way to go. Sure, a good chunk of AC/DC’s 
fanbase are usually sporting the mullet hairstyle, 


as pictured in the colorful and provocative Coop 
artwork, but the band’s appeal is timeless and 
you’ve got some heavy hitters paying homage 
here. Not a lot of bands fuck with the formula, 
either; the treatments are often to-the-letter, but 
I’d rather hear the songs that way than some 
disco remix or industrial/hip-hop bullshit. The 
Dwarves do attempt something of that sort for 
“Big Balls,” along with a thrashed-up chorus, 
and that does work. Ironboss add a bit of 
folksiness to “Whole Lotta Rosie.” Lollipop 
hitch some garage dirtiness to “Girl’s Got 
Rhythm.” Electric Frankenstein do “High Volt¬ 
age” with faithful applomb and the same char¬ 
acteristics apply for Zeke’s “Downpayment 
Blues,” REO Speedealer’s “Rocker” and 
Supersuckers’ “Rock ‘n Roll Singer.” If the 
Upper Crust’s “Back In Black” seems a little 
precious, with the arch ‘n snotty vocals, that’s 
the intent and the joke ran out for that band quite 
awhile ago. On the other hand, since the Crust 
have often been compared to AC/DC, they 
should be here. I wish SOMEONE had done 
“Up To My Neck In You,” which has lately be¬ 
come one of my favorite AC/DC tunes. “Kicked 
In The Teeth” would’ve been nice, too. Hell, 
the whole “Powerage” album is completely 
awesome and underrated in the band’s canon. 
Enough here to kick your butt, as Speedealer 
state at the outset of their track. (403 S. Broad¬ 
way, Baltimore, MD 21231) 

I LOVE METAL (Triple Crown) 

One could quibble with certain things here— 
no Metallica, no Sabbath, no Venom—but this 
tribute to mostly 80s-era metal definitely ex¬ 
udes some creativity. The Slayer songs that 
bookend the regular portion of the program (be¬ 
fore the forgettable, hidden Ozzy cover by 
Gardner) are a case in point; Reggie & The Full- 
Effect do a Sigue Sigue Sputnik on Slayer’s 
“Raining Blood” and Modest Mouse + Caifone 
turn “South Of Heaven” into a spooky acoustic 
campfire ditty. Hot Rod Circuit rock out for AC/ 
DC’s “Sin City” (from the phenomenal 
“Powerage”!), Avail tear through Motorhead’s 
“Iron Fist” and Mephiskapheles capture the evil 
brooding nature of Celtic Frost’s 
“Necromantical Screams,” complete with the 
horns, same as on the original. More people 
need to hear early Celtic Frost! Damn cool. 
Electric Frankenstein do bring along the rhythm 
machine, but do justice to Girlschool’s “Not For 
Sale.” On the other hand, the Get Up Kids pick 
a lame-o Criie song, “On With The Show,” and 
provide the wussy interpretation you’d expect. 
Lounge’s “Living After Midnight” suffers from 
too-sweet pop/punk vocals. At least there’s no 
Poison or Cinderella crap. And if you’re going 
to cover the Scorpions, how about something 
better than the crappy “No One Like You” by 
Jejune? Howzabout “Just Another Piece Of 
Meat,” from the scorchin’ “Lovedrive” album? 
Ahh, these kids. And while we don’t need the 
zillionth cover of Twisted Sister’s “We’re Not 
Gonna Take It,” at least Less Than Jake rip 
through it with gleeful spirit. So, sure, some 
track skipping is necessary, but I'd have to say 
this isn’t a bad sampling of metal... it covers 
the bases. Cool mullet photos, too. (331 West 
57th St., #472, NY, NY 10019) 

KILLED BY CRACKLE! (Crackle) 

Pop pop pop, mainly from the UK, with a 
few outsider interlopers. No double-speed 
Blink-182 swill, for the most part, but the sugar 
starts to get to ‘ya after awhile and there’s not a 
lot here that really kicks it into overdrive. Still, 
if the tuneful likes of Sicko, One Car Pile-Up, 
Chopper, J Church, etc., make you smile, here 
are 29 guitar-driven pop tunes. The muse mainly 
comes from the late 80s UK pop/punk well— 
Snuff, Mega City Four, etc... and those bands, 
in turn, drew their inspiration from the 
Buzzcocks et al. So it’s a valid lineage and not 
without some substance. Dillinger Four, of 
course, brighten up any comp, even if it’s the 
readily-available “Holy Shit.” Mainly taken 
from the Crackle catalog, plus a smattering of 
unreleased material. (PO Box 7, Otley LS21 
1YB, ENGLAND) 

MAGNETIC CURSES-A CHICAGO PUNK 
ROCK COMPILATION (Thick) 

Not all punk—there’s some ska (blah!), pop 
and a few post-punkish entries in here, but 


there’s a good representation of Chicago’s punk 
scene. They did skip hardcore and where oh 
where are the Rat Bastards? The old guard is 
represented by UK transplants the Mekons, re¬ 
doing their best song, “Where Were You,” which 
isn’t as groovy as the original but since the origi¬ 
nal might be hard to track down, it’ll have to 
do. Jeff Pezatti from Naked Raygun returns with 
his new band, The Bomb, and it’s in the same 
melodic vein that Raygun explored, only not 
quite delivering the knockout. Pegboy, with 
some of Jeff’s ex-Raygun bandmates, also fuse 
tunefulness and powerchords. Other energetic 
moments come courtesy of the underrated 
Lynard’s Innards, Apocalypse Hoboken, Mary 
Tyler Morphine, Traitors, Bitchy and the 
Nerves, who favor a nervously kinetic approach. 
Other names of note—the Strike and Gaza Strip¬ 
pers, although both have better songs. 26 songs 
in all, most of it exclusive to this comp and more 
good than not. Budget priced. (409 N. Wolcott 
Ave., Chicago, IL 60622) 

MIGHT AS WELL... CAN’T DANCE 
(Adeline) 

Bands that mainly emphasize the melodic 
side of the punk equation, without falling into 
pop/punk tedium. This comp also has the ad¬ 
vantage of featuring largely unreleased mate¬ 
rial, so it’s not a typical label sampler. And any 
comp that starts off with Dillinger Four has a 
huge advantage. Besides the almighty D4, there 
are enjoyable songs from the Enemies, God 
Hates Computers, Pinhead Gunpowder, 
Frustrators, Samiam (one of the better songs I’ve 
heard from them in awhile), Pinhead Gunpow¬ 
der, One Man Army (mod-pop sounding, here) 
and Common Rider. There’s also a vintage 
track, in a scrappier punk vein, from the mid- 
80s by Free Beer, who I remember from “Not 
So Quiet On The Western Front.” There’s also 
a foldout sleeve with a panel for each band. A 
decent sampling of west coast punk. (5337 Col¬ 
lege Ave., #318, Oakland, CA 94618) 

NEVER MIND THE SEX PISTOLS- 
HERE’S THE TRIBUTE (Radical) 

Surprised it took so long for someone to get 
around to a Pistols’ tribute., unless I missed one 
along the way. In any case, the “Bollocks” al¬ 
bum is covered in order and there are also a few 
b-sides and songs from “Swindle” included, 
such as Showcase Showdown’s loopy “Friggin’ 
In The Riggin’” and the underrated “Satellite” 
by Billyclub. The only semi-misfire is a too thin- 
sounding version of “God Save The Queen” by 
ICU. Otherwise, a good lineup, with Murphy’s 
Law, Boils, Blanks 77, Ducky Boys, LES 
Stitches, Krays (a kick-ass “Problems”), 
Submachine and Niblick Henbane paying trib¬ 
ute to the Swindlers. Don’t expect any surprises, 
though. (77 Bleecker St., #C2-21, NY, NY 
10012) 

NO GOOD TURN GOES UNPUNISHED 
(Retch) 

Strong collection of bruising UK punk and 
thrash, with a US interloper or two. Retch 
mainman Spike figures in a number of the acts 
here, including Sanity Assassins, Paradox UK, 
Parasites and Blitzkrieg, the latter with a ‘91 
version of “Lest We Forget,” which isn’t quite 
up to the level of the original No Future ver¬ 
sion. Mixing the old and new and the heritage 
is well-represented by Flux’s “Tube Disasters,” 
Abrasive Wheels’ “BBC,” One Way System’s 
“Jackie Was A Junkie,” Demob’s “No Room For 
You,” Varukers (live from ‘84) and others. 
Airboinb and Contempt are a few new(er) jacks 
that keep things pumping. A few repeats from 
previous comps, but still damn good. (49 Rose 
Crescent, Woodvale, Southport, Merseyside, 
ENGLAND PR8 3RZ) 

PUNK ASS GENEROSITY (Devil Doll/ 
Onefoot, dbl. CD) 

A benefit double CD, although the benefi¬ 
ciaries aren’t specified and that might not be a 
bad thing to list. Nor would contacts for the 
bands or where the material comes from, if 
you’re curious about any of the acts. 46 songs 
and only a handful of tracks I’d care to hear 
again, anyway. Mainly a poppy/punk selection, 
although there are welcome exceptions—let’s 
get to those songs, right away: boiling-over 
aggro by Sam The Butcher, Simply Kung Fu, 


drivingly melodic fodder by Radiobaghdad, 
Horace Pinker, Pinhead Circus and Propaghandi 
(a retitled “Homophobes Are Just Pissed,” but 
it’s the same song) and the garagey Hives and 
Electric Frankenstein. That’s about it. A good 
chunk of this material is previously-released, 
as well. Can’t say this is all that crucial. (PO 
Box 30727, Long Beach, CA 90853) 

PUNK GOES METAL (Fearless) 

The second one of these comps in this sec¬ 
tion, with bands doing 80s metal covers and 
spottier than the other one. Too much pop/pap, 
for one thing—Skid Row, Poison, Warrant, 
Tesla and White Lion don’t cut it around here. 
They’re covered by bands known for pop/punk, 
too, such as the Ataris, Ten Foot Pole and A 
New Found Glory and, since they’re the 
cleaned-up accessible side of punk, it makes 
sense for them to do the cleaned-up, accessible 
side of metal. The ska version of Metallica’s 
“Harvester Of Sorrow” by Link 80 and 
Megadeth’s “Holy Wars” by Rx Bandits are kind 
of lame, too. Sometimes, it’s too clean or blood¬ 
less—Tumedown’s take on Ozzy’s “I Don’t 
Know,” Dynamite Boy’s “TNT” or Diesel Boy’s 
“Looks That Kill.” Leave it to Guttermouth to 
win the offensiveness prize with St. Madness’ 
“Sexual Abuse” (don’t know the original). Big¬ 
wig do justice to Slayer’s “War Ensemble” and 
add a jazzy break in the middle. Best moment 
by far on an otherwise middling to mediocre 
collection. (13772 Goldenwest St. #545, 
Westminster, CA 92683) 

PUNX UNITE: INTERNATIONAL CHAOS 
(Charged) 

The second “Punx Unite” comp from fea¬ 
tures studded, spiky and shaven bands from all 
over the world and the US... not much that’s 
life-changing and a few subpar, generic tracks, 
but there are spirited contributions from the 
Virus, the Jinx (from Sweden), Poxy, 
Dipsomanie, Contaminated, Funeral Dress, the 
Casualties, Poxy and Distraught, with one of 
their last recordings. I’d guess. Punk no die. (PO 
Box 157, High Bridge, NJ 08829) 

RIGHT IN THE NUTS: A TRIBUTE TO 
AEROSMITH (Small Stone, dbl. CD) 

Don’t expect any of that Aerosmith song- 
doctor shit, here... nothing from post 1984, in 
fact. Being the purist I am, I might’ve restricted | 
it to anything thru “Night In The Ruts,” and I’m 
being generous with that album, even. “Light¬ 
ning Strikes”? “Let The Music Do The Talk¬ 
ing”? Puh-leeze! Although if it was the Perry 
version of “Music,” I might have been swayed. 1 
Anyway, the Boston bad boys get the deluxe 
tribute from a roster of mainly lesser-known ] 
artistes, although there are a smattering of 
“names” here—Electric Frankenstein doing 
“Sick As A Dog,” Alabama Thunderpussy tack¬ 
ling “Sweet Emotion,” local boys Scissorfight 
(a hefty “Lick and A Promise”) and Roadsaw 
(“Toys In The Attic”) and Altamont, fronted by 
the Melvins’ Dale Crover, hammering on “Make 
It.” It’s mainly bands from the Man’s Ruin/MIA/1 
Tee-Pee stable and others of that ilk. Have to 
say nobody messes things up too badly, except 
the proceedings tend to be lengthy, especially 
the weak version of “Remember” by Natas. On 
the other hand, hearing the obscure “Soul 
Shaker” (from the box set!) turned into a Miles 1 
Davis jam is kind of cool, although the hoe- 
down of “Chip Away At The Stone” by Gideofl 
Smith & The Dixie Damned is a love/haW« 
thingy, depending on your mood. I also might 
have liked to hear how some punk bands 
would’ve interpreted these songs, but that gen¬ 
eration probably would’ve rather covered, 
“Jamie’s Got A Gun” or some other wretch©* 
poop that’s tarnished Aerosmith’s once lofty 
moniker. So we’re probably better off with this 
line-up, because the affection for the band from 
most of these units is obviously genuine. Eto 
yourself a favor, though—get a copy of “Rocksl 
for the real deal. (PO Box 02007, Detroit, Ml 
48202) 

ROCK N ROLL AU GO-GO (Devil Doll, EP) 

Sal from Electric Frankenstein is a busy 
guy... he’s been involved with the “Fistful O* 
Rock ‘n Roll” compilation series and now here f 
another projected series of comps—a short®* 
take, with 2 songs each by four bands. Of course 







it’s loud, of course it rocks. Candy Snatchers 
should be well-known to readers of SV and, if 
not, where you been? Pizzle feature more of a 
primitive, stripped-down sound, although the 
vocal harmonies for “In My Livid Eyes’’ are 
kinda godawful. Rocket City High blast out 
more of a traditional badass hard rockin’ sound 
with a tinge of punk. Three Years Down wrap 
up some hookiness inside their powerchords 
(their recent EP on Offtime is recommended, 
as well). Sure, there are too damn many comps 
out there, but when the tunes hit ‘ya between 
the ears, who’s complaining? (PO Box 30727, 
Long Beach, CA 90853) 

RUNNIN’ ON FUMES! (Gearhead) 

23 songs (some bands have more than one 
song) and a helluva lineup. The best in garage- 
punk with Gas Huffer, The Monomen, Fast- 
backs (doing three U.K. Subs songs!). 
Clawhammer, Melvins, Cosmic Psychos, 
Donnas, etc., etc. If you ever wanted to be re¬ 
minded what punk rock was SUPPOSED to 
sound like, this is it, all the way, daddy-o! (PO 
Box 421219, SF, CA 94142-1219) (Scott) 

SCENE KILLER VOL. 2 (Outsider) 

A good amount of unreleased material for 
this comp and, while there’s a tilt towards oi- 
oi-oi stuff, with the occasionally simpleminded 
lyric accompanying it (fly that flag, baby!), 
there’s something for everyone here, I suppose. 
Tracks by 999 and Menace, to represent the old 
guard (and both are apparently new recordings, 
although 999’s “Nasty Nasty” is a re-make of a 
1977 song). Rousing moments from the Boils, 
the Explosion, Hudson Falcons, Bonecrusher, 
Dead Empty and a good version of the Pogues’ 
“If I Should Fall From Grace With God” by the 
Authority. Boston is well-represented by 
Tommy & The Terrors, Pug Uglies, the afore¬ 
mentioned Explosion and the Dropkicks, do¬ 
ing an adequate version of SLF’s “Nobody’s 
Hero,” although the vocal strains a bit. 30 songs, 
total, so it’s certainly a generous selection, here. 
(PO Box 92708, Long Beach, CA 90809) 


SCENE REPORT (Triple Crown) 

A twenty one song collection of hardcore 
from NYC to California, mostly of the new 
school and metalcore persuasions. Heavy 
chugchugg metallic riffage and chaotic, surly 
raging stuff by the likes of Mushmouth, Death 
Threat (from Connecticut), Ringworm, No Re¬ 
deeming Social Value, Hoods, Irate and 
One40ne. In addition, there’s the hockey/booze 
obsessed oldschool sing-along antics of Long 
Island’s Two Man Advantage, the melodic 
posicore flavor of Connecticut’s Voice of Rea¬ 
son and the classic old school NYHC style 
wielded by Downlow. A solid endeavor, one that 
succeeds primarily because it covers a pretty 
diverse array of hardcore sounds and styles that 
exist today. Something for just about anyone 
into hardcore to enjoy, though, as mentioned 
before, the content is a bit weighted towards 
the new school metal side of things. (331 W. 
57th St., PMB 472, NY, NY 10019) (Mike) 

STRAIGHT FROM THE GUTTER... AND 
INTO YOUR PANTIES (Junk) 

Ah, yes, the always-sensitive Junk Records 
title and packaging, with S&M photography and 
a bunch of degenerate rock ‘n roll bands. I like 
the rock part, at least, and this is a low-priced 
sampler of upcoming releases and other bawdy 
bits. The live Dragons track gets things off to a 
rousing, catchy start and there are energized 
delights from the Bulemics (getting help from 
the notorious Texas Terri), RC5, Rocket City 
Riot, Runaway Sins and a big power-pop de¬ 
light by American Heartbreak. The Hellbend¬ 
ers do a decent job with the Move’s (by way of 
Cheap Trick) “California Man.” EF 2000 (Elec¬ 
tric Frankenstein in its economy package) suc¬ 
cessfully tackle the Rubinoos’ lost semi-clas¬ 
sic “Rock ‘n Roll Is Dead.” You know the deal 
with the artistes on this label—each band do¬ 
ing their damndest to pay tribute to punk’s FTW 
and pure rock roots, raising hell all the way. 
(7071 Warner Ave., F-736, Huntington Beach, 
CA 92647) 


STRANGLEHOLD: PUNK ROCK 
ACROSS AMERICA (Triple X) 

Subtitled 21 pretty decent bands and I might 
disagree with that assessment. There are only a 
handful of songs I’d consider worth hearing 
again and a preponderance of forgettable pop- 
punk-poop, generic hardcore and forced silli¬ 
ness. Let’s discuss the wheat—the fired-up 
rockin’, rollin’ nastiness of the Bulemics (al¬ 
ready a name of distinction to this writer), 
equally-solid ballsiness from the Bullys, Push¬ 
ers and Limecell and adequate (but better-heard- 
elsewhere) bile by Oppressed Logic. Nuclear 
Saturday wins the No Use For A Name 
soundalike contest and that’s not a compliment. 
Little else inspires. (PO Box 862529, LA, CA 
90086) 

THIS IS AMERICAN PUNK VOL. 1 
(American Punk) 

Generous helping of music from this feisty 
label, although the songs by Electric Franken¬ 
stein are on their umpteenth go-round. But they 
still rock, so that’s forgiveable. This is mainly 
gut-bucket, three-chords, roots-laden music. If 
it’s poppy, it’s harnessed to a leather-encrusted 
sensibility, as with Libertine, Webster or the 
Dimestore Haloes. The nasty quotient is pro¬ 
vided by such bands as the Commies, Sinisters, 
Schismatics, Goons and Candy Snatchers. The 
Fuses provide an older UK influence and 
Jakkpot have a loud/proud older punk push. 
Expect lots of volume and attitude. (802 S. 
Broadway, Baltimore, MD 21231) 

TRASH ON DEMAND, VOL. 3 (Ultra Un- 
der/Amsterdamned) 

Some of my friends love to piss and moan 
about how no one plays rock ‘n roll anymore. 
They just sit back with their boring little record 
collections full of ancient bands and they act 
like rock ‘n roll is a lost art. Well, if you can’t 
find any kickass rock ‘n roll bands, you obvi¬ 
ously aren’t looking very hard. Jeff Dahl has 
put out the third installment of the “Trash on 


Demand” series, which disproves anyone’s 
theories about rock being dead. These 20 bands 
belt out the trashiest, sleaziest, Thunders-dam- 
aged rock these ears have heard in a while. Al¬ 
though a healthy Thunders influence seems to 
be a common bond amongst these bands, this 
disc also has some glam, a touch of rockabilly, 
and even some fast, furious punk tossed in.. A 
lot of these tunes are exclusive to this disc. Some 
standouts are Freddy Lynx, Chinese Takeaway 
and The Black Market Babies (later Black Ha¬ 
los), who turn in a tune that sounds exactly like 
Lords of the New Church. The best track is by 
Texas Terri + The Stiff Ones. Their bluesy, 
Stooges-inspired raunch is simply amazing. 
Limited to 1000. (PO Box 1867, Cave Creek, 
AZ 85327) (David) 

WORLD WARPED III LIVE (Side One 
Dummy) 

My opinions on the Warped tour are well- 
known, at this point—a crass attempt to 
commodify a lifestyle and the band lineup con¬ 
tinues to veer more towards the mainstream, 
although this disc does mix less-mersh acts with 
the crowd-pleasers. This CD of live perfor¬ 
mances includes MTV-friendly bands like Blink 
182, the tremendously overrated Lit, MXPX, 
Unwritten Law and low-tuned metal slog of 
Papa Roach. Swing-dingers Royal Crown Re¬ 
vue, the Sublime-entrails Long Beach Dub All 
Stars and Celtic floggers Flogging Molly don’t 
do a lot for me either. Gob’s song is smarmy 
and sexist. One Man Army and Anti-Flag are 
better heard elsewhere, the latter band suffer¬ 
ing from miserable sound quality. On the plus 
side, decent tunes from 7 Seconds, Dropkick 
Murphys, Bad Religion, Hot Water Music (from 
their live album) and a nifty cover of Thin 
Lizzy’s “Cowboy Song” by the Supersuckers 
that makes you admire their audaciousness. I’ll 
bet 99% of the audience at Warped weren’t even 
bom when the original song came out in 1976. 
Gets ‘ya thinkin’. But no deep decision required 
for this album—I’ll pass. (6201 Sunset Blvd., 
Suite 211, Hollywood, CA 90028) 



New full length CD, "Rush Hour" out now on Coldfront Records 
Featuring ex memh>ers of THE FIST 
and BALTIMORE FOOT STOMPERS. 

CD is $9 post paid- PO Box 8345 Berkeley, CA 94707 
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"All Lesser Devils is the best 
Thumbs release we ever put out” 
Us Here 7/00 


“These two bands are two of the greatest 
treasures pop-punk has ever had. Having them 
together just adds to the riches" Hit List 7/00 
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For a sampler tape and sticker send address to: 
rcrtape@victoryrecords. com 


MIGHT AS WELL...CANT DANCE" 
GREAT NEW SONGS FROM: 

COMMON RIDER, SAMIAM, DILUNGER 
FOUR, ONE MAN ARMY, PINHEAD 
GUNPOWDER, THE THUMBS, ENEMIES, 
THE CRIMINALS, LIFTER PULLER, 
THE FRUSTRATORS, THE INFLUENTS, 
FREE BEER, ONE TIME ANGELS, FETISH 
and GOD HATES COMPUTERS 
CD - $8.00 


From D.C., The Thumbs are 
one hell of a band. Their 
'ALL LESSER DEVILS' EP is punk 
with punch. You'll play the hell 
out of this EP. We are proud to 
add The Thumbs to the Adeline 
line-up. 5 song 7"EP $3.50 or 
7 song CDEP $7.00 


A great little split 7” by 
DILLINGER FOUR/ 
PINHEAD GUNPOWDER 

5 great songs by these two 
great bands. 

7” $3.50 


ONE MAN ARMY'S 
AWESOME 2ND FULL LENGTH 
LAST WORD SPOKEN' 

CD $10 LP $9 


Tour info, news and stuff 
i WWW.ADEUNERECORDS.N 


COMING SOON - TWO NEW RELEASES EROM: 

i® 3 INFLUENTS 


★ Add $1 for shipping overseas $2 ^ . 

T® e catabg A its got typosi ADELINE RECORDS 5337 COLLEGE AVE. #318 OAKLAND CA. 94618 

ALL THE GREAT ADELINE RELEASES AVAILABLE FROM MORDAM- thanks 
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REISSUES 


pression” and Billy Joel’s “You May Be Right.” 
(TKO : PMB #103,4104 24th St., SF, CA 94114/ 
Taane : 706 Pismo Ct., San Diego, CA 92109) 


ANTISCHISM-Still Life (Prank) 

Their long out-of-print album (originally 
released on Allied) from 1991 and it’s a harsh 
barrage from both a lyrical and musical perspec¬ 
tive. Thrashy arrangements and anguished male/ 
female vocal tradeoffs. They broaden the scope 
with experimental breakdowns in the middle of 
the songs (not mosh parts!) and there are also a 
number of audio clips, collages and soundbits 
culled from such sources as Michael Moore’s 
“Roger & Me,” a debate on gays in the military 
and spirited banter about sexual and gender 
roles. A band I underrated at the time of this 
release and the lyrics about class stratification, 
racism and greed remain sadly relevant. The 
musical contents maintain their urgency, as well. 
(PO Box 410892, SF, CA 94141-0892) 


GG ALLIN-Res-Erected (ROIR) 

Previously unreleased GG material, mostly 
taken from a 1987 NYC show with the 
Holy men, plus 1991 rehearsal sessions with Dee 
Dee Ramone on guitar and a pair of songs 
recored in Minneapolis in ‘88. There are also 
interview segments interspersed throughout. 
Fascinating and revolting at the same time. I 
used to look at the GG phenomenon with 
bemusement, but there’s something disturbing 
listening to him brag, for instance, about hold¬ 
ing a woman hostage at knifepoint on stage. The 
analogy has been used before—like watching a 
car wreck. Repulsive, but it brings out the voy¬ 
eur in you. The Holy Men provide competent, 
garage rockin’ backing to such provocative en¬ 
tries as “Drink, Fight & Fuck,” “I’m A Rapist” 
and Charlie Manson’s “Garbage Dump.” One 
could say GG walked the walk and his schtick 
wasn’t any pose. He’s also dead. I’m starting to 
question the worthiness of his legacy, but it’s 
definitely an interesting one. (611 Broadway, 
Suite 411, NY, NY 10012) 

AMEBIX-Arise! + 2 (Alt. Tentacles) 

A band name I’ve seen on the back of many 
crusties’jackets over the years, but didn’t have 
any music from in the ‘ol collection. So this 
reissue of their mid 80s album, with two later 
tracks added as a bonus, wasn’t the high-speed 
thrash assault I anticipated. Nope, Amebix op¬ 
erated in a darker realm, with slower tempos 
and an assmiliation of hardcore, metal and post¬ 
punk. Lyrically weighty, though there’s a sense 
of wit just beneath the surface and Rob “The 
Baron” Miller’s vocals remind me of Cronos 
from Venom for some reason. There’s a power¬ 
ful resonance that evolves over the course of 
repeated listening, although the ballad “Beyond 
The Sun” makes for a less-than-satisfying con¬ 
clusion. (PO Box 419092, SF, CA 94141) 


sure. All well and good but, from a sonic stand¬ 
point, this recording isn’t all that enticing. (PO 
Box 460402, SF, CA 94146) 

BOUNCING SOULS-The Bad. The Worse. 
And The Out Of Print (Chunksaah) 

They speaketh the truth... well, to an extent. 
It isn’t all bad and it takes some sort of bravery 
to dig up songs from their funky hard rock days. 
At least Bryan didn’t thwack the bass like Flea 
or anything, but the songs from the early 90s 
definitely had that mock “quality,” before the 
Souls rediscovered the joys of punk (come to 
think of it, so did I!). Definitely some 
cringeworthy moments, such as the off-key ren¬ 
dition of Kim Wilde’s “Kids In America” or the 
too-letter-perfect cover of Simple Minds’ 
“Don’t You Forget About Me.” On the other 
hand, “Ballad Of Johnny X” is a catchy ditty 
and Johnny X himself contributes vocals for “St. 
Jude’s Day.” TSOL’s “Code Blue” is a classic 
and handled with skill, here. “East Coast Fuck 
You” is presented in a spirited live rendition. 
Wide-ranging, showing the multi-faceted 


CASUALTIES-The Early Years 1990-1995 
(Punk Core) 

In recent years, the Casualites have put out 
a trio of albums and an EP of highly-enjoyable, 
energetic punk releases filled with fast-paced, 
tight songs. “The Early Years” pulls together 
their rare “40 oz. Casualty” EP, the “Fuckin’ 
Way Of Life” EP, an unreleased EP called 
“Drinkin’ Is Our Way Of Life,” comp tracks 
and their 1990 demo, where the sound quality 
is crudest. While many members have come and 
gone over time and the band originally boasted 
two vocalists, the Casualties’ sound hasn’t 
changed all that much—it was always about 
charging punk drawing heavily on early 80s UK 
influences, along with some “oi oi” punctua¬ 
tions; they’ve just refined the attack over the 
years. The early version of “For The Punx,” 
from the “Pogo Attack” comp, for instance, 
sounds like a blueprint, although it has a hu¬ 
morous rant from guest backup vocalist Rachel. 
Some spirited songs that haven’t reappeared, 
such as “Destruction and Hate,” “Political Sin,” 
“40 Ounce Casualties,” “Fuck You All” and 
“Drinking Is Our Way Of Life.” Includes a 12 


ANGELIC UPSTARTS-The BBC Punk Ses¬ 
sions (Captain Oi) 

Very hit and miss. In fact, the first session, 
from 1978, has subpar versions of “Upstart” and 
three other songs. The Upstarts sound as though 
they were still in the process of finding their 
footing. The sessions from ‘80 and ‘81 are 
tighter and “Two Million Voices” sounds as 
anthemic here as on the studio version and the 
Pumped-up version of “Liddle Towers” show 
how much the band had grown in the three year 
Period. Some moments of merit, but not the best 
item in the Upstarts’ catalog. (PO Box 501, High 
Wycombe, Bucks HP 10 8QA, ENGLAND) 


AP.P.L.E.-A11 Punks Please Leave Earth 
'Broken) 

A live recording from 1987 that suffers from 
tear-bootleg sound quality. A.P.P.L.E. were a 
Politically-oriented punk band from NYC fea- 
mainly melodic, mid-tempo arranging 
Jtd soaring vocals from Jae. Lyrically on-tar- 
j^t about America’s transgressions, the treat- 
e J l of homeless people, religion, etc... And 
jjh the covers of two folk songs, “Where Have 
y* The Flowers Gone” and “Blowin’ In The 
U^ nd '” I suppose one could make the statement 


thef( 


^.E. attempt to build a bridge from 


jl lQ lk activist tradition into punk rock (and 
Weren’t the only ones) and it’s way more 
than Peter, Paul and Mary, that’s for 


(schizophrenic? ever-evolving?) personality of 
the band and probably a fan keepsake more than 
anything else. Better than the last album, though. 
(PO Box 974, New Brunswick, NJ 08903) 

BRUISERS-In The Pit (TKO)/Better Days 
(Taang) 

“In The Pit” features alternate takes, obscu¬ 
rities (including a cover of Iron Cross’ “Live 
For Now” that appeared on an SV 7”) and live 
material from the band’s more oi-orieinted 
years, before getting into a rootsier rock style. 
This is the Bruisers’ sound I always liked the 
best—basic, straight-ahead, catchy punk tunes. 
Includes hot renditions of “Bloodshed,” Blitz’s 
“Nation On Fire” (from a radio broadcast) and 
“Society’s Fools.” The live material is spottier. 
“Better Days” comes from that latter period... a 
lyrical maturity and plenty of songs about cars, 
open roads and what lies ahead. Gettin’ meta¬ 
phorical on us all. A dozen of the songs come 
from the “Up In Flames” LP released on Lost 
& Found, but “Better Days” was supposed to 
be the title and they're re-ordered it. Much more 
of a rockabilly/roosty flavor, the last recordings 
they did with founding member Jeff Morris. 
After Jeff left, they got back to a punkier sound 
again, as the songs from the “Still Standing Up” 
EP show. Still somewhat rootsy, but the guitars 
are turned up a notch. Includes a cover of Johnny 
Thunders’ “Can’t Put Your Arms Around A 
Memory,” the Angelic Upstarts’ “Police Op¬ 


page booklet with lyrics, photos and a band 
timeline/history. These recordings showcase the 
band in a much more primitive (and not always 
that amazing) state, but it’s not without merit. 
(PO Box 916, Middle Island, NY 11953) 

CHORDS-So Far Away (Captain Oi) 

Linchpins (or was it ace faces?) of the ‘79- 
80 UK mod revival and the Chords were one of 
the more popular bands from that period. Sure, 
they had the look and the arrow-laden logo, but 
the Chords could also back it up musically. Well, 
somewhat... bright pop that drew on the Who, 
Small Faces and other 60s purveyors and, while 
there are some similarities to the Jam, it’s not 
always blatant. The Chords also had an abso¬ 
lute anthemic monster in “Maybe Tomorrow,” 
which leads off this collection. The first half of 
the album is hit and miss after that song, with 
their version of Sam & Dave’s “Hold On I’m 
Coming” making the best impression (obliga¬ 
tory R&B cover) but things improve for the 
bursting “Something’s Missing” and equally 
choice “It’s No Use” and “What Are We Gonna 
Do Now.” A generous 11 bonus tracks from 
various singles yield some gems as well—’’Now 
It’s Gone” and “Don’t Look Back,” a more bla¬ 
tant Who-ish tribute, but they rock, as does “The 
British Way Of Life,” with a Kinksian archness 
in the lyrics and a tough arrangement. Not as 
smarmy as Secret Affair, either, which is a plus 
(although I do fancy the latter’s “Let Your Heart 


Dance” as a guilty pleasure). Not a bad period 
piece at all. (PO Box 501, High Wycombe, 
Bucks HP10 8QA, ENGLAND) 

CROSSED OUT (Slap-A-Ham) 

This reminds me of Man is The Bastard be¬ 
fore they were a noise band, although it doesn’t 
sound too much like them. The music is basi¬ 
cally a less defined precursor to powerviolence. 
Most of the lyrics are about self-righteousness, 
whether religiously or in hardcore. If I had heard 
this album while it was being released initially, 
as a 7”, a demo, a split with Man Is The Bas¬ 
tard, a split with Dropdead and a few comp 
tracks, it probably would have blown me away, 
but currently it ends up just being a very good 
album. Definitely worth picking up, but not my 
favorite. (PO Box 420843, SF, CA 94142-0843) 
(Jeff) 

COCKNEY REJECTS-The Power & The 
Glory (Captain Oi) 

A transitional album for the Rejects, still in 
the punk camp, but also embracing an increased 
amount of melody and hard rock foraysStinky, 
excuse me, Jeff Turner goes for a much more 
tempered vocal style, without as much of the 
yobbo emanations, although still sounding spir¬ 
ited for “Because I’m In Love.” Overall, every¬ 
thing seems somewhat subdued. One misses the 
anthemic fervor of their first two albums, al¬ 
though there are engaging moments. The title 
track is a catchy treat, while stealing a little from 
both the Psychedelic Furs and the Profession¬ 
als (there are further similarities to the latter 
band elsewhere). Ditto for “On The Streets 
Again,” “Beginning Of The End” and I also like 
their take of ZZ Top’s “Francine.” Not close to 
the best Rejects’ album, although not a com¬ 
plete disaster. 5 bonus tracks, in all. (PO Box 
501, High Wycombe, Bucks HP10 8QA, EN¬ 
GLAND) 

CRUCIAL YOUTH-The Posi-Machine (New 
Red Archives) 

The most positive band ever! A reissue of 
their late 80s longplayer (there’s also an earlier 
compilation of 7” and demo tracks that belongs 
in any true posi kid’s collection) and still hit¬ 
ting the mark, after all these years. Taking it to 
ludicrous extremes and that’s the point. Con¬ 
text, baby. Poking fun at the self-righteous and 
others who deserve it. Youth crew hardcore 
played with deadly accuracy, including all the 
requisite mosh parts and I defy anyone not to 
chuckle at such classics as “Big Mouth” (“can’t 
shut my mouth, no matter how hard / try!”), “4 
Rules,” “Me and Mr. T.” and “Positive Dental 
Outlook.” Includes the comic/lyric booklet, al¬ 
beit in shrunken form. The poem at the end, 
“Solitude,” is priceless (another stolen idea, of 
course—Uniform Choice did it first). Taking it 
to a level of near-brilliance and the fact that they 
do it completely poker faced makes it even fun¬ 
nier. (PO Box 210501, SF, CA 94121) 

DICKIES-Still Got Live, Even If You Don’t 
Want It (ROIR) 

Not all live, but this is the ROIR cassette 
formerly known as “We Aren’t The World” and, 
if the sound quality is somewhat rough through¬ 
out, this is still a giddy, silly punk delight. The 
Dickies are the world’s greatest covers band and 
their glorious trashing of Sabbath’s “Paranoid,” 
Simon & Garfunkel’s “Sounds Of Silence,” the 
Moody Blues “Nights In White Satin,” the 
Monkees’ “She” and theme songs from kiddie 
shows “Gigantor” and “Banana Splits” are all 
recklessly fun and take on a personality all their 
own. The keyboards on some songs gives them 
an extra dose of goofiness, as well, and with 
such classics as “You Drive Me Ape,” “Poodle 
Party,” “Give It Back” and the classic “If Stewart 
Could Talk” (about a penis puppet) are pogo- 
inducing thrillrides. No one sings a tune like 
Leonard Graves Phillips and the playing is de¬ 
ceptively sharp. Includes a four track demo from 
‘77 and live performances spanning ‘78 to ‘85, 
giving a good overview of this one-of-a-kind 
unit. (611 Broadway, Suite 411, NY, NY 10012) 

DILS-Class War (Bacchus Archives/Dion¬ 
ysus) 

Not the ultimate Dils’ package, as only “I 
Hate The Rich”/”You’re Not Blank” is repre¬ 
sented from their three single releases. Mostly 







a live recording from 1980 and, while not crys¬ 
talline, capturing their ragged appeal. “Class 
War” certainly expressed the angry, politicized 
side of these socialists (track down the 
Dangerhouse Records version of that song on 
various comps), as did “I Hate The Rich.” A 
staple of the early LA punk scene, the Dils 
weren’t your typical spit ‘n pogo bunch. The 
Kinman brothers were good at harmonizing and 
the pop impluses came from a decidedly Who 
and Beatles-inspired direction. “Sound Of The 
Rain,” which originally appeared on their third 
EP, hinted at what would come in the Kinmans’ 
subsequent band, the country-ish Rank & File. 
The energy of punk and a respect for the roots. 
I know there was an LP that had all 3 singles 
and live stuff... if it’s not out on CD, it should 
be. This isn’t a bad place to start, though. (PO 
Box 1975, Burbank, CA 91507) 

DROPKICK MURPHYS-The Singles Col¬ 
lection ‘96-’97 (Hellcat) 

All the 7” releases from the Mike McColgan 
era, plus unreleased live material and there’s 
something mighty appealing in the more basic, 
unadorned approach they pursued in their early 
days. Nothing against A1 Barr, but Mike’s vo¬ 
cals have a distinctive quality of their own and, 
while the melodic elements are there, these 
songs also possess a real underdog scrappiness. 
“3rd Man In,” “Never Alone,” “John Law” and 
“Get Up” remain some of their most memorable 
songs. They sure do love the Clash, too, as that 
band’s “Career Opportunities,” “Guns Of 
Brixton” and “White Riot” all get covered, as 
does Slapshot’s “I’ve Had Enough,” paying 
homage to the band’s Boston hardcore side. 
Now you don’t have to spend a fortune on eBay 
to get these tracks. (2798 Sunset Blvd., LA, CA 
90026) 

EDDIE & THE HOT RODS-Teenage De¬ 
pression (Captain Oi)/Life On The Line 
(Captain Oi) 

The first two Hot Rods’ albums, fleshed out 
with a generous amount of bonus material. 
R&B-influenced pub rockers who started just 
before the UK punk boom and got lumped in 
with that movement, to an extent, although these 
guys cast a wider net and weren’t your typical 
gob ‘n pogo band. Not by a long stretch. The 
band’s music nodded liberally to traditional 
forms, with cover versions of such chestnuts as 
“Wooly Bully,” “96 Tears” and “The Kids Are 
Alright” on “Teenage Depression.” One of the 
best cuts here is a Bob Seger song, in fact, a 
rockin’ rollin’ rendition of “Get Out Of Den¬ 
ver” that was my introduction to this-band back 
in ‘77 and it’s a Chuck Berry-inspired delight. 
The catchy rhythmic chug of “All I Need Is 
Money,” “Writing On The Wall” and the title 
track are equally inspiring. “Life” contains their 
shining moment as a band, the pop masterpiece 
“Do Anything You Wanna Do,” with its the ring¬ 
ing guitar line. Guitarist Graeme Douglas had 
come on board, from the Kursaal Flyers (that 
band would also spawn power-poppers the 
Records) and the band did toughen up its sound 
to a degree. “Telephone Girl” is a taut boogie 
rocker. Two bonus tracks feature the MC5’s Rob 
Tyner on vocals and sound like “Back In The 
USA” outtakes, so that makes it attractive to 
afficionados of that band. When one thinks of 
that period in time, Eddie & The Hot Rods 
weren’t exactly a top tier band, but these are 
both enjoyable, down-to-earth rock ‘n roll 
longplayers. (PO Box 501, High Wycombe, 
Bucks HP10 8QA, ENGLAND) 

ENDEAVOR-Don’t Die With Your Eyes 
Closed (Trustkill) 

A collection of various material by this pow¬ 
erful band, taken from early 7”s and their first 
album, comp tracks and bookended by 3 
unreleased songs recorded just before their 1998 
demise. Heavy, lacerating hardcore punctuated 
by soul-scream vocals and pillaging arrange¬ 
ments. Endeavor flow easily between hammer¬ 
ing crunch and speedier modes and reinforce 
their barrage with a strong dose of political lyri¬ 
cism. Considering that much of the heavier 
hardcore scene, these days, seem proud to es¬ 
chew any lyrics with global concerns. 
Endeavor’s excoriations of societal malfeasance 
was a breath of fresh air. Two of the three new 
songs are covers by the Dead Kennedys (“In¬ 


sight”) and Bad Brains (“Regulator”) and the 
original composition, “Wanna Play Cards,” has 
a distinct Nirvana riff. “Fire Drill” and “Room 
Service Butterflies” come charging out of the 
gate with velocity and fury. Packing a lot of in¬ 
tensity and intelligence into an attention-grab¬ 
bing package. There’s also a short film with live 
footage and interviews and compatible for both 
Mac and PC. Hooray! (23 Farm Edge Lane, 
Tinton Falls, NJ 07724) 

ENSIGN-Three Years Two Months Eleven 
Days (Indecision) 

Ensign’s first two EP’s, demo and live tracks, 
from ‘96 to ‘98. Aggressive hardcore with older 
NY and more melodic elements blended to¬ 
gether. There’s the requisite crunch to go with 
the speed, but not lunkheaded metal-core. OK, 
Tim does his best to sound like a tough-guy on 
their cover of Underdog’s “Say It To My Face,” 
but he’s really a sweetheart. Anyway, Ensign 
have been a bright spot in the hardcore scene 
the past few years and even the fluctuating 
lineup hasn’t kept them down. (PO Box 5781, 
Huntington Beach, CA 92615) 

FALSE PROPHETS-Blind Roaches And Fat 
Vultures: Phantasmagoric Beasts Of The 
Reagan Era (Alt. Tentacles) 

There certainly was a lot of fodder for a lyri¬ 
cal aresnal in the 80s, during the Reagan reign, 
weren’t there. Not that there aren’t any short¬ 
age, now, but Ronnie made such an easy target. 
NYC’s False Prophets were spawned during that 
time-frame and welded scatching, satirical and 
pointed words to a not-easily-categorized mu¬ 
sical approach. Definitely punk in nature and 
early songs like “Good Clean Fun” (a jab at 
dancefloor violence) and “Overkill” have a 
straightforward power. But they’re just as likely 
to get dramatic, almost operatic at times—“Ba¬ 
nana Split Republic,” for instance, floats 
through thrash, rap and an acoustic portion. A 
mini rock opera. “Decade Of Decay,” mean¬ 
while, mines a Joy Division mode. Perhaps a 
little more diffuse than I might like, at times, 
and sgme of these songs haven’t aged particu¬ 
larly well. Still, vocalist Stephan Ielpi remains 
a provocative character. Well-packaged, with 
detailed liner notes. (PO Box 419092, SF, CA 
94141) 


FIFTEEN-Allegra (Sub City) 

A re-issue of one of the many “final” Fif¬ 
teen shows. This release of that show has a lot 
more of the between song banter than the origi¬ 
nal version. They’ve even put the talking on their 
own tracks, so you can skip through it easier. A 
good collection of songs from all records ex¬ 
cept for the most recent, which came out after 
the recording of their “last” show. Fifteen is a 
band that you either love or hate. Poppier punk 
with rock guitar stuff and political or socially 
concerned lyrics; even the love songs make at¬ 
tempts at being more than the traditional 
bullshit. The only thing that ever really unsettled 
me was some of the Christian overtones in the 
lyrics, mostly heavy in the first couple albums, 
but it pops up elsewhere. The live show doesn’t 
reveal this side too much, so maybe Jeff Ott 
has moved somewhat away from that. Proceeds 
for the sale of this record goes to the radically 
minded Women’s Justice Center who are doing 
some great things for victims of domestic vio¬ 
lence and rape and they do it all without gov¬ 
ernment funding! In a way that alone makes this 
worth picking up, and if you don’t like Fifteen, 
maybe find out more about the center, we need 
more places similar to it to help people in need 
without government interference, which ends 
up being detrimental to the victims. (PO Box 
7495, Van Nuys, CA 91409-7495) (Jonathan) 

4 SKINS-Singles & Rarities (Captain Oi) 
Pretty much all the essential 4-Skins songs 
plus some demos and rare tracks. The 4-Skins’ 
skinhead/working class point of view comes 
across as genuine and from the gut and they 
created some memorably tuneful and aggres¬ 
sive songs—’’One Law For Them,” “Lowlife,” 
“Evil,” “Yesterday’s Heroes,” the infectious ska 
of “Plastic Gangsters” in particular. 5 demo cuts 
that include “Evil, “Heroes” and the infamous 
“ACAB,” favor a gloriously-rough guitar sound 
and stomping ambiance. “Seems To Me,” from 
an unreleased 7”, is another credible ska at¬ 
tempt. This ain’t a bad place to start with this 
band for the novice and wraps it up nicely for 
the diehard. (PO Box 501, High Wycombe, 
Bucks HP 10 8QA, ENGLAND) 

FRACTURE (No Idea) 

A discography of sorts from this defunct 



Pennsylvania band that may be of note to some 
people because it contained Atom (of Atom and 
His Package fame) on guitar and backing vo¬ 
cals. Fracture play high energy pop punk simi¬ 
lar to J Church with intelligent/smartass lyrics 
and a real propulsive, rocking sensiblity. Along 
with a nicely put together insert (tons of photos 
and lyrics) this is a worthwhile document of a 
band I wish I had heard before now. (PO Box 
14636, Gainesville, FL 32604) (Marc) 

FUEL-Monuments To Excess (Broken) 

Here’s another opportunity to own the col¬ 
lected works of this superb Bay Area band from 
about a decade ago and I wouldn’t hesitate if I 
were you. The second issue of this CD, formerly 
available on the now-defunct Allied label. A 
mesh of punk, hardcore and emo, bom from the 
original DC roots, Rites Of Spring and Fugazi, 
in particular. Passionate and charged, yet also 
melodic. Haggard, up-all-night and about-to- 
have-a-breakdown vocals, along with a sting¬ 
ing two guitar attack. Along with the drive, Fuel 
also had a solid rhythmic intricacy. The disc 
includes their 1990 album, one of the decade’s 
finest, plus 7” and compilation tracks. Their 
influence can still be felt most obviously with 
Hot Water Music, to name one band. Members 
have gone on to play in such bands as Monsula, 
Pinhead Gunpowder and Bread & Circuits. Not 
to be missed. (PO Box 460402, SF, CA 94146) 

GOVERNMENT ISSUE-Complete History 
Volume One (Dr. Strange, dbl. CD) 

Government Issue were a band constantly 
in evolution. Rooted in the early 80s DC 
hardcore scene and, while never abandoning 
their punk-oriented roots, the spectrum gradu¬ 
ally broadened and the musicianship sharpened. 
This double disc collection (80 songs!) tracks 
GI’s history from the “Make An Effort” EP, re¬ 
corded in ‘82, through their self-titled 1986 al¬ 
bum. Starting as young, bile-filled punks, but 
allowing increasing tunefulness to emerge as a 
central part of the sound as time passed. This 
transition came most clearly into view by the 
time they reached that 1986 album... the sitar 
and drums “Last Forever” would have been 
unthinkable back in’ 82. The noteable thing, 
besides the band’s progression, is how damn 
memorable so many of these songs remain, 
starting with the scorching-hot “Teenager In A 
Box.” John Stabb’s vocals are cajoling, obnox¬ 
ious, melodramatic and impassioned, in vary¬ 
ing combinations. His sarcastic sneer for “Party 
Line” is priceless. Tom Lyle’s combination of 
powerchords, feedback and melodic nuance was 
always this band’s secret weapon — the haunt¬ 
ing ring and stirring lead for “It Begins Now,” 
the metallic chug for “Joy Ride” (the cowbell’s 
a nice touch, too) or combination of sting and 
melodic warmth for “Understand,” along with 
a killer bass-line. There’s also the running saga 
of “Sheer Terror,” which Stabb refers to as the 
band’s “My Generation” in the liner notes... No 
less than 5 versions of this song appear and the 
best one is still the brooding take from “Boy¬ 
cott Stabb,” with Ian MacKaye’s vocal manipu¬ 
lations at the end. 

Getting to specifics, the package includes, 
besides “Make An Effort,” “Boycott Stabb” and 
the self-titled album, the “Joy Ride,” “Fun Just 
Never Ends,” “Live” LP’s and “Give Us Stabb 
Or Give Us Death” EP, plus other live and stu¬ 
dio outtakes. Detailed notes by John Stabb. I’d 
imagine Volume Two will pick up with the 
“You” album and continue to the end of their 
career in the late 80s... that material pushed fur¬ 
ther into tuneful realms. Here, the emphasis is ’i 
mainly on high energy fodder and it’s packed 
with timeless music that will rock your world. 
(PO Box 7000-117, Alta Loma, CA 91701) .1 

IGGY & THE STOOGES-Double Danger 
(Bomp, dbl. CD) 

IGGY POP-Live In NYC (King Biscuit) 

“Double Danger” features two live sets from 
late ‘73, with the “Raw Power” lineup + pianist 
Scott Thurston. Pretty much dragging the bar¬ 
rel at this point, although the liner notes and 
photos are cool. Also, the performances are 
fairly inspired and quite wild, considering the I 
time frame; it’s just the bootleg sound quality I 
that’s somewhat nettling. “Raw Power” makes I 
for a kickass opening song and there are some I 
songs that didn’t end up on studio recordings I 






such as “Rich Bitch” and “Cock In My Pocket” 
(as a side note, the Nuns’ version of that song 
was excellent, but good luck finding that par¬ 
ticular 7”). One of the shows, recorded in NYC 
on New Years Eve that year, had Kiss as an 
opening band. Once again, for the archivists. 
As is the case with “Live In NYC,” recorded on 
the “Blah Blah Blah” tour in 1986. That album 
was one of Iggy’s low-points, although popular 
at the time, for reasons which escape me. Just 
not that much energy—”1 Got A Right” should 
be a jolting, knock down the doors intro and, 
instead, it sounds like a polite knock on the door. 
The tame songs from “Blah Blah Blah” settle 
into keyboard-oriented, lite fluff and it’s telling 
that those songs have seldom reappeared in re¬ 
cent years. “Lust For Life” and “Five Foot One” 
are perfunctory, but hardly energizing perfor¬ 
mances. “Down On The Street” lacks the arro¬ 
gant bravado of the Stooges’ original. In fair¬ 
ness, the simmering “Gimme Danger” does 
deliver the goods. Not enough to make this any 
sort of essential Iggy itme, though. ( Bomp : PO 
Box 7112, Burbank, CA 91510) 

INSANE/BLITZKRIEG-The Punk Collec¬ 
tion (Captain Oi) 

These two 80s UK punk bands have an in¬ 
tertwined history that’s way too complicated to 
go into here, but no matter—good stuff worthy 
of the attention of fans of that period. 
Blitzkrieg’s “Lest We Forget” EP is an under¬ 
rated classic, particularly the title track and the 
band’s gnarled, energetic approach stands up 
well. The last two ‘Krieg songs here go in a 
Motorhead direction while holding on to the 
scabrousness. The Insane draw from a myriad 
of influences—bits of the Adverts and UK Subs 
are audible on some songs, while “Why Die?” 
is a ravenous speed blitz. “El Salvador” cuts 
with guitar-razor precision. Politically-tinged 
lyrics from both bands, effectively expressing 
the disillusionment with Thatcher-era Britain. 
(PO Box 501, High Wycombe, Bucks HP 10 
8QA, ENGLAND) 

JESUS LIZARD-Bang (Touch & Go) 

At the onset of the last decade, I was still 
ensconed in the music retail biz and, to stay on 
top of industry happenings, I’d read various and 
sundry trade publications. I’d read about this or 
that artist laying the groundwork to be one of 
the defining artists of the 90s—regardless of the 
fact that said decade was only a few months 
old. Anyway, as I listen to this Jesus Lizard com¬ 
pilation of singles, b-sides, comp tracks and 
unreleased nuggets (some of it live), it can safely 
be stated that they were one of the best goddamn 
bands to emerge during that time frame. 
Granted, they started in the late 80s, but you 
get my drift. Keeping the tradition of four-let¬ 
ter titles to the bitter end and the hammer on 
the cover is an appropriate implement to pic¬ 
ture. This was an awe-inspiring band, both live 
and on record—a ceaseless rhythm laid down 
by David Sims and MacMacNeilly, alternately 
or simultaneously slashing, shimmering and 
snaky guitar lines from Duane Denison and 
David Yow’s madman vocals. Thunder and psy¬ 
chosis, beginning with their dead-on Chrome 
medley that leads off this collection. The jack¬ 
hammer drumming for “Gladiator” threatens to 
beat through the floorboards, complemented by 
nightmarish powerchords. The guitar lines are 
equally haunting for “Bloody Mary” (presented 
in a live version here and better than its studio 
counterpart). “Mouth Breather” also rams home 
^n indelible riff/drum combo. The bassline for 
“Monkey Trick” just kills. The Lizard had space 
•n their sound, room for the instruments to 
breathe, but the cumulative effect was pulver- 
,z 'ng and completely in-your-face. Confronta- 
honal music with a sly, bemused subversive¬ 
ness. They decided to pack it in on the 10th 
adversary of their first gig and, if I’m a little 
nioumful at their demise, this cathartic epitaph 
Provides at least a modicum of solace. Actu- 
% fuck that... I’ll really miss those out of con- 
trol live shows. You have to have seen them to 
know what I’m talking about. You can at least 
e or it on these recordings. Take my advice and 
jnd out for yourself. (PO Box 25520, Chicago, 
11 60625) 

^DNaP-’ 79-’85 (Upstart Productions) 

A French punk band from a long time ago 


whose only US exposure came via the “Wel¬ 
come To 1984” compilation (which has also just 
been reissued—how timely) and their anti-nazi 
anthem “No SS.” A tandem of tuneful oi-in- 
spired fodder, ‘77 punk and even a hint of UK 
political grist for “Revolution.” Basic and rudi¬ 
mentary and some of the tracks here are soni- 
cally deficient but I found the bare-bones sound 
to be appealing. How can you not give thumbs 
up to a band who has a song called “Thatcher 
Dracula,” complete with a falsetto singing what 
sounds like “666”? (65A W. Madison Ave., 
#254, Dumont, NJ 07628) 

LAGER LADS-The Good and The Bad 
(Blind Beggar) 

I could be a real wise-ass and comment on 
just how much is good or bad... truth be told, 
this Canadian oi band isn’t all that distinguished, 
although they improved with time and increased 
their musical competence. The standard drink/ 
fight/love ‘yer country/oi-oi-oi anthems and the 
line about “beatin’ queers” for “The Good and 
The Bad” is all-too-typical, I’m afraid. It’s the 
by-now common paradox that anti-racist skins 
don’t have that same sentiment when it comes 
to gay people. Ah well... Demos, single and 
comp tracks from ‘93 to ‘97, here. (Bogenstr. 
25, D-66957 Eppenbrunn, AUSTRIA) 

LEFT NUT-Everything It Takes To Be An 
Asshole (One Way Productions) 

How can you not love an album with a title 
like this one? That particular song was released 
on a 7” way back in the early 90s and is what 
you might call a lost Boston rock classic. Per¬ 
fect for drunken singalongs, using a melody 
similar to “Pills” (popularized by the New York 
Dolls) and the chorus will bring a chuckle. 
Fronted by the inimitable Steamy Latrine (or 
Norman Jabar, as it says on his birth certificate) 
and this is a collection of some enjoyable, wise- 
assed rock ‘n roll. Pretty basic stuff, in that 
Boston club band tradition of mixing garage, 
punk and straight ahead rock, but the title track 
is a keeper and, with covers of BTO and Devo 
songs, well, you could say there’s some diver¬ 
sity. May be a bit bar band-like for some of you, 
but there’s definitely some wit, here. (324 
Broadway, Somerville, MA 02145) 

LURKERS-The BBC Punk Sessions (Cap¬ 
tain Oi) 

Did the Lurkers have the most mullets in any 
punk band? Three mullets and a gentleman 
named Esso who had short hair and played the 
drums. Well, never mind the hairstyles, because 
the Lurkers created some enjoyable punk in the 
late 70s. Actually, the influences were wider- 
ranging. A definite nod towards older rock and 
pop, with covers of “Then I Kissed Her” (sic) 
and “Pills,” popularized by the New York Dolls. 
Those trad impulses become increasingly ob¬ 
vious on the unreleased session from 1979, by 
which time John Plain from the Boys had joined 
and brought those inclinations with him. The 
earliest session, from Oct. ‘77, features rough 
early takes of “Freak Show,” “I’m On Heat” and 
3 other songs. Not too accomplished but made 


up for with raw spirit. They tightened up on the 
ensuing sessions and there are gratifying rendi¬ 
tions of “Jenny,” “Ain’t Got A Clue,” “Pills,” In 
Room 309” and “Out In The Dark,” a shimmer¬ 
ing, poppy gem. Not quite the cream of the UK 
crop but I still have a soft spot for these songs. 
I’d still recommend their first two albums, 
“Fulham Fallout” and “God’s Lonely Men,” for 
novices. (PO Box 501, High Wycombe, Bucks 
HP 10 8QA, ENGLAND) 

MORAL CRUX-The Side Effects Of Think¬ 
ing (Panic Button) 

Moral Crux have long been a relatively un¬ 
heralded band—a good combination of tuneful 
punk and outspoken lyrics. A lot of which re¬ 
main relevant today, incidentally, such as “Don’t 
Forget,” which touches on the still-volatile situ¬ 
ation in the Middle East and US-sponsored ag¬ 
gression overseas. And this Washington state 
band are still going strong more than a decade 
later. This 1989 album was originally released 
on the small Polemic label and hasn’t been avail¬ 
able for years. While the passage of time hasn’t 
improved the six-minute dub reggae of “Revo¬ 
lutionize,” the remainder doesn’t skimp on the 
energy or hookiness. Just wish the lyric sheet 
reproduction wasn’t so damned small. Magni¬ 
fying glass, anyone? (PO Box 148010, Chicago, 
IL 60614-8010) 

MUDHONEY-March To Fuzz (Sub Pop, dbl. 
CD) 

One best-of disc, one rarities disc and you 
need the full 52 tracks to tell the band’s story. 
Accompanied with a colorful foldout digi-pak 
and humorous liner notes by Mark Arm and 
Steve Turner. The first words you hear out of 
Mark Arm’s mouth, on “In ‘n’ Out Of Grace,” 
is “Jesus take me to a higher place.” Well, I ain’t 
much for deities, but Mudhoney sure will take 
you somewhere, on a roots-laden rock ‘n roll 
excursion. Yes, the grunge tag fits in a very su¬ 
perficial way, if you just judge Mudhoney on 
their fuzzy surface, but there’s a lot more at work 
here. It’s an assimilation of all sorts of influ¬ 
ences, from 60s hard rock, garage and 
psychedelia to punk to blues to even a little 
country. The instrumental skill is impressive and 
multi-faceted and Arm is a wilderbeest of a 
vocal talent, but he also possesses range and 
nuance. 

So much to cover... the first disc picks well 
from all their releases, with five songs from 
“Every Good Boy Deserves Fudge” making the 
cut—I’ve always enjoyed that effort, but some 
were perplexed with the lower-fidelity garage 
approach, if memory serves me correctly. But 
they made good use of slide guitar and organ 
on that album, as exemplified by “Let It Slide” 
and “Who You Driving Now.” “Touch Me I’m 
Sick” remains quite the impressive debut single 
for this band, with an irresistable, super-dirty 
riff and Arm’s one-of-a-kind rasp. “Suck You 
Dry,” “In ‘n’ Out Of Grace” and “This Gift” 
also showcase the purple-slab-loud attack. The 
darker, desperate side appears on “When To¬ 
morrow Hits,” a potent musical hangover. It 
wraps up nicely with their version of the Dicks’ 


“Hate The Police,” a longtime Mudhoney staple 
and the band’s affection for the song is obvi¬ 
ous. 

The rarities disc offers Mudhoney the od 
portunity to pay tribute to those myriad influ¬ 
ences, as they do cover versions of such bands 
as the Adolescents, Black Rag, Angry Samo 
ans. Fang, Void (how cool is that?), the Damned 
Motorhead and an unforgettable take on Space¬ 
men 3’s “Revolution”; the latter song twists the 
opening spoken word bit into a nasty little ru¬ 
mination about certain Spacemen 3 members’ 
drug habits, set to a numbing “Black To Comm” 
ripoff. Veterans of different bands since the earlv 
80s, the members of Mudhoney were certainly 
weaned on punk and hardcore and it shows in 
their loose, raucous approach and they don’t 
skimp on the rock ‘n roll side of things, either 
Flat-out rocking. (PO Box 20645, Seattle WA 
98102) 

NAPALM DEATH-The Complete Radio One 
Sessions (Fuel 2000) 

Radio sessions by the grind 
groundbreakers... frankly, I still find most of 
their early material virtually unlistenable. Howl¬ 
ing shrieks and inhuman tempos. Heavily in¬ 
fluenced by Siege, whose “Walls” they cover 
here, but Napalm Death couldn’t pull off the 4/ 
4 at inhuman tempos like that band could. Any¬ 
way, the cuts recorded in ‘90 and ‘96, with 
Barney Green way on vocals, move towards a 
metallic approach and are more effective. “My 
Own Worst Enemy” destroys on cue. “Murdered 
Mentally” balances the thrash and grind pretty 
well. Remaining a mixed bag of tricks. 

NEW YORK DOLLS-Lipstick Killers 
(ROIR) 

Another go-round for the 1972 Dolls’ demo, 
with original drummer Billy Murcia, who suc¬ 
cumbed to a fatal drug OD while the band toured 
England. There’s something tentative-sounding 
about it. Like the Dolls were taking their baby 
steps, with slow versions of songs that sprang 
to life on their two albums (although their ver¬ 
sion of Otis Redding’s “Don’t Mess With Cu¬ 
pid” didn’t reappear). Bluesy, down ‘n dirty 
Stones-inspired rock ‘n roll that was certainly 
out of place at the time, and proudly so, but 
these renditions have a sluggish nature. A mere 
blueprint for future greatness. (611 Broadway, 
#411, NY, NY 10012) 

NIBLICK HENBANE-And We Fall (Iron 
Bound/Upstart) 

The band’s three out of print early 7”s, origi¬ 
nally released on Headache, along with various 
live and demo tracks, all of it from ‘87 to ‘93. 
The early material is sloppy and loutish, but they 
became more accomplished as time progressed, 
into a tighter street-punk sound with melody 
and lots of oi-spirit. No less loutish, though. 
Clever cover versions of “Angel Of The Morn¬ 
ing,” Freddy Cannon’s “Tallahassee Lassie” and 
Herman’s Hermits “I’m Henry the VIII” (child¬ 
hood flashbacks—NO!!). The best of the origi¬ 
nals is a catchy ditty “From You,” as in “ we’re 
not gonna take it from you!' Two of the demo 
tracks later became Wretched Ones songs, as 
Armen from that band served a stint with 
Niblick on bass. Not quite on the level of the 
Wretcheds or Those Unknown, two more Joisey 
workin’ class punk bands, but they had their 
moments. (65-A West Madison Ave., #254, 
Dumont, NJ 07628) 

NIP DRIVERS-Destroy Whitey/Oh Blessed 
Freak Show (Taang) 

Two long outta print records on one disc... 
the Nip Drivers’ were a wised assed Southern 
California punk band in the early to mid 80s, 
unafraid to be obnoxious or regurgitate the pop 
culture that had been thrown at them during their 
formative years. “You Need Us,” though uncred¬ 
ited, comes from a “Gilligan’s Island” episode. 
Their cover of “Fox On The Run” by Sweet is 
spot-on perfect, one of the best moments here. 
Some of it hasn’t aged well, but there’s still 
something momentarily giggle-inducing about 
such rants as “Hello Lady,” “Jane Goodall” or 
their mauling of Duran Duran’s “Rio,” complete 
with “Nervous Breakdown” intro. Scrappy punk 
and hardcore with winking rock ‘n roll smarts. 
(706 Pismo Ct., San Diego, CA 92109) 
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OBSESSED-Incarnate (Southern Lord/ 
MIA) 

Collection of singles and demos from ‘83 
and ‘91 to ‘94. Makes me think of the milk com¬ 
mercials, only it’d be “POT—it does a body (or 
is it brain?) good.” Maybe not, but you get the 
feeling the Obsessed smoked a LOT of weed. 
Or perhaps that’s just the perception. Heavy 
rock to move mountains, certainly inspired by 
a certain UK metal band with Sabbath in their 
name. That’s not the entire story, though... “Sod¬ 
den Jackal,” off their debut 7”, flirted with 
speedier impulses. Big riffs, a thudding beat and 
Wino’s soulful, edgy vocals. With all the retro- 
metal bands rearing their hirusite heads these 
days, it’s not an exaggeration to say the Ob¬ 
sessed were spiritual godfathers and long be¬ 
fore it was trendy. (315 Church St., 2nd Floor, 
NY, NY 10013) 


OXBLOOD-6 Hard Years (Punk-Core) 

Bootboy rock from the Big Apple, 22 songs 
worth, taken from their LP, 7”s, splits, etc... 
Songs about the working class existence, run- 
ins with police, violent altercations, betrayals 
and defending old glory (anyone gotta match?). 
Catchy songs in a mostly mid-tempo style 
drawn from the 4-Skins and other kindred oi 
spirits. Can’t say I completely buy into their 
skinhead universe, but Oxblood have the bare¬ 
boned sound o’ the streets, here. (PO Box 916, 
Middle Island, NY 11953) 

MARK PERRY & ATV-Action Time Vision 
(Cherry Red) 

Let’s hear it for former bank employees who 
start fanzines and then end up in their own 
bands. That’s Mark Perry’s career trajectory 
and, as a former bank employee and current zine 
editor myself, maybe he’s something of a role 
model. Perry’s career spans over 20 years, most 
of it associated with shifting lineups of Alter¬ 
native TV aka ATV. A spotty career, to be hon¬ 
est, starting in a traditional punk framework, 
then exploring artier and moderne territory. The 
pulse of reggae flows in and out, from opening 
track “Love Lies Limp” to the penultimate 
“Communication Failure.” The stripped-down 
basics of “How Much Longer,” “Life” and “Ac¬ 
tion Time Vision” fare well, as does the doomier 
proclivities of “Splitting In Two,” which fore¬ 
shadows what Joy Division did early on. The 
balance I can take or leave and Perry’s liner 
notes display a slight amount of egocentric ar¬ 
rogance, although with some cheek, so I sup¬ 
pose it shouldn’t be taken seriously. This disc 
attempts to provide a complete overview. 
There’s also a previously-released disc that con¬ 
sists entirely of their punk material and I’m 
thinking that would be preferable to most read¬ 
ers of this ‘zine. (Unit 17, 1st Floor, Elysium 
Gate West, 126-128 New King’s Road, London 
SW6 4LZ, ENGLAND) 


POISON IDEA-Best Of (Taang) 

More accurately, this is the “Pick Your King,” 
“Record Collectors” and “Kings Of Punk” re¬ 
leases on one CD, along with the three tracks 
from their 7” a few years. So, yeah, it’s defi¬ 
nitely a good chunk of their best material, al¬ 
though they didn’t exactly go to shit, afterwards. 
The best elements of 80s hardcore—acid- 
dipped vocals from Jerry A and a throttling, 
high-powered blast of pure musical venom. 
Distilled to its essence on the debut 7”, “Pick 
Your King,” one of the best American HC 7”s 
from that period. “Record Collectors” also re¬ 
leased the pent-up rage, although the arranging 
w as starting to increase in intricacy and the band 
reached their peak with “Kings Of Punk.” Ruth¬ 
less, but also with memorable songs, especially 
for “Ugly American” and the overpowering 
Lifestyles.” This represents the four-member 
lineup, with Tom “Pig Champion” Roberts the 
sole guitarist, aided and abetted by Dean 
Johnson and Chris Tense on drums and bass. 
Learning To Scream” reunited Jerry, Dean and 
'"jnis with a new guitarist and it’s a return to 
the roots—savory, but not quite the same with- 
° ut Tom. Booklet includes all the lyrics, this 
j^e—first time for “Kings Of Punk.” It’s not 
^Perbole when I say this band is one of the 

£ st hardcore units ever. (706 Pismo Ct., San 
Lhef 


! 8o, CA 92109) 


*^L KLUB-Nobody Cares Anymore (Divin¬ 


ity) 

PTL were a ripping thrash band from 
Woburn and their recent reunion show was an 
enjoyable occurrence. Blistering tempos, a few 
metal licks here and there and Ray’s agitated 
vocals. This disc is an expanded version of then- 
last 7”, recorded in 1987, adding on live-on- 
radio recordings from Emerson and Brandeis. 
The live cuts are actually sonically superior to 
the studio work—go figure—and one is a cover 
of Alice Cooper’s “Eighteen.” PTL Klub came 
along at a time when all-out thrash wasn’t in 
vogue in Boston and it was a much-needed kick 
in the ass. Still is. (375 Main Street, #244, 
Woburn, MA 01801) 

ROTTERS-Pull It And Yell (Bacchus Ar¬ 
chives/Dionysus) 

A slice of late 70s LA nastiness. The Rotters 
are best known for the (in)famous “Sit On My 
Face Stevie Nicks” and that song sure as hell 
offended my dorm-mate at BU who was a huge 
Fleetwood Mac fan. Which made it all the more 
enjoyable at the time and the song still brings a 
grin. Musically, rough and primitive three chord 
punk of the sort that pop up on “Killed By 
Death” comps, topped off with a Limey vocal¬ 
ist. Songs dealing with amputees, Japanese 
women, disco queens, killing the whales and 
wanting to be the Fuhreur, much in line with 
punk’s shock value at the time and one won¬ 
ders what the reaction would be today. Not for 
the overly-sensitive. The guitarist’s name is 
Phester Swollen. How can you go wrong with 
that? (PO Box 1975, Burbank, CA 91507) 

SAINTS-I’m Stranded (Captain Oi)/Eter- 
nally Yours (Captain Oi) 

UK issues of the same CDs that were re- 
released in the US on Amsterdamned. For the 
complete run-down, refer to SF #41 ’s reissue 
review section. In brief, two of the essential 
punk albums from the late 70s, each with its 
own unique muse or personality and contain¬ 
ing some timeless performances. Smart and 
energetic. For the anal completists, this version 
of “Eternally Yours” includes two more bonus 
tracks than its US counterpart, a single version 
of “This Perfect Day” and a b-side, “L.I.E.S.” 
Also, these versions include the lyrics and, to 
this admittedly untrained ear, I think there’s a 
slightly hotter mix on “Stranded.” No matter 
what pressing, own these albums. (PO Box 501, 
High Wycombe, Bucks HP10 8QA, EN¬ 
GLAND) 

SCREECHING WEASEL-Thank You Very 
Little (Panic Button, dbl. CD) 

The second collection of Weasel obscurities, 
demos, et al, spanning 1986-1999 and with a 
second disc including rehearsals and a live set 
from 1993. Starting as snotty, hellraising punks 
with the occasional hardcore inclination and 
eventually evolving into the tuneful unit that 
gained wider popularity, but never losing that 
middle-finger spirit. The rougher-sounding, 
early material provides a good three chord jolt, 
particularly “Slogans” and “Someday.” Recent 
cover versions of DOA’s “The Prisoner” and 
SLF’s “Suspect Device” are strong, as well. 
Sure, pop/punk is an overused term, as Ben 
Weasel says in the extensive liner notes, but 
these guys were always (and remain) among the 
best purveyors of that sound by merit of sharp 
lyrics and songwriting, Ben’s tough, yet vul¬ 
nerable vocals and never forgetting the punk 
rock part of the equation. R-A-M-O-N-E-S? To 
an extent, but using that band as one building 
block for their own vision. A song like “Lose 
The Dink” can be poppy as hell and still slug 
you in the gut. The live material isn’t as soni¬ 
cally deficient as Ben writes, although not stu¬ 
dio-quality either. Feedback, hooks and heart 
and making me wish I’d made it to the Middle 
East for their show on that tour. A far from sec¬ 
ond-rate anthology. (PO Box 148010, Chicago, 
IL 60614-8010) 

SHAM 69-Rarities 1977-80 (Captain Oi) 

Interesting collection of demos... these are 
all basically blueprints, some with different 
titles/lyrics, for songs that ended up on Sham’s 
studio albums. The early material, including 
“Borstal Breakout” and “They Don’t Under¬ 
stand” has a stripped-down simplicity. There’s 
an innocent charm to it. The balance consist of 


songs that ended up on their third and fourth 
albums, “Hersham Boys” and “The Game,” re¬ 
spectively, plus three unused songs recorded for 
the “Quadrophenia” soundtrack. Sham were 
widening their scope to include barrellhouse 
rock ‘n roll and poppier elements. “I’m A Man” 
(not the blues song) has a decided Kinks influ¬ 
ence, for instance. “We Who Dare To Win” (aka 
“Unite & Win”) and “Everything’s Alright” (aka 
“Tell The Children”) remain catchy and memo¬ 
rable. Not all ot it’s that top-notch—’’Poor Cow” 
is a lousy song, no matter the format. What’s 
also noticeable is how much more restrained 
Jimmy Pursey’s vocals are on these recordings 
and he doesn’t sound like what some have de¬ 
scribed as a foootball cheerleader on their other 
work. A pleasant vocal style, in fact. This col¬ 
lection is more of curiosity for the true fan; for 
the best stuff, the “Punk Singles Collection” or 
“Angels With Dirty Faces” anthology provide 
good overviews. (PO Box 501, High Wycombe, 
Bucks HP10 8QA, ENGLAND) 

SHEER TERROR-Bulldog Edition (Black¬ 
out, dbl. CD) 

How much Sheer Terror can you take. Well, 
here’s two discs worth that collects “Just Can’t 
Hate Enough ” “Live At CBGB,” a song from 
an SV 7” (the Dead Boys’ “I Need Lunch”), 
“Old, New, Borrowed and Blue,” “Thanks Fer 
Nuthiir” and tracks from “No Grounds For 
Pity” and a few other obscurities. Paul Bearer 
was never a man to pull punches and that atti¬ 
tude comes through in his liner notes, lyrics and 
bellicose vocal style (although the man can 
croon a tune, as well). Evolving from rough- 
hewn hardcore punks with a Celtic Frost fetish 
(that came from early guitarist Alan Blake) into 
a band that merged metallic brawn and hardcore 
and never lost its wit or sarcastic bite. Paul is 
equally adept at sharing his pain and disillu¬ 
sionment as he is his anger towards the intended 
targets. Much as Bearer might consider it a mill¬ 
stone, “Just Can’t Hate Enough” is an 
unimitigated classic, although the muse didn’t 
diminish for the likes of “I, Spoiler” or “Time 
Don’t Heal A Thing.” Unforgettable covers of 
Tull’s “Hymn 43,” Johnny Thunders’ “You 
Can’t Put Your Arms Around A Memory” and 
the live “Boys Don't Cry.” The live EP leaves 
all the caustic banter in, as well. Tellin’ it like it 
is, playin’ it how they wanted and if you don’t 
fucking like it, that’s JUST TOO BAD! (PO Box 
1575, NY, NY 10009) 

SLAUGHTER & THE DOGS-Do It Dog 
Style (Captain Oi)/Bite Back (Captain Oi) 

Part of the ‘76-77 first wave of British punk 
but SATD were never ashamed to play up their 
rock ‘n roll roots. In fact, I recall seeing them 
being slagged in some quarters as “poseurs” 
because of it, but tough shit. Their first album, 
“Do It Dog Style,” had some classic high-en¬ 
ergy moments, starting with the opening trio of 
songs—’’Where Have All The Bootboys Gone,” 
“Victims Of The Vampire” and “Boston Ba¬ 
bies”—all favoring hot guitar riffs, raspy vo¬ 
cals and a thumping pogo beat. “Dame To 
Blame” and “We Don’t Care” also keep things 
moving and their version of the New York Dolls’ 
“Mystery Girls” is handled with snotty aplomb. 
Two bonus tracks, including a revved-up rootsy 
rocker, “Johnny T.” I still skip over their cover 
of the bubblegum hit “Quick Joey Small,” but 
nothing else. An influence on GBH, among oth¬ 
ers. The second disc, 1980’s “Bite Back,” hasn’t 
aged quite as well. I remember playing this LP 
a lot in college and now I kind of wonder why. 
The album was originally released under the 
name Slaughter (not to be confused with the 
hair metal band). A different vocalist and drum¬ 
mer, ex-Nosebleeds’ Ed “Banger” Garrity and 
ex-Eater Phil Rowland respectively, and they 
embrace traditional rock ‘n roll more overtly, 
merging boogie and pub rock with a punkier 
sound. There’s adequate energy for “What’s 
Wrong Boy,” “Now I Know” and “Crashing Out 
With Lucy,” but “Hell In New York” is a virtual 
rewrite of “I Wanna Be Your Dog” and “East 
Side Of Town” is a forgettable Mott-esque deri¬ 
vation. The bonus tracks from a pre-LP single 
do have a rougher drive. OK in spots, but no¬ 
where near as essential as “Dog Style.” (PO Box 
501, High Wycombe, Bucks HP10 8QA, EN¬ 
GLAND) 


TURNING POINT-1988-1991 (Jade TVee) 

Complete anthology of this Jersey band in 
eluding their album, 7”s, comps, plus live cuts 
Later material had ‘em flirting with more 
melody and, uh, emo, as they expanded beyond 
their youth crew HC roots. Energetic and im¬ 
passioned hardcore, mixing up thrash, crunch 
and tunefulness, along with a youthful earnest- 
ness. There’s something downright plaintive and 
innocent about Skip’s vocals. No tough guy 
pose; instead, sounding vulnerable while cross¬ 
ing the bridge of adolescence. In the same 
ballpark as early Token Entry (without the 
metal) or Vision, who started around the same 
time and there’s a catchy, urgent sweep to such 
tracks as “Prophecy,” “Guidance,” “Get It Back” 
and others. The early demos indicate more of a 
purity in sound drawn from the likes of Youth 
Of Today and that influence remained, even as 
they branched out. A time piece but, if you liked 
the revival, you might want to hear the stuff from 
“back in the day.” (2310 Kennwynn Rd 
Wilmington, DE 19810) 

UK SUBS-Another Kind Of Blues /Brand 
New Age/Crash Course Live/Diminished 
Responsibility (all Captain Oi) 

Another round of Subs’ reissues and these 
are a slight step up from the Dojo packages in 
1995. The band’s early work remains essential, 
with the tandem of Charlie Harper’s bellowing 
vocals and Nicky Garratt’s downstroke-motor 
guitar. The booklets now include lyrics, along 
with liner notes from Mark Brennan and Garratt 
and each disc includes a number of bonus tracks. 

“Another Kind Of Blues,” their 1978 debut, 
includes two of their best-known songs, “CID” 
and “Stranglehold,” while Charlie adds bluesy 
harmonica to “I Couldn’t Be You.” This album 
played up the R&B/pub rock base more than 
subsequent releases, while also embracing 
punk’s fast and frenetic energy, especially for 
the likes of “Disease,” “Killer” and “Crash 
Course.” The bonus tracks include their first 3 
song EP plus the “Stranglehold,” “Rockers” and 
“Tomorrows Girls” singles. 

“Brand New Age” remains this writer’s fa¬ 
vorite Subs’ album. A true punk classic, with 
Garratt’s guitar louder in the mix. Such time¬ 
less tunes as “Teenage,” “Warhead,” “Emotional 
Blackmail” and classic b-sides and singles as 
bonus tracks—the two songs that were paired 
with the “Teenage” single are among their best; 
the manic “Left For Dead” and “New York State 
Police.” 10 bonus cuts in all, plus the album 
and non-stop dose of adrenalin. 

“Crash Course Live” is still their definitive 
live work, in my opinion. Covering the early 
stuff with spirited abandon. 24 songs in all, in¬ 
cluding the bonus 4 song EP that came with the 
first pressing. The liner notes reveal that crowd 
noise was dubbed in, from another Subs’ show 
and a Gong concert (!!), due to the sonic limi¬ 
tations of the recording at the Rainbow. Listen 
for Charlie admonishing the crowd to stop 
breaking the chairs up before “Teenage.” 

“Diminshed Responsibility” shuffled the 
lineup, with the addition of Alvin Gibbs on bass 
and Steve Roberts on drums. Released in 1981, 
it’s not up to the level of “Brand New Age” or 
this album’s successor, “Endangered Species ” 
but it’s hardly a washout. “You Don’t Below” 
remains a haunting gem, with a textured wash 
of guitar and melodic hook. The punk jones re¬ 
mains with the likes of “Violent City,” “So 
What” and “Too Tired.” “Party In Paris” has 
keyboards from Captain Sensible and 
handclaps, making it sound like a cross between 
the Damned and 60s pop, with a Chuck Berry 
guitar lead for good measure. The bonus cuts 
add on two more versions of “Paris” (one in 
French), the very Police-sounding “Keep On 
Running” and the two tracks from Charlie’s first 
solo single... “Barmy London Army” is a memo¬ 
rable rouser. They expanded the parameters with 
this album and the success rate is mixed. (PO 
Box 501, High Wycombe, Bucks HP 10 8QA, 
ENGLAND) 

UNBROKEN-It’s Getting Tougher To Say 
The Right Things (Indecision) 

A collection of 7” and demo (uncredited) 
tracks by this west coast band, recorded between 
‘92 and ‘95. I’ll be honest and say I’ve heard 
the name, but never heard much of their music 
before (it’s from a period that I wasn’t as con- 
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nected to the hardcore scene) and it’s clearly a 
case of band improving tremendously with time. 
They started as a sloggish, lethargic heavy 
hardcore unit with melodic overtones, but it 
wasn’t all that interesting. The later material 
maintains a degree of the heaviness and infuses 
an edgier, faster-paced dose of hardcore. That 
still means that over half of this package isn’t 
that great, but the good stuff does pack a sol¬ 
idly cathartic punch. Includes a wicked-emo 
version of Joy Division’s “Love Will Tear Us 
Apart” that surges like a motherfucker. (PO Box 
5781, Huntington Beach, CA 92615) 

VANDALS-Fear Of A Punk Planet (Kung 
Fu)/Oi To The World (Kung Fu) 

I think we’re all quite familiar with the Van¬ 
dals here. Fast, comedic, poppy punk rock from 
Orange County, CA. 1990’s “Fear Of A Punk 
Planet” was the first LP to feature the current 
line-up, and is being re-issued on the Vandals’ 
own label (with bonus tracks) because Restless 
never paid the band for the thousands of copies 
that have already been sold. I never really liked 
this Vandals line-up; they’re a little too anti-sep¬ 
tic and radio-friendly. Dave Quackenbush just 
doesn’t have whatever it was that Stevo had as 
a vocalist, and the newer stuff just seemed to 
be too silly and kind of pointless. That said, this 
is one of the better albums of the new Vandals 
era and they still can write some good songs. 
This was a big album back in the day and it 
holds up nicely today too. “Oi To The World,” 
from 1996 or so, got a lot of publicity because 
No Doubt covered the title track. They remas¬ 
tered it, added an orchestral overture and some 
overdubs and slapped a new cover on it. Origi¬ 
nal punk Christmas songs that are funny for a 
few minutes. If you’re a Vandals fan, you more 
than likely own these albums, and if you’ve 
never heard the band, “Fear Of A Punk Planet” 
isn’t a bad place to start, but the old line-up is 
so much better... (PO Box 3061, Seal Beach, 
CA 90740) (Snotty) 

VARIOUS-Be A Caveman: The Best Of The 
Voxx Garage Revival (Voxx) 

Garage, pysch and folkier revivalism from 
the early to mid 80s and, while some of the 
softer swill here doesn’t make too grand an 
impression (Leopards, Eyes Of Mind), and I 
wish they’d picked a better song by the 
Crawdaddys than their tepid version of the Vel¬ 
vets’ “There She Goes Again,” a number of the 
bands do have that retro touch or cleverly up¬ 
date it. And just to prove that I don’t think jangle 
= shit, the Byrdsy song by the Vipers is pretty 
damn groovy, man. Tell Tale Hearts do the R&B 
thing quite well and the Hypstrz tear through 
“Midnight Hour” with sweaty aplomb. The 
Odds (ex-DMZ), Cynics, Plan 9, Gravedigger 
V, the Dwarves (in their garage era) and the 
Chesterfield Kings all rock mightily. Detailed 
liner notes by the inimitable Mike Stax. A de¬ 
cent sampler from that time period and, even in 
the poppier moments, maintaining a tough ar¬ 
rogance, for the most part. (PO Box 7112, 
Burbank, CA 91510) 

VARIOUS-Gimme Indie Rock! Vol. 1 (K-Tel, 
dbl. CD) 

That’s right... K-Tel. I’m sure every review 
will make a comment about that but it’s kind of 
funny or surreal, in a way. Anyway, here’s a 
Pretty esoteric anthology of 80s indy/ie rock (I 
^lways switch back and forth between spell- 
,n gs). Music that remains a double-edged 
sw °rd. Not so much for the aural properties, 
hut there was always a strong degree of elitism 
surrounding it and that attitude comes out in 
the liner notes and press info. The crack about 
Pot-bellied 70s rock lovers really sticks in the 
—hey, I’ll still defend certain rock ‘n roll 
Purveyors from that period whether it’s cool or 
n °t, so fuck off. Or the fact that hardcore punk 
Was suddenly history in 1984, as an anonymous 
claims on the press sheet under the 
usker Dii entry. This is the snobbery that fu- 
J?® such journalistic endeavors as Away From 
e Pulsebeat, Option (liner notes are by that 
s Scott Becker) and, worst of all, Spin. 
poking down their bespectacled noses at more 
P-Punst musical forms, such as hardcore, thrash 
|- la l, etc. Well, thank goodness a lot of the 
0ut Slc Presented here was LOUD, so it drowned 
Ule se tastemakers’ aural diarrhea when I was 


in their proximity at the clubs. OK, Becker’s 
not completely wrong and indy rock was, in my 
view, way cooler back then. The acts featured 
here that are still around from that time period 
are, in the main, either highly irrelevant or have 
moved on to less interesting projects. The Wip¬ 
ers are an exception, off the top of my head. 

Yes, now I’m being elitist. Deal with it... but 
it’s hard to fault an anthology that has such di¬ 
verse, spot-on-memorable bands as the Wed¬ 
ding Present, Yo La Tengo, Squirrel Bait, Di¬ 
nosaur, the Fall, Wipers, Minutemen, My Dad 
Is Dead, Mudhoney, Pussy Galore etc... Even if 
tracks by Scrawl, Pastels, Big Dipper or the tre¬ 
mendously overrated Galaxie 500 threaten to 
put me to sleep. You want underrated? How 
about the damn near genius-level Death Of 
Samantha and “Coca-Cola and Liquorice,” their 
calling card that was an unholy tandem of Ubu 
jazz skronk and hard rock. Yes, there was a time 
where the Flaming Lips were creating revolu¬ 
tionary rock ‘n roll. A time where guitar rock 
could be electrifying and soul-grabbing, even 
if it wasn’t necessarily punk rock or hardcore- 
oriented. Because there was heart, 
unpredictability and it hadn’t been completely 
commodified, stripped of its fieriness or niched 
out. The members of these bands were inspired 
by the punk aesthetic, whatever the fuck that is, 
in one way or another. See, that’s what’s gone 
now. Indy rock these days just doesn’t ROCK 
all that much anymore. You’ve got quasi-cham¬ 
ber music like the Rachel’s or (I stole this) the 
Herb Alpert-inspired likes of Tortoise. Not the 
unleashing of brutal fuzz, such as for 
Mudhoney’s “Touch Me, I’m Sick,” Husker’s 
“Pink Turns To Blue” or Dinosaur’s “Little 
Furry Thing.” Someone effectively building on 
Joy Division’s legacy, as Mark Edwards did with 
My Dad Is Dead. Wedding Present’s luscious 
happy-pop. And while Black Flag peaked with 
“Damaged,” “Black Coffee” is from the fero¬ 
ciously-rocking “Slip It In” album. 

Thinking about it, this covers a lot of ground, 
although such bands as Sonic Youth, Big Black, 
Naked Raygun or Breaking Circus would have 
added something to the mix, on the more ag¬ 
gressive side. Volume two, anyone? (2605 
Fernbrook Lane North, Minneapolis, MN 
55447-4736) 

VARIOUS-Jade Tree: First Five Years (Jade 
Tree, dbl. CD) 

Collection of early EP’s from the Jade Tree 
catalogue, released between ‘90 and ‘95 and 
quite haphazard. The artsy, cheeky weirdness 
of the Eggs hasn’t aged all that well. And the 
melodic rock of Jones Very (with Vic Bondi), 
while mildly engaging, doesn’t hold a candle 
to Vic’s subsequent, harder-edged band Alloy 
(to say nothing of Articles Of Faith). The emo- 
core approach of Gravel, Walleye and Railhed 
are all passable, if unexceptional. On the other 
hand, Universal Order Of Armageddon remain 
a potent band, with gyrating, unsettling arrange¬ 
ments and conveying a cathartic sensibility. 
Pitchblende come from the same mathy muse 
as Slint, merging subtlety with dramatic pas¬ 
sages and shadings. Textbook early 90s indy 
rock and I now understand completely why I 
got back into aggressive punk and hardcore— 
because things were either getting too metal or 
watered-down and that diffuse (aka softening) 
nature has only gotten more pronounced in the 
indy realm in recent years. (2310 Kennwynn 
Rd., Wilmington, DE 19810) 

VARIOUS-Something In The Water: The 
Secret History Of Long Island Punk (Under 
The Volcano/Winged Disk) 

Some of the material here could’ve stayed 
secret—I’m thinking, in particular, of the silly 
“Sex Puppet” by Sea Monster and two godawful 
Beatles-associated covers with Johnny Thun¬ 
ders (“Twist and Shout,” “Boys”). On the other 
hand, the rabid, uncompromising punk of the 
Nihilistics still holds forth and, as an avowed 
disco hater, I definitely enjoyed Jimi Lalumia 
and the Psychotic Frogs’ “Death To Disco,” al¬ 
though the bar band punk rock isn’t exactly 
Killed By Death caliber. The other Sea Mon¬ 
ster material is an entertaining Joy Division/ 
gothic spoof. Dead Virgins four songs are split 
between rough punk and more melodic terrain. 
Horror Planet were a fun, wise-assed punk band. 
Very hit and miss. (PO Box 236, Neconset, NY 


11767) 

VARIOUS-Straight Outta Burbank: The 
Bomp 25th Anniversary Collection (Bomp, 
dbl. CD) 

One of those comps where you’d have to 
have an extraordinarily diverse pallette to like 
every single song, but the slugging percentage 
is quite high here. Divided between Bomp and 
Voxx acts on the first disc and material from 
Alive and Total Energy on the second and it’s a 
mini-history of spirited sounds going as far back 
as the 60s. Bomp and its affiliated labels have 
certainly unleashed an impressive back catalog 
and some of their archival entries are superb. 
‘77 era punk is well-represented by the Dils’ 
classic “I Hate The Rich,” the Weirdos’ “De¬ 
stroy All Music,” a live version of the Dead 
Boys’ “3rd Generation Nation,” the scurrilous 
Heartbreakers’ “Pirate Love” and, from across 
the pond, an early Swell Maps’ delight, “Inter¬ 
national Rescue.” Some late 60s/early 70s cra¬ 
ziness comes from the satirical Deviants and 
Pink Fairies, an early, raw-as-fuck take of the 
MC5’s “Looking At You” and Iggy’s “Gimme 
Some Skin,” the b-side of the awesome “I Feel 
Alright” 7”. Past meets present with Radio 
Birdman’s Deniz Tek hooking up with 
Streetwalkin’ Cheetahs for a smokin’ version 
of “Do The Pop” and Dodge Main, a band with 
Tek, brother Wayne Kramer and Sonics’ 
Rendevous Band’s Scott Morgan, do justice for 
SRB’s “City Slang.” Other choice moments 
come from LA vets the Zeros, garage snots the 
Pushers and Lazy Cowgirls and the expansive, 
soulful jazz of Sun Ra (“Space Is The Place,” a 
defining moment for the otherworldly per¬ 
former). Some of the power-pop acts don’t quite 
turn the crank as much and I think Brian 
Jonestown Massacre are quite overrated, a case 
of the name outstripping the musical merit). The 
Pepgirlz lethargic “Hippopotamus” is devoid of 
any pep. But these are a group of labels who 
draw from both the past and present and con¬ 
tinue to put out quality material. (PO Box 7112, 
Burbank, CA 91510) 

VARIOUS-Welcome To 1984 (Sonic Re¬ 
ducer) 

The reissue of the second MRR comp, this 
time on Jeff Bale's Sonic Reducer label, and 
one of the first international comps to really 
make a mark, introducing a plethora of shit-hot 
punk and hardcore bands to these ears and many 
other individuals’. One might not have under¬ 
stood the words sung in the bands’ native 
tongues, but the intent was obvious—a cry of 
defiance, anger and liberation, accomplished 
through the tools of high powered rock ‘n roll. 
Raw Power’s “Fuck Authority,” with Silvio’s 
inhuman vocals and the completely overpow¬ 
ering riff attack, is still as punishing as it was 
15 years ago. Hard/fast tracks from Terveet 
Kadet, Inferno, Rattus, BGK and Frites Mod¬ 
em continue to pack a punch. Depression, from 
Australia, slow it down to a still-potent pace, 
while Electric Deads add unexpected melody 
to the thrash. Kidnap, from France, had more 
of a UK oi influence, with anti-nazi lyrics. Jeff’s 
original liner notes offer a bleak assessment of 
an Orwellian nightmare come to life. His up¬ 
dated comments do make mention of the fall of 
many overtly dictatorial regimes and also says 
that people can only have their minds controlled 
up to a point. His hope was that the album at 
least inspired people to “think critically about 
larger issues and, in the process, helped them 
to resist social and political pressures to con¬ 
form.” In this writer’s life, that was certainly 
the case with this record and others like it—or 
it was at least one contributing factor to my in¬ 
creasingly anti-authoritarian mindset. Good job, 
Jeff. And most of the music still stands up, as 
well. (PO Box 8345, Berkeley, CA 94707) 

VIBRATORS-The BBC Punk Sessions (Cap¬ 
tain Oi) 

Enjoyable, but I think I like the Vibrators’ 
studio stuff, particularly “Pure Mania,” better. 
Still, fans will dig this collection of radio ses¬ 
sions, including one from 1976 where they had 
much more of an R&B/pub rock sound. The 
classic first single “We Vibrate” is part of that 
session. Other classic tunes that pop up include 
“Automatic Lover,” “Petrol” and “Judy Says.” 
But what’s with the cheesy synthesizer on the 


concert tracks? Sounds like someone got a new 
toy and the bleeps, farts and noises coming from 
that instrument get distracting after a spell (PO 
Box 501, High Wycombe, Bucks HP 10 80 a 
ENGLAND) 

VICE SQUAD-The Rarities (Captain Oi) 

This is a cool odds and sods type collection 
comprised of demos and live stuff. Included here 
are live tunes from the 1st VS gig as well as a 
pre VS band, TV Brakes. Wholly incompetent 
but rocking nonetheless. The demo versions of 
the tunes on their “Out of Reach” EP are raw 
and frantic. Both Beki and Lia offer up passion¬ 
ate vocals with a call-to-arms feel in the lyrics 
This could easily serve as a great introduction 
to the band and longtime fans will find plenty 
of gems themselves. It also has the meanest 
version of “Belsen Was a Gas” that I’ve ever 
heard. (PO Box 501, High Wycombe Bucks 
HP 10 8QA, ENGLAND) (David) 

VICE SQUAD-The Very Best Of (Anagram) 

Listening to the 24 tracks here (16 with Beki, 
8 with Lia), it’s apparent that Vice Squad might 
be somewhat overrated in the early 80s UK punk 
pantheon. The later tracks, particularly, suffer 
from a lack of punch and the jazzy “Out In The 
Cold” and weak pop of “The Rest Of Your Life” 
are pretty far-removed from the punk roots. 
Even some of the punkier material is fairly non- 
distinct and doesn’t have the buzz ‘n bum of 
some of their contemporaries. Still, the band’s 
resolute classics are here—“Stand Strong, Stand 
Proud,” “Last Rockers,” “Out Of Reach” and 
“Propaganda” are particularly strong and 
memorable. Even their version of Sweet’s 
“Teenage Rampage” is enjoyable in a dispos¬ 
able glam-pop way. Judicious programming is 
recommended, (distr. by Cherry Red, Unit 17, 
1st Floor, Elysium Gate West, 126-128 New 
King’s Road, London SW6 4LZ, ENGLAND) 

THE WHO-BBC Sessions (MCA) 

They were mods, they were punks... but not 
Monks., that was the band of US servicemen 
who made a name for themselves in Germany. 
Joke’s over. A collection of Who BBC radio 
sessions from 1965-1973 and a bounty for any 
fan of the band. While songs from “Tommy” 
and “Who’s Next” are sidestepped, the multi¬ 
faceted nature of the Who is presented, from 
the R&B roots of “Leaving Here” and “Danc¬ 
ing In the Streets” to the driving pop of “Sub¬ 
stitute” and “La La La Lies” to the explosive, 
anthemic “My Generation.” Even in the studio 
setting, hints of the Who’s anarchic nature come 
out, such as the the feedback assault for “Any¬ 
way, Anyhow, Anywhere” to the chaotic bridge 
on “I’m A Boy” to the pumped-up version of 
the Pirates’ “Shakin’All Over.” Glistening har¬ 
monies, melodic brilliance, but always with a 
sneering chip on the shoulder and a deviance 
lurking in the shadows. Instrumentally, the Who 
were peerless, with Pete Townshend’s muscu¬ 
lar rhythm and inventive lead work, John 
Entwhistle’s solid bass and Keith Moon’s one- 
of-a-kind drumming. Roger Daltrey was the 
right combination of boisterous soulfulness and 
sensitivity. Granted, “A Quick One,” their first 
stab at a rock opera, remains something of a 
millstone and the inclusion of “I Can See For 
Miles” (which I have on a bootleg of some of 
these sessions) would have been nice, but those 
are minor quibbles. As with the Beatles and 
Stones, the Who started off paying tribute to 
their influences, but eventually found their own 
unique musical expression. Fuck the mod re¬ 
vival—go for the genuine article. And their in¬ 
fluence on punk was undeniable, as well. 

Y-Pseudo Youth... Human Cesspool (Sound 
Pollution) 

This record is a re-release of Y’s old stuff. 
These tracks were recorded between March ‘95 
and late ‘97, which just goes to show how ahead 
of their time this band was. Includes their LP, 
7” and split 7”, as well as two unreleased tracks. 
Those who don’t know ofY should think along 
the lines of Hellnation, without screechy vo¬ 
cals. The recording quality is decent and the 
lyrics are in German. But they’ve included En¬ 
glish explanations and they’re quite political and 
well-written. It’s fast. It’s loud and it’s German. 
It’ll rock your socks off. (PO Box 17742, 
Covington, KY 41017) (Jeff) 
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7 ”RECORDS 


A GLOBAL THREAT-In The Red (Rodent 
Popsicle) 

First recordings since Mark Unseen left the 
band and continuing in a thrashy, pissed-off 
punk vein. Bryan spits out the venom and the 
songs have a trebly, trigger-finger nature. “My 
Neighbors” slows it down a tad. Not quite up to 
the level of their recent album, but still decent. 
(PO Box 1143, Allston, MA 02134) 

A POOR EXCUSE (Rodent Popsicle) 
RIGHT BRIGADE/A POOR EXCUSE-Split 
EP (Bridge Nine) 

A Poor Excuse’s Rodent Popsicle 7” features 
9 songs and it spins at 45 RPM. Short, raging 
hardcore tunes by this feisty Boston band. Pull¬ 
ing nothing back, either musically or lyrically, 
be it dealing with stylistic toughguys (“Metal 
Moshing Maniacs”), certain elements in the 
skinhead scene or Columbine. “I Hate” provides 
a concise of Mike’s overall misanthropy. The 
songs are catchy and memorable in their short 
time-spans. Most of the tracks from their demo 
are here, along with a handful of new ones and 
it’s all ripping. The split provides 5 more blasts, 
including one of their best songs, “Sick and 
Tired,” with circle-pit inducing breakdowns. 
Harkening back to the old days while remain¬ 
ing fresh-sounding. Local boys Right Brigade 
are equally on-target with a speedy, surging 
blitz. Two songs previously featured on their 
demo, plus a cover of Slapshot’s “Hang Up Your 
Boots” and all of it begging for another spin or 
three. ( Rodent Popsicle : PO Box 1143, Allston, 
MA 02134 /Bridge Nine : PO Box 990052, Bos¬ 
ton, M A 02199) 

ALL ILL-Symbols Of Involution (Sound 
Pollution) 

More of this Spanish-band’s lightning-fast 
hardcore... part thrash, part grind and, while 
tight, sometimes too fast for its own good. As 
with their previous album on B.Core, you can 
hear elements of DRI and Napalm Death. Pack¬ 
ing plenty of rage—that can’t be argued. (PO 
Box 17742, Covington, KY 41017) 

ANGER/FLATUS-Drunk In Jersey (Black 
Pumpkin) 

Recorded live on Pat Duncan’s show on 
WFMU and all the songs are about drinking, in 
case you couldn’t tell. It’s their life, apparently. 
Grizzled punk with a rock ‘n roll undrecurrent 
from both bands and Anger even take a title, 
“Fat, Drunk & Stupid,” from a line in “Animal 
House.” Decent sound quality and perfor¬ 
mances. Both have new albums since the re¬ 
lease of this 7”. (PO Box 4377, River Edge, NJ 
07661-4377) 

ATROCIOUS MADNESS-Visions Of Hell 
(Tribal War) 

A hellaciously ugly sound, if you’ll pardon 
(he pun. Peals of feedback, ala Disorder, rising 
up from the loud/fast onslaught. Howls of pain 
emanate from the thrashy din and the lyric sheet 
is very useful, since Frank could be howling 
about ice cream for all I know. The sleeve folds 
°ut, Crass-style, and the songs are about ani¬ 
mal abuse (one song’s about the cruelty of bring- 
jng dogs to punk shows because of the possi¬ 
bility of damaging their hearing), tv’s mind- 
drain and alternative energy sources. Over the 
and I mean that in a good way. (1951 W. 
“Umside, #1936, Portland, OR 97209) 

AUTOMATIC (Reflections) 

Louisville hardcore veterans, from such 
j ^ ds as Enkindels, By The Grace Of God and 
target who else, doing something in a melodic 
.core realm. Decently-crafted songs remi- 
1SCem of Dag Nasty, at least on the two origi- 

s - The cover of Costello’s “Radio Radio” is 
• st tak t° middling. Guess they had a hanker- 
8 to g et back to the roots. (Spoorwegstraat 
6828 AP Arnhem, NETHERLANDS) 

Positive Hardcore (Short Fuse) 
son Fe and no missing the point of such 
Shir T ^ 0U re A Fuckin’ Prick” or “Love Is 
^mi-social, malevolent hardcore that gets 


at least part of its inspiration from old Boston 
hardcore, and I would have guessed that with¬ 
out the Jerry’s Kids cover. I get the feeling it’s 
at least partially tongue in cheek. I hope so, 
anyway. If not, they’re on the other side of the 
globe, at least. (34 Atchison Rd., Macquarie 
Fields 2564 NSW, AUSTRALIA) 

BEYOND DESCRIPTION-Chaos Days In 
1992 (Smog Veil) 

Three ruthless hardcore songs on a one-sided 
disc from this Japanese band, recorded in ‘92, 
in case you weren’t paying attention. Sound 
quality is a bit muffled, but the raging thrash 
can’t be held back. (PMB 454, 774 Mays #10, 
I.V.,NV 89451) 

BITCHIN’-It’s On (No Idea) 

No, it’s not some sexist name... three of the 
four members are women. A warm, buzzing 
guitar sound that pushes these emo/pop com¬ 
positions. Made me think of Superchunk in 
spots and the lead vocals, which tend to chafe a 
bit, come from a similar high timbre as Mac’s. 
Personal lyrics and “Utilizing” is a middle fin¬ 
ger to people who label and stereotype. Hate to 
say it, but I think I’d like this more if the vocals 
weren’t a sore point. (PO Box 14636, 
Gainesville, FL 32604) 

BLACKOUT TERROR-Education Is Armor 
For Revolution (American Dream) 

Howling, screaming metal furies. Anguished 
vocals and jackhammer instrumentation, mainly 
in a thick, heavy mode, but not jock-style, at 
least. They definitely grab your attention, and 
the lyrics take on some heavy issues, as well— 
how public housing keeps the classes separated 
and maintains an oppressive system, obsession 
with body image and the conformity-incubat¬ 
ing educational system. I think I like the mes¬ 
sage better than the medium, but fans of heavier 


hardcore will probably be impressed. (1182 
Chelsea Ln., Holiday, FL 34691) 

BLOODY SODS-Hate Of Mind (Mad Skull) 

No, they’re not any happier... the Sods are 
pissed as ever and play the brawling punk rock 
to prove it. Fast-paced songs with a combina¬ 
tion of US-style street punk and the early 80s 
UK influence. Two vocalists to make the point 
loud and clear. ( Band : 3150 E. Hwy 34, PMB 
246, Newnan, GA 30265) 

BORN DEAD ICONS-Part Of Something 
Larger Than Ourselves (Deranged) 

Bom Dead Icons imube their music with a 
doomy sense of forboding, a thick cavernous 
heaviness, yet it’s not metal. There’s also a 
bleakness in the lyrics and anguish in the vo¬ 
cals. Guitar chords hang over it all like a thick 
blanket of clouds on a dark day, with mid to 
fast tempos, for the most part, although “Idle 
Will” is dirgier. Hardcore with a sense of drama. 
(PO Box 543, Station P, Toronto, ON M55 2T1, 
CANADA) 

BRASSKNUCKLE BOYS-Fighting Poor 
(Fistful Of Reality) 

Peppy, tuneful street punk with a rock ‘n roll 
rootsiness. Enough energy and raw verve to 
keep me listening. Even when I cringe at the 
armed revolt fantasy for “Rise Up, Sign Up,” 
although the frustrations are valid. On the other 
hand, they love their mom (“For You, Mom”), 
so they can’t be all bad. (PO Box 351, Portage, 
IN 46368) 

BRASS TACKS-The Good Life (Headache) 

The Tacks are back... okay, my rhyming 
skills are suspect, here. The Brass Tacks’ street 
punk skills, on the other hand, are as sharp as 
their nom-de-band. Oof, a bad rhyme and a bad 
pun... I'm sorry. No-bullshit tunes played with 
a hearty, guitar-driven punch. “Positively 
Baldwin Street,” about asshole landlords, cer¬ 
tainly presents a universal theme. On the other 
hand, the lyrics for “The Good Life,” basically 
saying who gives a fuck about the world when 



you’ve got beer and the WWF, is pretty much 
in line with the attitudes of the ignorant masses 
(“Why free Mumia when we can drink free 
beer?”). Then again, there are days I just want 
to shut out the world and vegetate, so maybe 
they’re half right. (PO Box 204, Midland Park 
NJ 07432) 

BREAD AND WATER-Future Memories 
(Burrito) 

I’ll admit it—sometimes 7”s can languish 
in the review box for awhile, due to the volume 
that come in and, mainly, my procrastination 
and when I start going through the box, I’ll ran¬ 
domly pull a certain record for one reason or 
another. I pulled this one out because I saw the 
guitarist for Kill The Man Who Questions wear¬ 
ing a Bread and Water t-shirt. Well, good call. 
Fast punk with agitated vocals and a raw guitar 
sound. Lyrics expressing anger about a number 
of issues, including gentrification, religion and 
animal rights. A burning, in-yer-face, sound. 
(PO Box 3204, Brandon, FL 33509-3204) 

BRIEFS-Poor and Weird/Rotten Love 
(Dirtnap) 

Garage punk with a poppy push, especially 
on “Poor and Weird.” TTie slower-paced “Rot¬ 
ten Love” isn’t quite as fetching, though hardly 
a disaster. A 60s meets 70s beat, here. Produced 
by Kurt Bloch of the Fastbacks. (PO Box 21249, 
Seattle, WA 98111) 

CANDY SNATCHERS-Survival Of The Fit¬ 
test/Suffragette City (Sin City) 

Mean and nasty rockers and I’m hoping 
they’re going to drag their bloody carcasses up 
to Boston someday. “Survival” is a scorchin’ 
original and the flip does justice to a classic 
David Bowie song. (PO Box 8345, Berkeley, 
CA 94707) 

CATARACT-War Anthems (Schematics) 

Beautiful heavy stock, color sleeve with nice 
artwork, but I can’t get into the mainly metal- 
core contents on the vinyl. The thrashier “You 
Did Something Wrong” doesn’t work too well, 
either. Chug chug chug. (PO Box 14636, 
Gainesville, FL 32604) 

CHERRY THIRTEEN-Lower Class Angels 
(Sin City/Coldfront) 

Steve Miller from Electric Frankenstein has 
another band and these guys rock nearly as hard 
as the EF... same idea, that being straight-ahead, 
catchy rock ‘n roll. “Hey Mutha Fucka” gets a 
bit tawdry with the lyrical matter and sexual 
sound effects, but you want down ‘n dirty, then 
that’s what they’ll provide. (PO Box 8345, Ber¬ 
keley, CA 94707) 

CHUD (Rodent Popsicle/Impulse Buying) 

Fairly standard pissed-off, fast punk, featur¬ 
ing two vocalists. Lyrics that take issue societal 
injustices and inequalities in black/white terms 
but not off the mark. The opening instrumental’s 
a bit of a surprise, as are the occasional lead 
breaks (which are hit and miss). Not too distin¬ 
guished yet, but room to grow. (PO Box 411, 
Newmarket, NH 03857-0411) 

CITIZENS ON PAROLE (Disobey) 

Somewhat better on paper than to listen to... 
these youngsters are an obnoxious lot, mixing 
up hardcore and death metal, but with such titles 
as “(I’m Gonna Take That Polo Bag And Shove 
It Up Your Ass) You Greasy Eurotrash 
Scumfuck,” “Hall and Oates Must Die” or “Still 
Pissed At Reagan,” one has to be astonished at 
their level of creativity. There’s definitely some 
deep thought going on here. Musically, they 
have a ways to go. (1446 Dorchester Ave., PMB 
649, Dorchester, MA 02122) 

CLASSACTION (Disobey/Rodent Popsicle) 

Riding the line between grind, metal and 
crust and, while occasionally turning into a 
noisy blur, this local band get it right for the 
full-on savagery of “Wasteland” and their an¬ 
them “Stop Making Punk Rock Suck.” Didn’t 
care for the metal-oriented material quite as 
much. (1446 Dorchester Ave, PMB 649, 
Dorchester, MA 02122) 

CONTRA/MAD COW DIZEAZE 182-Split 

An entertaining DIY punkfest here. Contra’s 
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songs tend to have more of a political persua¬ 
sion and it's a good combination of thrash and 
rant. MDC 182 come from a zanier direction, 
but the energy doesn't flag here, either, with 
their loud and raw attack. Sometimes, it sounds 
like Curly from the Three Stooges is handling 
the vocals. Includes an ultra-hip obscure cover. 
Life Sentence’s “Punks For Profit.’’ What the 
fuck is Joaquin Andujar’s baseball card doing 
on the sleeve? (51 Lorijean Lane, East 
Northport, NY 11731) 

COUNTDOWN TO OBLIVION-Brain Sur¬ 
gery For Beginners (Deranged) 

A deranged-sounding band on Deranged. 
Heck, makes sense to me. Two vocalists bark 
out the bile accompanied by a pscyho-hardcore 
sound. Cascading riffs and drumbeats and a bit 
of metal in the mix. The sleeve is eye-catching, 
as well, with creepy artwork and folding out to 
six panels. Critiquing not only society, but our 
own little subculture, as well. “The Fest Sex I 
Never Had” deals with scapegoating and rumor¬ 
mongering. Unleashing the intensity. (PO Box 
543, Station P, Toronto, ON M5S 2T1, 
CANADA) 

CREEPS-Lights Over Baghdad (Smog Veil) 
CREEPS/BLACK LOVE-Split (Diaphragm) 

The Creeps are one pissed-off sounding 
band. The anger of Blood For Blood, if not quite 
having the musical tools of that band. It’s a 
denser, uglier sound, if that’s possible. On 
“Baghdad,” the two songs take a metal-cleav¬ 
ing hardcore approach, but on the split with 
Black Love, they get a little thrashier. The emo- 
moan intro to “Indie Rock” on the split is hi¬ 
larious, before they kick into a slam-crazed ti¬ 
rade. Black Love dish out two ornery rockers 
of their own, with a vocalist who’s a dead ringer 
for John Brannon. Not a lot of subtlety here and, 
also, sometimes just playing it loud ‘n ugly ain’t 
quite enough. (Smog Veil : PMB 454,774 Mays 
#10, I.V., NV 89451/ Diaphragm : 2480 
Indianola Ave., Columbus, OH 43202) 

CUTTHROATS 9 -You Should Be Dead/ 
Can’t Do A Thing (Reptilian) 

Side-band for the Unsane’s Chris Spencer. 
“Dead,” dealing with an assault Chris suffered 
in Vienna, is a cascading, rhythmic rocker fea¬ 
turing strong drumming, jagged guitar lines and 
his sealed-in-a-tomb vocals. “Can’t Do A 
Thing” is slower, brooding and not quite as ex¬ 
citing. One nasty looking dead alligator on the 
cover. (403 S. Broadway, Baltimore, MD 
21231) 

DAS BOOT/SWEET J.A.P.-Split (Nice & 
Neat) 

Two Japanese garage punk bands, but one 
lives in Minneapolis (Sweet J.A.P.). Sweet 
J.A.P. cruise along with a chugging mid-tempo 
sound, while Das Boot have a nastier, faster style 
for one song and do more of the traditional ga¬ 
rage thing on the other. A nice dose of orneri¬ 
ness from each. (PO Box 14177, Minneapolis, 
MN 55414) 

DAYBREAK-Frozen Wintered Realms Of 
% Moonlit Record Collection (Reptilian) 

Spazzy (ha) grindcore played in short, in¬ 
tense and tight blasts and, while this isn’t really 
m y style, they’ve certainly put some effort into 
l he song titles. “I Love Junkies Because They 
Sell Me Their Records For Drug Money,” 
Nothing Ruins The Mood Like A Chainsaw” 
^nd their anti-Christian hardcore song, “The 
Uar k Lord Disapproves.” More than a bit tongue 
ln cheek. I suspect. Pressed on a colorful pic- 
J® 6 disc. (403 S. Broadway, Baltimore, MD 
21231) 

JJEAD BOYS-Buried Gems (Shredder/ 
L °ldfront) 

Two unearthed demos from ‘78 and ‘80, but 
on t g et too excited if you’re a fan of the loose, 

aotic Dead Boys’ sound. “It’s All Right,” an 
q, am Faith song, doesn’t even have Cheetah 

°nie on the recording and Stiv Bators is rel- 
BLltarii to backing vocals, as bassist Jimmy Zero 
2 o n , es the lead. A so-so 50s-style rocker. “War 
tune 6 1S mar 8 ina lly better, but the power-pop 
Wor . Sc ? Un( ls more like something from his solo 
only Dead Boys. For the completists, 

y ’ rest of you are directed to “Young 


Loud and Snotty” and “We Have Come For Your 
Children.” NOW! (PO Box 8345, Berkeley, CA 
94707) 

DEAD EMPTY (Cyclone) 

A 7” that came out before their CD and all 
four songs are exclusive to this release. Sharp 
and catchy songs favoring loud guitars and 
strong choruses. Bright and boisterous punk by 
this offshoot of Bomb Squadron. (24 Pheasant 
Run, Merrimack, NH 03054) 

DEAD MAN’S CHOIR-She Don’t Like It/ 
First Time (Know) 

Revved-up rock ‘n roll with Thunders gui¬ 
tar licks on the a-side and it’s a decent-enough 
rouser. I’m less-enamored of the tepid Boys' 
cover on the flip. Such a great song, but this 
version sounds half-hearted. Split decision. (PO 
Box 90579, Long Beach, CA 90809) 

DEAD NATION-Painless (Kangaroo) 

The end of the line for Dead Nation, as 
they’ve already broken up (goddamit 
motherfucker sonofabitch!!!), leaving behind 
this hellacious 8 song hardcore epitaph. Spot- 
on, piledriving thrash bristling with anger and 
scorch. “Voiceless Generation” is a respite, with 
a medium-speed, chantalong fervor. The title 
track, taking up most of side 2 slows it down to 
an intense circle-pitting crawl, without once 
making you think, oh god, fuckin’ metal. Nope, 
this is a soul-rending tour-de-force, here. Sorry 
they’re finished. (Middenweg 13, 1089AA 
Amsterdam, NETHERLANDS) 

DEVOLA-The Resuscitation EP (625) 

Pummelling shocks of thrash, grind and 
heaviness. Ron howls as if someone gave him a 
hot-foot. Tight and throttlingly over-the-top. You 
won’t find one sign of accessibility, here. A lot 
on their minds, as well, from how mentally- 
handicapped people are treated to right-wing 
Christian TV shows to the high level of violence 
in their small town. (PO Box 423413, SF, CA 
94142-3413) 

DILLINGER FOUR/PINHEAD GUNPOW- 
DER-Split (Adeline) 

D4—what needs to be said? Creative titling, 
as always, and the first track, “Are You The 
Motherfucker With the Banana?” packs the 
hooks hard ‘n heavy; “Thanks For Nothing, Part 
2: The Revenge,” is in search of the knockout, 
but the energy and speed make up for it. Backed 
with two songs by Pinhead Gunpowder, the 
ongoing collaboration with Billie from Green 
Day, Aaron Cometbus and their longtime com¬ 
patriots Jason and Bill both “At Your Funeral” 
and “Second Street” are super-catchy, as well 
as loud, while the brief “Porch Song” is more 
of a rabid outburst. Both bands play poppy punk 
the way it should be played and the sharp lyrics 
from each grouping are a plus. (5337 College 
Ave. #318, Oakland, CA 94618) 

DISTRAUGHT/THUSLA DOOM-Split 
(Doomed) 

Crust-kings Distraught never put much mu¬ 
sic out over the years (and now they’ve appar¬ 
ently split)... the two tracks here might be the 
best yet. Loud, fast and aggressive, with a pun¬ 
ishing wall of thunder and memorable chorus 
for “Freedom Defined.” Thusla Doom favors 
rabid vocals from Leora, which are an acquired 
taste, and a marginally more melodic punk 
sound, but it’s still fairly over the top. I also get 
the feeling that the guitarist has more than a 
passing familiarity with metal. (PO Box 13210, 
Jersey City, NJ 07363) 

DOC HOPPER/THIS SIDE UP-And Then 
There Were None (Vagabond Heart) 

The Doc Hopper material was recorded in 
‘95 and ‘96 and “Coffee Jerk” quickly makes 
you remember what a good pop-core band they 
are. Plus they nail Gang Green’s “Alcohol,” 
where Chris Pierce morphs into Chris Doherty. 
This Side Up, from Italy, also play a poppy style, 
although not quite as gripping as Hopper. I did 
like their speedy version of Billy Bragg’s “A 
New England.” (20 Westminster Rd., Chatham, 
NJ 07928-1315) 

DONTCARES (Dirtnap) 

Swedish rock ‘n roll animals fusing a fast 


punk sound to Motorhead-inspired boogie. 
Three fast ‘n loose burners with raspy vocals 
and piledriving guitar and bass and the titles 
are “Spit In The Ass,” “Goin’ Screamin’ 
Bumin’” and “Evil Sex Machine.” The middle 
song listed is an appropriate description. (PO 
Box 21249, Seattle, WA 98111) 

DOUBLE NUTHINS-Got Into A Fight In 
Special Ed/So Glad I Don’t Care About You 
(Rapid Pulse) 

Just reading the song titles should indicate 
this record’s coolness and the stuff’s in the 
grooves. A-side has a snarly ‘77 meets garage 
sound, while the flip’s a little hookier in a Real 
Kids’ vein. This band’s hometown of Provi¬ 
dence may have its share of artsy-fartsy musi¬ 
cal nonsense, lately, but the Double Nuthins are 
doin’ their damndest to remedy that situation. 
(PO Box 5075, Milford, CT 06460) 

DROPKICK MURPHYS-Live On A Five 
(Headache) 

2 of the better Dropkicks’ songs, performed 
live, on a 5” disc, those being “Pipebomb on 
Lansdowne” and “Never Alone.” Get those fists 
pumping and get it quick, ‘cause there are only 
3000 of these suckers. (PO Box 204, Midland 
Park, NJ 07432) 

D.R.Y.-Shoot Up Death EP (625) 

Insane-o thrash, plus a few surprises... the 
vocal harmony on “Triangle Hoop,” for in¬ 
stance. But D.R.Y. are able to go from medium 
speed into overdrive at the drop of a hat. A raw, 
trebly sound drawing on Japan’s wacked-out 
hardcore tradition. (PO Box 423413, SF, CA 
94142-3413) 

DS-13/CODE 13-13 Song Split (Havoc) 
DS-13-Thrash & Burn (Enslaved/Boy Use¬ 
less) 

Quiet pop songs, sensitive harmonies, peace 
& love lyrics—uh, not quite. In the most logi¬ 
cal pairing on a split since Jawbox and Jaw¬ 
breaker, here we have some Minneapolis/Swed¬ 
ish hardcore kinship and it’s a brawling, thrash¬ 
ing battle royale. DS-13 continue their destruc¬ 
tive campaign, with a fast and blistering assasult 
and Code 13 continued to get sharper with each 
release (alas, they’re now defunct), playing at 
an inhuman pace without losing the rhythm. Hot 
NOTA cover to end things, as well. DS-13’s 
“Thrash & Bum” is a British 6” EP release that 
comes in a heavy cardboard sleeve and on col¬ 
ored wax. Completely raging. (Havoc : PO Box 
8585, Minneapolis, MN 55408) 

DUMBSTRUCK-If It Ain’t Broke Don’t Fix 
It (Blind Destruction) 

Three-quarters of 80s UK thrash heroes 
Ripcord (Baz, Jim, John) with a new vocalist 
and getting back to the roots. That means loud, 
fast and brief songs with punishing guitars, bass 
and drums going full-tilt, along with Rich’s 
nettled vocals. Includes a cover of semi-obscure 
Boston HC band Deathwish’s “Break The 
Chains.” Can’t wait to hear more. (Box 29, 82 
Colston St., Bristol BS1 5BB, ENGLAND) 

EASY ACTION-Do Or Die/You and Me 
(Reptilian) 

Noisy, brash raw rock music with vocals 
contributed by the one and only John Brannon. 
The ex-Negative Approach/Laughing Hyenas’ 
vocalist is just as scary and psychotic-sound¬ 
ing as ever. Also incomprehensible with his 
shredded tonsils in a din of distortion. Loud and 
to the point, with a direct intensity. (403 S. 
Broadway, Baltimore, MD 21231) 

ENTROPHY-Whatcha Gonna Do? 

Upbeat pogo punk with a decent vocal pres¬ 
ence and guitar buzz... but I’m kinda bothered 
by the gratuitious use of the word “fags” on 
“Whatcha Gonna Do?,” even though I don’t 
think they mean to use it in a homophobic 
sense—it’s aimed at asshole cops. I know 
Entrophy have a song called “PC Will Destroy 
The Punk Scene” and vocalist Roach 
McKrackin expresses sadness that he can’t use 
words like “gay” and “fag” during that song. 
Well, maybe it makes people who are gay feel 
sad that they can’t get refuge from this 
homophobic world when people in the scene 
are using the same words. As humorless as some 


“PC punks” are, I’m equally sick of the back¬ 
lash. End of speech, back to the record_that 

one reservation aside, not bad at all. (26 Bretton 
Woods Dr., South Attleboro, MA 02703) 

ENVY/THIS MACHINE KILLS-Split (HG 
Fact) 

One song apiece... Envy’s song isn’t avail¬ 
able elsewhere and is another example of their 
cascading, dramatic hardcore. This Machine 
Kills, from California, offer “41 Bullets,” an¬ 
other song about the Amadou Diallo killing by 
the NYC cops, but it’s a story that has to be 
retold until people understand how those pigs 
got away with murder. Set to a herky-jerky emo- 
core arrangement. (401 Hongo-M, 2-36-2 
YAYOI-CHO, NAKANO, TOKYO, 164, JA¬ 
PAN) 

FAT DAY-Gun Court Singles Series 
(Wabana) 

Hyperactive, spazzmo craziness. No song 
titles or lyrics, but there are about 9 eruptoid 
compositions, here. Enough energy to appeal 
to grindcore afficionados and off-the-wall stuff 
for those drawn to outre elements. (PO Box 
381700, Cambridge, MA 02238) 

FELIX-We Got Issues (New Hit) 

Timmy Chunks from Token Entry and Re¬ 
demption 87 is the guitarist and vocalist in this 
band/project and it’s a decidedly old-school 
hardcore tilt. “Moon Over Farrington,” dedi¬ 
cated to his Jersey pals in the Bouncing Souls, 
takes a poppier turn but the two other originals 
have a fast, raw style. There’s also a cover of 
Negative Approach’s “I’ll Survive” from an 
earlier session. Everything’s coming full circle. 
(7095 Hollywood Blvd. #458, Hollywood, CA 
90028) 

FOREIGN LEGION-The Years Gone By 
(Upstart Productions) 

Understated oi/street punk... kind of clunky- 
sounding, as if they’re taking their first steps as 
a band. Playing up the melodic side and you 
can hear as much of a Ruts influence as Sham 
69. Not all that electrifying. (65A W. Madison 
Ave., #254, Dumont, NJ 07628) 

GC5-The Price Of Security (Transparent) 

No wonder Mark from the Hudson Falcons 
loves this band... Pete Kyrou has the same kind 
of snarly vocal style and the GC5 are of a simi¬ 
lar mind in their basic values punk rock. A wall 
of guitars, strong hooks and intelligent lyrics. 
“The Cheapest Kind Of Freedom” might be the 
first time I’ve heard Maslow’s pyramid of needs 
quoted in a punk rock lyric. Sleeve art by Mad 
Mark Rude. (6759 Transparent Dr., Clarkston, 
MI 48346) 

GERIATRIX-Switchblade (Tom Perkins) 

This label is quickly becoming a home for 
some ass-kicking garage rock acts... the 
Geriatrix are no exception on this three track 
EP. From that conservative, culturally-reaction- 
ary shithole of Cincinnati and this band must 
have the blue-noses in a dither with their decid¬ 
edly nasty, slash ‘n bum rock ‘n roll. Keep up 
the good work, boys... (PO Box 970936, 
Ypsilanti, MI 48197) 

GRISLY GHOSTS OF GUY-Deadhead/The 
Witch (Soap & Spikes) 

Sleeve says there are ex-members of the 
Exploited and Gin Goblins. Not familiar with 
the latter, but this Scottish band don’t really 
sound like the former. “Deadhead” is a speedy 
barrage with lead vocals that could, uh, raise 
the dead. The flip is a butt-booting cover of the 
Sonics’ classic. (431 Burlington Ave., #5, 
Burlington, ON CANADA L7S 1R3) 

HOLDING ON (One Percent) 

HOLDING ON/THE REAL ENEMY-Split 
(Havoc/One Percent) 

Healthy, youthful-looking hardcore bands. 
Holding On play in a fast, youth crew-inspired 
style, while still sounding pissed as hell, on both 
the self-titled release and an earlier split with 
The Real Enemy, recorded with a different 
lineup/vocalist. A few mosh parts here and there, 
but mainly in a fast tempo. Felix Havoc con¬ 
tributed lyrics to “Unite Already” (on the split) 
that steals lines from a number of different 






hardcore anthems. Very funny. Real Enemy mix 
up thrash and heavier bludgeon, along with 
strong lyrical ideas on homophobia, union bust¬ 
ing and other foibles of capitalism, while 
reaffiriming their love for hardcore. An ener¬ 
getic thrust by both bands and Holding On, in 
particular, are emerging as a hot unit. (PO Box 
8585, Minneapolis, MN 55408) 

HOOKERS-Black Magic Stallion (Devil 
Doll) 

The Hookers have been hoisting the rock ‘n 
roll flag more blatantly of late and “Stallion” 
proves that out. The b-side features covers of 
Spinal Tap’s “Tonight I’m Gonna Rock You 
Tonight” and early US punk band The Dogs’ 
“Slash Your Face.” Attitude to spare. (PO Box 
30727, Long Beach, CA 90853) 

HOPELESS DREGS OF HUMANITY- 
Buildin’ Da Muthaphuckin’ Revolution! 
(Ever Reviled) 

Political as fuck, but instead of a grim punk 
sound, the Hopeless Dregs offer a more upbeat 
punk sound, drawing on Crimpshrine for its 
influence, along with some pogo punk. Sarcas¬ 
tic lyrics, as well, especially for “Let’s Bomb 
The Shit Out Of Our Problem.” Comes with a 
16 page booklet of lyrics, collages, cartoons and 
info. (50 Powers St., New Brunswick, NJ 
08901) 

INTENSITY-Virtue Of Progress (Six Weeks) 

Intensity are a Swedish hardcore band lean¬ 
ing towards an Americanized approach. Hot, 
fast thrash that’s both tight and explosive, along 
with a melodic passage here and there. A mix 
of late 80s youth crew and earlier styles and 
class-conscious lyrics in English, Swedish and 
one in Spanish. Multi-lingual hardcore rules! 
(225 Lincoln Ave., Cotati, CA 94931) 

INTREPID AAF-Songs Of Battle 
(Cheetah’s) 

The lastest band featuring the one and only 
Orlando “Ox” Xavier on vocals (who previously 
toiled in Special Forces and United Blood). 
Tuneful street-punk with a vehemently anti-rac¬ 
ist and working class message. Four tough 
songs, including one from each of his former 
bands. (PO Box 4442, Berkeley, CA 94704) 

JIMMIPELZ FISTFUCK USA-s/t (Traum- 
A)/Unter Geiern (Traum-A) 

Two 7”s from a German band who play a 
combination of brawling hardcore, speed metal 
and punk. More than a little Motorhead in what 
Jimmi Pelz do here, but not a straight tribute or 
anything. The self-titled disc comes on that ul¬ 
tra-thick vinyl you find with some overseas 


pressings. Occasionally, the double-bass pedal 
becomes a nuisance, but there’s a good amount 
of bum in these grooves and a bare-knuckled 
approach. (Karlstr. 64, 38106 Braunschweig, 
GERMANY) 

JUMPIN’ BEANS AND THE MOUS- 
TACHES-Gloria/Not Fade Away (Ball) 

Two more oldies given the Jumpin’ Beans 
treatment—meaning ultra-primitive, feedback/ 
electro-shock treatment. “Gloria” plods along 
in painstaking fashion, basically rendering it 
unlistenable. Buddy Holly’s “Not Fade Away” 
fares better, put through a rigorous, explosive 
workout. One for two. (PO Box 152, Gardiner, 
ME 04345) 

KILLSWITCH-Wreck (Firmament) 

Energetic punk that has a no-bullshit ambi¬ 
ance, although Ayn’s vocals are something I 
haven’t really warmed up to, yet. Too bad, be¬ 
cause the four songs have a straight-ahead 
power. Former members of Goodfellas (who 
had a decent album in ‘96) and the Workin’ 
Stiffs. (PO Box 420484, SF, CA 94142) 

KILL THE MAN WHO QUESTIONS-Pi- 
geon English 

Yet another document of rage from 
KTMWQ. Aggressive thrash with a few grind¬ 
like moments. Calling it like they see it, such 
as “Hellfire, Brimstone and Champion 
Sweatshirts,” which deals quite directly with the 
the increasing amount of religious dogma in the 
scene. That’s followed by “Coming Out In 
Hardcore,” which is taken from bassist 
Andrew’s personal experiences where he found 
that even the hardcore scene wasn’t a “safe ha¬ 
ven” for him to be out, but it’s important to be 
out so other gay people involved in the scene 
won’t feel alone. As always, these poignant 
words are accompanied by a powerful, full- 
throttle sonic blaze. A devastating combination. 
(PO Box 890, Haverton, PA 19083) 

KRIGSHOT-Och Hotet Kvarst&r (Sound 
Pollution) 

Oblilterative Swedish thrash. Krigshot are 
one of the more intense bands from that coun¬ 
try, taking the Dis-sy arrangements and speed¬ 
ing them up to a hyper tempo, without crossing 
into grind. Hoarse vocals, a wall of axe thunder 
and rampaging drums. Sung in Swedish, but 
with English translations printed and “Beaten 
(By The Cops),” about how protests are met with 
force from the so-called authorities, seems par¬ 
ticularly timely. (PO Box 17742, Covington, 
KY 40107) 

KURBITS IR-Sk&ne Sweden Attacks (625/ 


Mere Existence) 

17 songs on this 7”. Yeah, it’s fucking fast, 
with the longest track clocking in at 48 seconds. 
Double-time thrash that’s fairly tight, although 
the snare-dominant drumming gets a little 
mono-rhythmic. Definitely pushing the speed 
limit, here, although not really in the top tier of 
bands I’ve heard from that country. (PO Box 
423413, SF,CA 94142-3413) 

LARRY-Do You Wanna Hate Me (Jonny Cat/ 
Puke) 

One guy playing all the instruments and 
pouring out his black heart. Covering a few 
bases here, from thrashy punk to older, ‘77-in- 
spired material. Good and raw and not the sort 
• of self-indulgence you’d expect from a solo 
project. This is all rock ‘n roll. (PO Box 61, 
Estacada, OR 97023) 

LAST IN LINE-Crosswalk EP (Use Your 
Head) 

Wow... absolutely ravaging hardcore. Hard 
and fast, with a beefy two guitar sound and in 
throttle mode from start to finish. The circle pit 
is going, the pigpile is next and everyone’s yell¬ 
ing along. No jocks need spoil the fun, though, 
as they state on “Sore Throat (Jock Disco).” 
Certainly indebted to past history, but there’s a 
freshness and sharpness in their attack. A dead- 
on connection. ( Band : Mike Flynn, 18 Myrtle 
Ave., Westfield, MA 01085) 

LIFE’S HALT-We Sold Our Soul For 
Hardcore (Young Blood) 

Blazing and furious... They have a song 
called “Get In The Pit” and it makes me want 
to do just that. Life’s Halt are an LA band play¬ 
ing straight-up fast hardcore, one ripper after 
another. Something’s fucking catchy about it, 
too. Not in an accessible, pop-oriented fashion, 
but the buildups and breakdowns come in the 
right spots, there are hot guitar and bass riffs, 
singalongs and an overriding enthusiasm bom 
from a true love of the music, more than com¬ 
pensating for the occasional lack in tightness. 
Can’t fake that or even sell your soul to buy 
that spirit. (217 W. Main St., Ephrata, PA 17522) 

L.I.E.-Legalize It (625) 

L.I.E./LIVE FROM DEATH ROW-Split 
(Human Stench) 

L.I.E. are a nutso-sounding hardcore band 
from Japan. Blistering thrash, but also adding 
punkier influences and a sense of humor to go 
along with it. That’s the impression they give 
both on the “Legalize It” 7” and their split with 
Live From Death Row, a band from Western 
Massachusetts. LFDR come from the back-to- 
basics hardcore school that’s found a foothold 
in that part of the state. Raw and ravenous thrash 
in fast bursts. (625: PO Box 423413, SF, CA 
94142-3413 /Human Stench : PO Box 3783, 
Pittsfield, MA 01202) 

LOPEZ/FIREBALLS OF FREEDOM-Split 
(Dirtnap) 

The Fireballs make a good Spirit song, “I 
Got A Line On You,” even better with their ga¬ 
rage-stoked rendition. Squeals of feedback and 
shit-hot firepower. Their recent album on Es- 
trus shouldn’t be missed, either. Lopez counter 
with a pair of speedy songs, “Stoopit” and “1- 
800-666-FUKK,” in a Zeke-ish vein. Plenty of 
hellraising on each side. (PO Box 21249, Se¬ 
attle, WA 98111) 

MAJORITY RULE/THE BLACKOUT 
TERROR-Split (American Dream 101) 

Metallized, screamo-core wallowing in go- 
nowhere heaviness. This sort of gut-wrenching 
throat-wringing from both bands is plain te¬ 
dious. On the other hand, the Blackout Terror 
deserve kudos for their song “Ted Nugent Is A 
Fucking Dickhead,” concerning the Nuge’s re¬ 
actionary, neo-fascistic politics and activities. 
Just wish it was accompanied by a faster 
hardcore approach, as opposed to the metal. 
(1182 Chelsea Lane, Holiday, FL 34691) 

MANALIVEI-City Mile (Reminiscent) 

Manic punk and hardcore, interspersed with 
ska and reggae ala Choking Victim or Against 
All Authority, only not quite as catchy and with¬ 
out the horns of the latter. Thoughtful lyrics on 
suburban sprawl, youthful violence and insidi¬ 


ous government mind control. A workable com¬ 
bination. (2525 Lewis Ct., Lakewood, CO 
80215) 

MANKIND/FINAL WARNING-Split 
(Tribal War) 

Raging thrash by both bands, here... 
Mankind’s material is from the mid-90s and 
featured members of the Pist. Don’t know much 
about Final Warning, but their song “Wasteland” 
is hard and hamemering. (1951 W. Burnside 
#1936, Portland, OR 97209) 

MESSYH AIRS-Skulls & Skateboards (Paco 
Garden) 

Only two songs here, but the Messy hairs 
make the most of it... “22XU” comes storming 
with a full-on thrash attack. “Badge And A Gun” 
is a mid-tempo corker with the time-honored 
anti-police theme. Some good hardcore. (PO 
Box 18455, Denver, CO 80218-0455) 

METROS-I Gotta Go/Lookin’ For Danger 
(Dirtnap) 

The Metros already done an album on Rip- 
Off, so that should give you an idea of where 
they’re coming from. The opening line on “I 
Gotta Go” is "When / tell you 1 don’t care, you 
know / mean it” and the tough garage punk 
backs up that sentiment. Both songs exude a 
delinquent spirit and “Danger” has a great tran¬ 
sition from brooding arrogance to scorch. (PO 
Box 21249, Seattle, WA 98111) 

MORTARBLAST-Do They Care? (Disobey) 

Up the fuckin’ punx! Big hair, bondage trou¬ 
sers, studs and an angry, pissed-off sound. Same 
idea as the Unseen or Casualties, with a UK-82 
orientation, albeit not quite as tuneful. Harsh 
male/female vocals and a thrashy tempo. Not 
the most original approach, but getting the job 
done. (1446 Dorchester Ave, PMB 649, 
Dorchester, MA 02122) 

9 SHOCKS TERROR (Havoc) 

Power... pillage... bum... rumble... thrash... 
kill. The guitars flay, the bass moves mountains, 
the drums rattle along and the vocals are harsh 
and it’s all you’d expect from this band. Four 
new hardcore ragers and providing some rip¬ 
ping primal scream therapy, particularly on the 
speed-bomb “Backing Out.” The lyrics exhibit 
wit and sarcasm, such as taking a nice slap at 
modem hardcore for “9th Symbol,” even in¬ 
forming listeners where the breakdown part of 
the song is and 9 Shocks’ idea of a breakdown 
is way cooler than a constipated metal band’s. 
I’ve got two words for ‘ya... get this! (PO Box 
8585, Minneapolis, MN 55408) 

NO REPLY (Mankind) 

NO REPLY/LIFE’S HALT-Split (Indecision) 

Loud, fast, pissed off, stating as much with 
the opening song “I’m Still Fucking Pissed.” 
No Reply draw from ‘82 style hardcore and a 
bit of late 80s youth crew. Straight, to the point 
lyrics encouraging open-minded and honest 
communication. Having fun, even. No art crap, 
no emo, just rage. Their split with Life’s Halt 
continues the angry approach and “S.U.V. F.U.” | 
addresses a growing societal problem, pulling 
no punches. I’m as sick of those fucking SUV’s 
as these guys are. The semi-catchy “More Des¬ 
perate, More Violent” sounds like an anthem. 
Life’s Halt, who share a bass-player with No 
Reply, contribute their own brand of ravaging, 
speed-driven hardcore. Alternating between 
double-speed thrash (occasionally a bit sloppy) , 
and stirring breakdowns. Two of the four songs 
are sung (screamed?) in Spanish and “America” J 
is a boisterous middle-finger to the “love it or 
leave it” mentality. Both bands bring back the 
fun and a feeling of purity uncorrupted by 
trends. (Mankind : PO Box 461, Bellflower, CA 
90707 /Indecision : PO Box 5781, Huntington 
Beach, CA 92615) 

175 GRAMS (Crowd Control/Rodent 
Popsicle) 

Socially-conscious mid-to-fast tempo punk 
that’s a bit on the rudimentary side (and no Penj 
jokes, even though these guys have covered 
songs by that band). The sound quality also 
takes a bad dip for “Money.” That said, the band 
have a good amount of raw energy and the lyr* 
ics are equally pointed. (6 Lafayette Circle, 







Wellesley, MA 02482) 

ONYAS-Three More Hits From The Onyas 
(Junk) 

The nastiest trio from Australia since the 
Cosmic Psychos? Well, the three songs here do 
kick it nicely. Rockin’ rollin’ punk with octane 
adrenalin. Vocal presence isn’t that strong, but 
the guitar punch makes up for it, with an atti¬ 
tude to match. “No Concessions” is a grade-B+ 
Stooges-inflected thumper. (7071 Warner Ave., 
F-736, Huntington Beach, CA 92647) 

OTOPHOBIA-Source Of Confusion (Bur- 
rito) 

Yarrgh! Completely rippin’ hardcore from 
Atlanta. This ain’t no Anti-Heros. Otophobia 
favor glass-gargling vocals, meatcleaver guitar 
and bass and face-bashing drumming. Played 
at a thrashy tempo, with the occasional 
hyperspeed maneuver. A distinct Japanese and 
Euro influence and thought-provoking lyrics 
covering social, enviommental and personal 
issues (one song’s about plastic surgery). All 
that and a cover of Void’s “Dehumanized.” For 
those who like it raw. (PO Box 3204, Brandon, 
FL 33509-3204) 

OVER THE LINE-The Demo (Crucial Re¬ 
sponse) 

The demos from ‘97! Remixed in ‘99! Youth 
crew! Positive! Go! Get the idea? These guys 
are in the same vein as In My Eyes or Ten Yard 
Fight and, in fact, they’ve got football players 
on the sleeve. Drumming is occasionally a little 
off from the rest of the band, but they’ve got a 
peppy sound, anyway. (Kaisersfeld 98, 46047 
Oberhausen, GERMANY) 

PHC/INFEST-Split (Slap-A-Ham) 

A reissue of the debut release for this label, 
featuring live material by each band. Sound is 
board-quality and it’s pretty intense, as you’d 
imagine. PHC favor the big buildup, with an 
occasional speedy passage, while Infest drew 
their inspiration from Siege and bands of that 
ilk. Raging and rampaging hardcore with foot- 
in-a-beartrap vocals. If you don’t want to spend 
a week’s pay on eBay for the original, here’s a 
less-expensive alternative. (PO Box 420843, SF, 
CA 94142-0843) 

PINHEAD GUNPOWDER-Landlords/ 
Black Mountain Pt. 3 (Lookout) 

Anyone who’s heard Pinhead Gunpowder 
before knows what to expect... buzzing pop/ 
punk tunes with energetic instrumentation and 
sharp lyrics from Aaron Cometbus. The horns 
on the brief b-side are something of a surprise, 
though. “Landlords” is a burning keeper. (PO 
Box 11374, Berkeley, CA 94701) 

PONTIUS PILATE-Baptize This (Pagan 
Punk) 

Needless to say, Pontius Pilate have a real 
problem with religion, from the sleeve art de¬ 
picting an acid baptism and the title track. Their 
worldview isn’t too cheery, period, and they 
express these points with a brutal barrage of 
ultra-fast hardcore. Anguished vocals and a fu¬ 
rious sonic eruption as reinforcement. (2441 
Lyndale Ave. S., Minneapolis, MN 55405) 

RATIONAL SOLUTION (Ever Reviled) 

A Crass Records-style foldout, but on a bud¬ 
get (xeroxed) and literature on animal rights and 
Political prisoners accompanying the record, 
/nere’s also an explanation about why this band 
turned a flag on stage before their song “Sym- 
Of Destruction” (which is included on this 
Parting). On the vinyl, you get raging anarcho 
Cf ust-core with harsh vocals and a full-speed 
Wa ll o’ thunder. 

Plo^ T/GREED ’ Sp,it (Stategrinder/13th 

.The US meets Sweden on this split and each 
d provides some ravenous sounds. Greed’s 
^tracks feature nightmarish howls and a 
a ^'driven crust-core style. React contribute 
°f songs that run together... a wall of 
Ne n C ^ e d w rih 311 ominous intro for “The 
* Breed.” “Braving The Storm” is pure hit 
m n . (po Box ! 502 , New Haven, CT 06511) 


REDUCERS SF-No Control/Never Find Me 
(TKO) 

Two snappy tunes from this San Francisco 
band to hold ‘ya over ‘til their next album. Eco¬ 
nomical street punk meets pub rock, with jab¬ 
bing riffs and a nice Clash lick on “No Con¬ 
trol.” Almost makes me want to grow sideburns 
as cool-looking as the singer is sporting on the 
back cover. (PMB #103,4104 24th St., SF, CA 
94114) 

REMAINS OF THE DAY 

Beautifully-packaged 7” from this Portland 
band, with 8 heavy stock pages for lyrics and 
artwork. A doom-laden hardcore sound flow¬ 
ing from sombemess to heavy passages to grind¬ 
ing thrash and lyrics that expose feelings of 
outrage and betrayal from a personalized per¬ 
spective. I think, anyway—they’re sometimes 
on the oblique side. Capturing a mood, although 
with somewhat mixed musical results. (815 NE 
Emerson St.., Portland, OR 97211) 

RUIDO (Six Weeks) 

RUIDO/FUCK ON THE BEACH-Split 
(Know) 

Lyrics sung (or, rather, screamed) in Span¬ 
ish, although Ruido are from California, and 
coupled with an overpowering thrash sound. 
These elements will engender comparisons to 
Crudos and that’s kind of inevitable, I guess. 
Another critical crutch, the lazy way out of re¬ 
viewing these pieces of plastic. Yes, I plead 
guilty. I also plead guilty to liking these records, 
although Ruido are a bit more together-sound¬ 
ing on the Six Weeks’ release. The songs are 
executed with precision, varying from fast to 
ultra-fast, seldom stopping to catch a breath. 
Japanese thrash/grind terrorists Fuck On The 
Beach are also throat-grabbing on their side of 
the split with Ruido. (Six Weeks : 225 Lincoln 
Ave., Cotati, CA 94931 /Know : PO Box 90579, 
Long Beach, CA 90809) 

RUMBLESEAT-Trestles/Restless (No Idea) 

An acoustic side-project for Chuck and Chris 
from Hot Water Music, along with Chuck’s wife 
Samantha. Two folksy dities with guitar, bass 
and harmonica. Not unpleasant, a break from 
the volume, but I think I’ll stick to my HWM 
albums. (PO Box 14636, Gainesville, FL 32604) 

SANITY ASSASSINS-Live at The CBGB 
Club (Retch) 

Seems as though I’m getting something new 
by the Assassins all the time, lately. No com¬ 
plaints, though. Four live off the board tracks 
recorded in ‘98, with Spike from Blitzkrieg on 
vocals. Rough-hewn punk with a thick guitar 
sound. (49 Rose Crescent, Woodvale, Southport, 
Merseyside, PR8 3RZ, ENGLAND) 

SC VOLUNTEERS (TKO) 

A quartet of rough ‘n ready punk tradition¬ 
alists. The songs here are catchy and have a 
street punk boisterousness. I’d be lying if I said 
the vocal delivery didn’t remind me of the US 
Bombs’ Duane Peters and these guys aren’t all 
that different from that band, musically. Equal 
parts melody and punch. (PMB #103,4104 24th 
St., SF, CA 94114) 

SCAVENGERS-Supported By The State/ 
Born To Bullshit (Raw Power) 

More New Zealand punk history and lim¬ 
ited to 200 copies again, so good luck, but this 
is some classic fodder. Here’s a case where the 
lower fidelity actually enhances the experience. 
Nasty guitar licks jump out of the speakers and 
the two songs are rough and catchy. 100% fuck 
you attitude and the atonal sax on “Bom To 
Bullshit” is a cool touch. (PO Box 7127, 
Wellesley St., Auckland, NEW ZEALAND) 

SHUTUPS-Haul Off And Smack Your Ass 
(Junk) 

OK, OK, so these guys have a really bad 
attitude towards women and one hopes they’re 
kidding. Putting the PC concerns aside for a 
moment, some ass-smacking garage punk here 
with raspy vocals, snarling guitars and, if mu¬ 
sical instruments can convey confident arro¬ 
gance, that’s accomplished here. Especially for 
“Liar.” Not bad for a bunch of Wisconsin 
cheeseheads. (7071 Warner Ave., F-736, Hun¬ 
tington Beach, CA 92647) 


SOD/YELLOW MACHINEGUN-Split 
(Howling Bull) 

The front cover is a parody of Slayer’s “Sea¬ 
sons In The Abyss” LP and SOD’s song is “Sea¬ 
soning the Obese” and they do their damndest 
to sound like the target of the parody. It works, 
too. The women in YMG also play some pissed- 
off, Slayer-inspired speed metal. A pretty rippin’ 
7”. (PO Box 40129, SF, CA 94140) 

SPAZM 151-Power Songs For The Kidz 
(Havoc) 

Bill from React was singing the praises of 
this band to me and the guy’s right on the mark. 
Twisted hardcore terrors from Texas, with a 
balls-out, pedal to the floor blitz. Rumbling 
bass, jab-shock guitar, lacerating vocals and 
done at a wanton clip. Even an opening instru¬ 
mental to get the juices flowing, before kicking 
down the speed. Lyrics dealing with human 
emptiness, addiction, violent assholes at shows 
and societal futility—things that are always with 
us, unfortunately, but they’re voiced with rag¬ 
ing passion. (PO Box 8585, Minneapolis, MN 
55408) 

SPLASH 4-Rules Of Life (Lookout) 

Not the best stuff I’ve heard from this French 
band. “Rules Of Life” is a so-so attempt at a 
mid-tempo garage/psych anthem and comes up 
a bit short. “Armchair Thrillseeker” has a cer¬ 
tain ratty, raunchy drive to it. The demo quality 
“Ma Solitude et Moi,” accompanied by a rhythm 
machine, is actually the most interesting track, 
due to its rawness. Couldn’t get too excited, 
overall. (PO Box 11374, Berkeley, CA 94701) 

THE STATIC-Stab At The Night (Rocknroll 
Blitzkrieg) 

They don’t look so tough on the insert, but 
the Static play some nasty rock ‘n roll and punc¬ 
tuate it with lines about smashing bottles on 
people’s heads and gettin’ it on with the oppo¬ 
site sex. This is brawling sound with razorblade¬ 
swallowing vocals and a loose, spirited guitar/ 
bass/drums tandem. (PO Box 11906, Berkeley, 
CA 94712) 


THE SWARM-Old Blue Eyes Is Dead (Nn 
Idea) 

The final musical testament for this Cana 
dian band and going out in a blaze. Furious and 
frenetic hardcore attacking with speed and an 
vil-weight heaviness. Yeah, some metal but 
using it the right way for a change. The power 
in these grooves is crushing. Typically cool 
packaging from No Idea, too, with a die-cut 
sleeve and fold out insert. (PO Box 14636 
Gainesville, FL 32604) 

TERRORAIN-1988 Demo (Burrito) 

Fast as fuck thrash by this obscure late 80s 
UK band that hadn’t been released on vinyl until 
now. A combination of heaviness, speed and 
pissed-off vocals. Sometimes going off the rails 
a bit, but the thrasheads will treat this as a holy 
grail. Comes in a heavy stock foldout sleeve. 
(PO Box 3204, Brandon, FL 33509-3204) 

TIME HAS COME (Cl) 

The opening chords slam right into the gut 
and Time Has Come are off to the races with a 
tight, aggressive hardcore sound. Bustin’ out the 
old-school moves and slowing it down without 
becoming chug-laden. No other way to describe 
it and one can easily visualize a frenzied 
dancefloor response. No quarter spared in their 
angry expression. (739 Manor St., Lancaster 
PA 17603) 

TOWARDS AN END-Change And Pass 
Through (Lookout) 

How irksome is all this so-called emo-core 
getting? Depends on if it has enough energy to 
pull it through. In fact, in most cases regarding 
this style, any reference about hardcore is often 
highly misleading. Towards An End kind of 
straddle the line between softness and harder- 
edged inclinations, but it still comes up too light¬ 
weight for my tastes. (PO Box 11374, Berke¬ 
ley, C A 94701) 

TRAITORS/NINJAS-iGang War! (Plink) 

Throwin’ down the gauntlet... Illinois vs. 
Indiana. Who will be left standing? Both do 
pretty well here, each offering a pair of aggres¬ 
sive punk tunes. The Traitors connect furiously, 
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in particular, with “Fuck You, I’m A Cop.” The 
Ninjas, meanwhile, have a bit more of a wise- 
assed approach, without skimping on the en¬ 
ergy. (1001 E. Wayne St., South Bend, IN 
46617-6025) 

TRASH BATS-Must Be The Cocaine/ 
Civilization’s Dying (1-94) 

A punked-up StonesDolls rocker and a Zero 
Boys cover played with similar rock ‘n rollitude, 
punctuated by some “yayahs.” The glam getups 
are a bit much in this day and age, but they 
thankfully won’t make you think of Poison. The 
Bats have rock pumping through their veins and 
I don’t think it’s just the coke, either. (PO Box 
44763, Detroit, MI 48244) 

TROTS-Walk The Plank/Now I’m A Real 
Rock ‘n Rolla (Puke) 

Ready to rock, with an uncompromising, 
surly pair of songs, here. Raw, energetic garage 
punk with a real nasty streak. When you think 
about it, that’s how punk’s supposed to be 
played, with energy and attitude. That’s the deal 
here. (PO Box 1835, Seattle, WA 98111) 

TRUE BLUE-The Ice (Crucial Response) 

Beautiful sleeve with transparency paper 
layered and a fold-out inside a heavy-stock 
cover. Musically, True Blue play a combination 
of heavy and fast hardcore, drawing on Cro- 
Mags and Bad Brains for inspiration and with a 
vocalist who sounds like a sober Mike Blank... 
and, yes. I’m sober at the moment. There seems 
to be a spiritual undercurrent here (god and 
Buddah make members’ thank-you lists) but it’s 
not overtly religious. Has its moments, espe¬ 
cially on the faster-paced portions. (Kaisersfeld 
98,46047 Oberhausen, GERMANY) 

UFC (Charged) 

Ft. Lauderdale’s answer to the Casualties and 
there’s an Exploited influence to be sure (al¬ 
though, on “Punk Rock Stars,” they seem an¬ 
noyed with the fact that Wattie is still kicking 
around). No doubts about how they feel, with 
such song titles as “I Fucking Hate You” or 
“Fuck The World.” Punk as fuck, of course. (PO 
Box 157, High Bridge, NJ 08829) 

UMLAUT-Finland (Crimethlnc.) 

This 6” record comes in its own sleeve/lyric 
booklet with the latest issue of Inside Front. A 
Motorhead logo on the front (the band’s name 
is what they call the two dots above the second 
“o”) and a savage, high-speed hardcore barrage. 
Volleys of thrash, feedback and heaviness and 
unrelenting both musically and in the politi¬ 
cally-charged lyrics. (2695 Rangewood Dr., 
Atlanta, GA 30345) 

VALENTINE KILLERS-Let It Burn (Junk) 

These rock ‘n roll badasses hit me right 
where it counts with these three scorchers. Noth¬ 
ing complicated... just full-tilt punk-fueled rock 
‘n roll punctuated by plenty of yeah-yeah-yeahs 
and loud guitars. A smokin’ piece of plastic. 
(7071 Warner Ave., F-736, Huntington Beach, 
CA 92647) 

VARIOUS-Destroying Southern Tradition 
(At A Loss) 

OK , so the south isn’t all rednecks and rac- 
Isl sc um. That’s a broad statement, like saying 
all Boston drivers are lousy. Except the latter is 
tnie.Anyway, four bands and the manically- 
wrashing Deathreat are my favorites, here. 
Damad, and Equity tend to go for the heavy pain 
a Pproach, with lumbering riffs and howling 
^°cals. Intense, but a bit tiring. Suppression’s 
nef track alternates between hyper-speed and 
Urc n. Harsh stuff and nice packaging, in a heavy 
sl °ck sleeve and with a double panel insert for 
2U03) 3nC * Box Annapolis, MD 

^ARlojjs.East vs. West (Victory) 
ton W ° bands fr° m California, two from Bos- 
jM, ^ m aybe it’s just my parochial nature, but 
the glVC the edge t0 my ^ ocal Zeroes. Not that 
hard WeSt coasters fare that badly—crunching 
street° re ^ rom P° wer house and torqued-off 
puti'P^ by Pressure Point. Blood For Blood 
FuckpH n? 110 tlie nec k f° r their ra gt n g “Still 
is the The Trouble’s vinyl swan-song 

catchy-as-hell “Self Destruct” and rein¬ 


forces my opinion this was one of the finest lo¬ 
cal bands in recent years. (PO Box 146546, 
Chicago, IL 60614) 

VARIOUS-Fuck You Punx Vol. II (Blue 
Moon) 

Four bands playing dishing out exactly the 
kind of attitude the title would indicate... in¬ 
cluding a good-sounding live version of Zeke’s 
“Chiva Knievel.” Eight Bucks’ Experiment 
“Marijuana Americana” is one of the better 
songs on their recent album. Jon Cougar Con¬ 
centration Camp’s brife, thrashy and live “It’s 
The Flavor” doesn’t quite measure up to their 
other stuff. Finally, things are back on track for 
the Confessions’ “Fire Cracker Baby,” sound¬ 
ing like the missing link between early Gaunt 


and the Heartbreakers. That means it’s cool. 
(2075 S. University Blvd., #264, Denver, CO 
80210) 

VARIOUS-Graveyard Drag Race (Reptilian, 
dbl. 7”) 

Since this issue is coming out in October, 
my timing is right for this Halloween collec¬ 
tion. OK, it was released for Halloween ‘99 and 
I’m really late. No matter—a summit of four of 
the most-smokin’ punk ‘n roll bands in the na¬ 
tion doing songs for that occasion and, while it 
should be blowing me away a bit more than it 
does, there’s still some brain-spankin’ fodder 
here. The west coast bands win this round, those 
being the B-Movie Rats and Streetwalkin’ 
Cheetahs. Electric Frankenstein and Candy 
Snatchers hardly sound weak, but neither of 
their songs quite reach their typically lofty stan¬ 
dard. On orange vinyl, natch. (403 S. Broad¬ 
way, Baltimore, MD 21231) 

VARIOUS-This Is Kangaroo Not Berkeley 


(Kangaroo) 

Seems I’ve seen the cover photo somewhere 
before... some old Boston HC comp whose 
name escapes me. Anyway, 12 thrash bands on 
one 7” and not giving you time to catch your 
breath. Loud and fast bands from around the 
globe, including Out Cold, USV, Dead Nation, 
Neighbors and Undisputed World Heavyweight 
Champions. Some of it previously released, but 
there’s a lot of rage for your buck, here. 
(Middenweg 13, 1089AA Amsterdam, NETH¬ 
ERLANDS) 

VARIOUS-Under The Influence (Vicious 
Circle) 

6 bands doing SSD’s “Get It Away” EP, leav¬ 
ing off the cover of the Buzzcocks’ “No Re¬ 


ply,” but it’s not missed. Not with the throttling 
likes of Kill Your Idols attacking “X Claim,” 
Ten Yard Fight ripping up “Forced Down Your 
Throat” or a fast take on “Glue” by Where Fear 
And Weapons Meet. Fast Times, Time Flies and 
Committed also appear. Liner notes by Marginal 
Man’s Kenny Inouye. They definitely picked 
the right bands for this thing. (PO Box 4621, 
Richmond, VA 23220) 

VICE PRINCIPALS-Wolfgang Amadeus 
Jackboot/Showdown (Junk) 

Scott from the Humpers’ new band and the 
a-side is a tough ‘n taut garage rocker that’ll 
get the foot tapping. The flip is a fair-to-mid- 
dling New York Dolls’ tune (not one of my fa¬ 
vorite Dolls’ songs, either). Drummer’s name 
is Adonis Von Streicher, so that must be worth 
something here. (7071 Warner Ave., F-736, 
Huntington Beach, CA 92647) 

VIETNAM SYNDROME-Kill In The Blanks 
(Ding Dong Ditch) 


Political punk with a strong message... the 
music is hit and miss, though. Didn’t really like 
the acoustic “Fathers and Sons,” although the 
message of spousal abuse is poignant, of course. 
“White Lies” cleverly uses a Ted Nugent (jin¬ 
goistic asshole!) riff as an intro, before ripping 
into a pointed critique of mindless patriotism, 
racism and economic injustice, riding a Peni- 
style arrangement. (PO Box 2409, Kalamazoo, 
MI 49003-2409) 

SONNY VINCENT-Resistor + 2 (NDN) 

Three new songs by this grizzled veteran. 
Sonny’s three piece lineup kicks out the vin¬ 
tage punk jams, here. Sizzlin’ guitar and a raw 
sound with more than a hint of Detroit, adding 
a dose of speed for “Resistor” and “Bringing 
The Psycho Back Home.” Sonny plays a mean 
guitar, too. (PO Box 131471, The Woodlands, 
TX 77393-1471) 

THE VIRUS-Global Crisis EP (Charged) 

Ex-members of Bomb Squadron and the 
Virus offer a hard-hitting mix of UK-inspired 
punk from both the thrashy and more melodic 
camps. “Pull My Strings” favors a ringing, mid- 
tempo style, as does the intro for “Celebrity 
Gossip,” but they stick to a speedier route the 
rest of the time. The glossy, heavy stock sleeve 
makes for a nice package, by the way. This band 
is off to a good start. (PO Box 157, High Bridge, 
NJ 08829) 

VON ZIPPERS/LES SECRETAIRES 
VOLANTES-Dead End Canada (Mag 
Wheel) 

Garage mania to get ‘yer cockles shaking or 
doing something. I’m not sure exactly what 
cockles do, anyway, but these two Canadian 
bands plain ‘ol fucking rock. The title track, by 
the Von Zippers, is a north of the border twist 
on the great Pagans’ song. Supposedly the 
soundtrack to a film... don’t know if that’s the 
truth or not, but this record stands on its own 
merits, regardless. (PO Box 115, Stn. R, 
Montreal, QC H2S 3K6) 

WEAKLINGS-No One Can Stop You/Do 
The Boob (Junk) 

I’ve heard better stuff by these punk ‘n roll 
miscreants, but these two tracks aren’t shabby. 
B-side is a Real Kids given a pretty tough read¬ 
ing and the parochial Bostonian in me likes 
hearing the local references. (7071 Warner Ave., 
F-736, Huntington Beach, CA 92647) 

WEEKEND BOWLERS-In Over Our Heads 
(Cyclone) 

Extremely gruff vocals and a sound that has 
elements of oi and roots rock... being that they’re 
from New Hampshire, I’d venture to guess that 
the Bruisers were an inspiration. The four songs 
here don’t really grab me that much, unfortu¬ 
nately. (24 Pheasant Run, Merrimack, NH 
03054) 

WHAT HAPPENS NEXT?-Brutiful Fearing 
(Six Weeks) 

A 6” record and I had to piggyback it on top 
of a 7” to get it to play on my turntable. Worth 
the trouble, though, as this tight, ripping thrash 
band continue to impress both musically and 
lyrically. Universal themes of personal loss, 
cultural suppression and wage slavery delivered 
with a hearty blast. (225 Lincoln Ave., Cotati, 
CA 94931) 

WRETCHED ONES-Live (Knock Out) 

A live picture disc with four of the 
Wretchies’ songs in a beer-fueled setting, no 
doubt. Decent quality and, as always, rousing 
and catchy, concerning themselves with the 
simple pleasures in life—oi and beer. Some¬ 
times, when my life gets too complex, I admire 
how these guys stick to the basics. (Postfach 
100716, 46527 Dinslaken, GERMANY) 

ZERO SQUAD/POTBELLY-Split (Useless) 

Scrappy punk by both bands on this DIY 
release. Potbelly’s lyrics might need closer scru¬ 
tiny, with songs like “Nimphomaniac” or 
“Cunt,” but “Go Die” is a universal feeling. Zero 
Squad’s affection is spent on beer, with their 
song “Six Pack Love.” OK, if not amazing stuff 
by each party. (5210 11th Ave. NE Apt. B, Se¬ 
attle, WA 98105) 






DEMOS & VIDEOS 


With the advent of the CD-R demo. I'm now review¬ 
ing those in this section, as well as cassettes. How do I 
delineate between a CD that’s reviewed in the regular 
section and the demo section? There’s no set rule but, 
basically, I’ll be putting DIY CD-R type releases in here. 
There will be exceptions, such as Mutant Pop’s Short 
Run CD series, which are somewhere in between. The 
lines are getting blurred, that’s for sure... 

•••DEMOS*** 

A DEATH IN THE FAMILY (tape) 

5 melodic hardcore songs by this band from New Jer¬ 
sey. Tight and peppy, a mix of mid-80s DC and youth- 
core sounds. Some of these guys have been in such bands 
as 97a and Kurbjaw. Nice packaging and sound-qual- 
ity—good job all around. (257 Carriage Way, Princeton, 
NJ 08540) 

BALANCE OF TERROR (tape) 

Something’s weird here... I hear surface noise through 
this whole recording. Don’t know if it’s the tape itself 
or they sent me a tape of a 7” or some kind of weird 
effect. Whatever it is, Balance of Terror dish out some 
crazed and vicious hardcore. Short shocks of speed and 
fury with hell-shriek vocals and harsh lyrics about 
gentrification, media brainwashing and other dehuman¬ 
izing factors. (205 Franklin Ave., #1-A, Brooklyn, NY 
11205) 

BEYOND AUTHORITY-Abort All Babies and 
Smoke Crack (CD-R) 

Thrashy hardcore band from Southeastern Mass, and 
the 7 songs here have an appealing aggressiveness. 
Sound is demo quality and the volume level varies on 
one song, but there’s something to their raw approach. 
A CD-R packaged in a 7” size sleeve. (7 Sagamore Dr., 
South Dartmouth, MA 02748) 

DEAD PEDESTRIANS (tape) 

Buzzing punk with a wise-assed sense of humor and 
snotty attitude. “Bed Bugs” is a pisstake, with metal riffs 
and falsetto vocals. Not exceedingly original, but they 
keep up a good amount of energy throughout. (818 
Saratoga St., #2, E. Boston, MA 02128) 

FADED GREY-Demo 1999 (tape) 

OK, a ‘99 demo... I’m late. And it’s not the only tape 
from the past millenium in this section either. Sorry! 
Anyway, here we have some urgent and sweeping youth 
crew hardcore with impassioned vocals and a good 
amount of melody mixed in. Couldn’t help thinking of 
older Fastbreak or Ensign, particularly in the vocals. 
Don’t know if they’ve done anything since this tape, but 
I’ll be watching for it. (4846 Sangay Way, Las Vegas, 
NV 89147) 

GUILTY AS CHARGED (tape) 

I’m getting images of a roomful of crusty kids fes¬ 
tooned in patches and singing along with this band, hail¬ 
ing from Bellingham, WA (outside of Seattle). Bargain- 
basement recording of some ticked-off punk rock. Two 
venomous vocalists and a prickly, thrashy sound. Re¬ 
minds me of a lot of the two-vocalist bands I’ve seen 
around here, lately. Sounds a bit out of tune, at times, 
and they need to work on their tighntess, but they do 
convey their anger somewhat effectively. (1500 Alabama 
St., Bellingham, WA 98226) 

LESSER OF TWO (Nikt Nic Newie, tape) 

Despite the fact this is released on a Polish label, this 
three-piece come from Oakland... and they have the ugly, 
abrasive and heavy-as-fuck hardcore sound in line with 
other aural terror units from the East Bay. Personal and 
political lyrics set to songs that flow from thrash to pun¬ 
ishing heaviness to odd time shifts. When this band are 
in blitz mode, the effect is pretty devastating. (PO Box 
53, 34-400 Nowy Targ, POLAND) 

LOST CAUSE (tape) 

The house band at all the Salisbury Beach Club shows, 
as Lost Cause’s vocalist Julian likes to joke. In any case, 
the sonics aren’t too great on this tape, but you’ll find a 
young band with a catchy punk sound. Julian’s vocals 
are gruff and heartfelt and the tunes connect with an 


underdog spirit. (PO Box 1236, Newburyport, MA 
01950) 

M-80 (CD-R) 

A new band from Rhode Island that has two ex-mem- 
bers of the underrated Arson Family joining forces with 
two ex-members of Racketball, who were apparently a 
ska/punk band. Thankfully, not much ska, although there 
are reggae touches here and there. Instead, M-80 favor 
burning punk aggression tempered with a poppier sen¬ 
sibility find a good balance without getting to sweet¬ 
sounding. They stick to a mainly fast tempo and there’s 
also a point/counterpoint in vocal styles, between Chris¬ 
tian Blaney’s harsh bark and Dave Ladin’s smoother tim¬ 
bre. Worth keeping an eye out for. (PO Box 1402, 
Kingston, RI 02881) 

MELEE (tape/CD-R) 

A new band with Craig Lewis (ex-Astronaut Catas- 
trophe/Krema-1) and doing something a little different... 
and something pretty fucking hot. Full-on thrash that 
hits like a mix of Siege and Void. Craig’s vocals are an 
unholy mix of the yowlers from both of those bands and 
the brief compositions are tight and explosive. Exuding 
a fierce DIY spirit and with a liberating rawness. A song 
from this demo is on this issue's CD. (PO Box 471, 
Allston, MA 02134) 

NO CLASS-Goodnight EP (tape) 

Formerly known as the Unexpected and improving a 


bit since I saw them in ‘99. Still influenced by Anti- 
Flag, especially on “Let’s Go”—punk with melody and 
snotty vocals. Sound quality is tinny. A better recording 
of some of these songs might be worth hearing. 
(www.angelfire.com/ma2/TheUnexpected or 
XxXchuckunexpectedXxX@ hotmail .com) 

PAC-MEN (tape) 

Brian Marshall, the former drummer for the Pist, is 
the vocalist in this band, but it’s not exactly the same 
thing. While a few songs, “Passion” and “Why Do You 
Believe?” in particular, do sound like his old mates, the 
Pac-Men introduce some humor and semi-silliness into 
the mix, as well as a more melodic slant. “Serious Punk 
Rock Kids = Joke” takes the bull by the horns, so to 
speak, talking about how the punk scene is like high 
school—same cliques and petty bullshit and I have to 
go amen, brother! (PO Box 656, Brookfield, CT 06804) 

THE RESISTANCE (tape) 

Basic middle-finger, semi-tuneful pogo punk, punc¬ 
tuated by some hey-heys and whoooahs for singing 
along. Inspirational title—“Fuck U For Being Afraid To 
Say Fuck U.” This Central Mass, band sound as though 
they’re still going through some growing pains and the 
off-tune lead vocals hamper things, as well. 
(www.angelfire.com/punk/TheResistance or 
timfyc@hotmail.com) 

SANITY ASSASSINS-The Massacre (Illy Jocker, 
tape) 

The Assassins are a prolific band and this album was 
recorded awhile back with Spike from Blitzkrieg on 
vocals (he also appeared on their “Resistance Is Use¬ 
less” album) and released on tape only by a Mexican 
label. Raw punk with a dark undercurrent and some metal 
guitar leads. Spike’s raspy vocals fit in well. Shifting 
lineups over the years, but maintaining a committment 
to feisty underground punk independence. (PO Box 
380152, E. Hartford, CT 06138-0152) 

THE SQUAD-Friday Pint (CD-R) 

A full-length demo for the Squad, featuring former 
members of the Hitmen, Sillies and No Empathy—the 
latter’s Marc Ruvolo fronts this band (and also plays in 
the Traitors, runs Johann’s Face Records and writes for 
this very zine—busy guy!). Definitely on the right path, 
with a hard-driving, infectious sound that draws from 
slam-bang street punk and straight-ahead rock ‘n roll. 
AC/DC and Cock Sparrer records probably figure in their 
collections. “(We’re) The Squad” is the inevitable theme 
song and it’s a boisterous treat, as are “Right Off the 
Bat,” “Bricks and Pricks,” etc... Continuing that tradi¬ 
tion of muscular Chicago rock that’s both brawny and 
melodic. (2849 W. Medill Ave., Chicago, IL 60647) 

3MYLIFE (tape) 

Fast and ranty, adolescent punk with some fancy bass¬ 
lines and other hints of melody along the way. Still in 
the formative stages, but not wretched, either. Just kind 
of average at this point. (61 E. 20th St., Huntington Sta., 
NY 11746) 

VICELORDS-Rock ‘n Roll Epidemic (Lawless, CD- 

R) 

Four songs by this local band fronted by ex-Freeze 
guitarist Bill Close (going under the name Pervis). En¬ 
ergetic punk ‘n roll with a bright guitar sound and some 
70s trash rock touches, with the bad-ass “Tough Guy” 
being the standout here. (PO Box 689, Hingham, MA 
02043-0689) 

•••VIDEOS— 

BOSTON PUNK HALLOWEEN ‘99 (Impulse Buy¬ 
ing) 

A live document of the Halloween punk bash at the 
Brighton Elks in ‘99, interspersing live performances 
with people telling their favorite Halloween stories and 
even one guy who shows how he shaved a stripe in the 
middle of his pubic hair. The quality isn’t always the 
best, either visually or sonically, but there weren’t too 
many places to get a clear shot in that place. The bands 
are Toxic Narcotic, Pinkerton Thugs, Unseen, A Global 
Threat, Disaster Strikes, Afflicted, 175 Grams, CHUD, j 
Atrocious Kids, Victim 21 and Mortarblast. A benefit 
for local food charities, including STAHB (Suburban 
Teens Against Hunger and Boredom) and Food Not 
Bombs. ($6 ppd to Jeffrey R. Hall, PO Box 9145, Room 
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#T1209A, Boston, MA 02117) 

CINEMA BEER BELLY (Hopeless) 

A collection of video clips, the fourth such tape from 
Hopeless. In this era of Backstreet Turds, Limp Dick 
and Christina Aguilera Lopez or whatever interchange¬ 
able top 40 diva MTV is foisting on the gullible youth, 
one of the only ways to see genuine punk rock videos. 
While there are some disposable pop and ska groups 
here, such as Frenzal Rhomb, Supertones and Mustard 
Plug, even some of those clips are entertaining from a 
visual level. The Strike’s “Shots Heard ‘Round The 
World’’ is a catchy-as-hell song and gives a little labor 
history. Man Or Astroman have a futuristic concept, of 
course. The Melvins go the sci-fi route, too, for the 
bronto-rock of “Mombius, Hibachi.” Sick Of It All of¬ 
fer self defense tips on “Potential For A Fall.” They dig 
into the vaults for an older video of Superchunk’s hard- 
edged “Fishing.” Other cool stuff (both musically and 
visually) come courtesy of the Queers, Samiam, AFI and 
Alkaline Trio. There’s also an uncredited live song by 
Fifteen at the end. (PO Box 7495, Van Nuys, CA 91409- 
7495) 

EAST COAST ATTACK ‘99 (Para Punx) 

To borrow a line from Spinal Tap , the sights, sounds 
and smells of not just one, but three bands on tour... The 
Casualties, Unseen and Violent Society’s 1999 US sum¬ 
mer tour, in particular. Live footage of all three bands, 
including a multi-camera shot of the Casaulties on some 
songs that looks and sounds great. Not only that—you 
get to see one guy eat bugs off the front of a van, Mark 
from the Unseen set the Casualties’ roadie’s ass on fire 
while he’s sleeping and some kid named Beaker shove 
a nail up his nose. Jorge from the Casualties shows his 
sensitive side when he duets with a mandolin player on 
“Plush” by Stone Temple Pilots. There’s also inane ban¬ 
ter, drunken ramblings and extended middle fingers from 
a lot of the people who ended up in front of Jorge’s video 
camera. Some of these kids aren't that intelligent, I’m 
afraid. A fun document and with better editing and sound 
quality than other tapes I’ve seen from this label. (PO 
Box 157, High Bridge, NJ 08829) 


Teel The 
Working Clam 
Beer & Soccer! 
Corpus* Christi TX 
Street I\mk OH 


Anti-Label Sampler 
0 bands, 25 songs on a 
$5.98 ed o’ Punk Ska Oi! 
w/Blanks 77, Inspecter 7, 
Agents, Booked, Cuffs, 
I.CJJ, Road Rage, etc... 


THE EDGE OF QUARREL (Excursion, 120 minutes, 
B&W) 

An entertaining fictionalized account of a young man 
returning to his home town from college and getting 
caught in the middle of an ongoing feud between punk 
and straight-edge factions. Brian (Rocky Votolato) is the 
individual caught in this turmoil and the “leaders” of 
the rival gangs are his boyhood friends Jason (John 
Pettibone), the sXe ringleader and Chance (Dann 
Gallucci), aligned with the punks. Confusing the issue 
further is Chance’s girlfriend Rachel, who was friends 
with all three growing up. Brian tries to get the sides to 
solve their differences non-violently, but no one is will¬ 
ing to listen to reason... which, of course, leads to the 
inevitable showdown. The two sides would rather beat 
the crap out of each other than listen to Brian explain 
how punk and straight-edge come from the same thing. 
The fight scenes, while featuring creative camera work, 
look a bit like WWF wrestling—people clearly pulling 
their punches. Oh well, you can’t get “Fight Club” on a 
budget and, besides, without stunt people, you don’t want 
these guys to get hurt, anyway. Boilerplate dialogue of 
the meaning behind sXe and punk, offering the stan¬ 
dard arguments and Finger-pointing of why the other side 
is wrong in their musical, philosophical or lifestyle 
choice. But, if there’s a point, it’s to show the extremes 
to which this factionalization can go. Anyone with com¬ 
mon sense would know that already, but, well, some folks 
don’t have much common sense, do they? A bit of comic 
relief is provided by the psychotic record store owner 
(the DMZ for the warring parties) and when Brian asks 
two knuckleheaded sXe kids what they were into be¬ 
fore finding the edge and they’re dumbfounded by the 
question. 

It’s an involving, quick-moving story and, if the dia¬ 
logue isn’t exactly David Mamet or anything, this is a 
good job by filmmaker David Larson, who wrote and 
directed the film and shot it in black and white on Hi-8 
video. The cast is drawn mainly from bands from the 
Seattle/Pacific northwest region and there’s live foot¬ 
age of Trial, Botch and the Murder City Devils. Inci¬ 
dentally, the movie’s title comes from an old Undertow 
7”, Pettibone’s former band. ($12 ppd, PO Box 20224, 
Seattle, WA 98102) 


“Fresh Out Of Give-A-Fucks” 

Pittsburgh's Heaviest Iron City Punk! 
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Drunk Punks, 

Lesbians, Beer, Fast 

Cars & Sex make 

Johnny go pogo! 

10” Vhwl/CD 


THE 

BOOKED 


RADICAL! 


Radical kicks out the Bollocks with: 
Murphy’s Law, Ducky Boys, Blanks 77, 

LES Stitches, Niblick Henbane, Road Rage, 
Lower Class Brats, Showcase Showdown, mo! 
























THE GREAT KAT 


ISfeli 8 *’’. 


yn^ PUBLICITY PHOTO CLASSICS 


Hey kids... from the Suburban Voice file cabinet, here's another choice selection of promo 
photos... and there's plenty more where these came from, so take heed! 


(Clockwise from top left) Discharge from a promo photo from the "Grave New 
World" album... the "metal" album where Cal, excuse me, Kelvin Morris sang as 
though his testicles were in a vice. Did the guy on the left lose his way from a Cure 
concert?; Old Skull were a god-awful pre-pubescent hardcore band who couldn't play 
their instruments. At all. This whole ghastly concept was masterminded by over- 
zealous stage parents. When I saw them "perform" at a show in NYC, opening for 
GWAR no less, I thought about slapping a citizen's arrest for child abuse (or audience 
abuse) on their parents, some of whom who were watching approvingly from the side 
of the stage; Leather? Not Leather Tuscadero from the "Happy Days" series, but a 
metal performer from the 80s. Wardrobe provided by Sgt. Pepper; The Great Kat- 
what can be said? An insufferable, loudmouthed egomaniac who attempted to merge 
classical music and speed metal. Not very well, I might add. Kat once called me at the 
record store I managed and was appalled to hear that I didn't think her current album 
was the greatest of all time. I was appalled she'd waste my time by calling and 
promptly hung up on her; At War were a reactionary speed-metal band from Virginia 
who favored dressing in fatigues, sporting machine guns and singing such politically- 
sensitive ditties as "Gutless Sympathizer," "Rapechase," "Creed Of The Sniper" and 
the unforgettable "Fuckaddaffi." These bozos made Ted Nugent look like a raving left¬ 
winger. 
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BRUISERS / BETTER DAYS 
CD $10 


CD$10/ LP $8/ 
PICTURE DISC $10/ CASS $5 


CD $10 /LP $6 





BEST OF P.1.40 SONGS 




WORTHLESS CD $10 



CD $10/LP $6 





COCKSPARRER 
SHOCKTROOPS 
DELUXE EDITION CD $12 
DOUBLE LP $10 
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COCKSPARRER 
ENGLAND BELONGS TO ME 
CD $12 / DOUBLE LP $10 
GATEFOLD EDITION 
CONTAINS ALL THE 
( EARLY SINGLES ) 

20 SONG LP /CD 


F.U.S 

DO WE REALLY WANT 
TO HURT YOU 
CD $10 
COMING SOON 
F.U.S. MY AMERICA 


EXPLOITED / BEST OF 
CD $12/DOUBLE LP $10 

TAANG RECORDS 
706 PISMO CT 
SAN DIEGO CA92109 
WEBSITE: www.laang.com 
EMAIL:orders0taang.com 


SHIPPING $2 1ST ITEM $1 EACH ADDITIONAL ITEM CANADA & OVERSEAS DOUBLE IT 















































































Make checks or money orders payable to: Cyclone Records, 24 Pheasant Run, Merrimack NH 03054 USA • Visa and 
Mastercard orders can call us at 603-424-6620 or email to orders@cyclonerecords.com. Mail in this ad with your order 
and get free shipping in the USA on orders of $25.00 or more, visit our extensive website at: www.cyclonerecords.com 



DEAD EMPTY “Blame Luck Blame 
fate” CD EP $8.00 

“Dead Empty will be the biggest streetpunk 
band in the world one year from now” - 
Review from Now Wave Zine. 7 new cuts of 
aggressive sing along 

THROWAWAY GENERATION 
“Tomorrow’s Too Late” CD $11.00 

“Throwaway Generation brings back the fine 
quality punk that American Teens have been 
awaiting” - Rockpile Magazine # 47. Their 
2nd album. Aggressive and heartfelt street 
punk 

DEAD EMPTY “Going Down” 7” $4.00 

“The finest streetpunk record I’ve heard in 
ages” - Now Wave Zine. The bands debut 
record. 4 cuts of mean and hard streetpunk 
that will instantly have you hooked and com¬ 
ing back for more 


WEEKEND BOWLERS “In Over Our 
Heads” 7” $4.00 

Fans of The Bruisers or Ducky Boys will love 
these guys. Hard driving, in your face , 
street rock n roll. Get this now 


THE BRUISERS “Molotov” CDEP $8.00 

The bands last studio recording. This is the 
group Al Barr sang in for a decade before 
joining Dropkick Murphys. Hard edged street¬ 
punk 


OXYMORON “Westworld” MLP $8.00 

6 new cuts from Europes top streetpunk 
band. If your into good, quality streetpunk, 
you need to own this record. Also check out 
“The Pack Is Back” LP for $9.00 


Aggression “Don’t Be Mistaken” CD 

Anti Heros “1000 Nights Of Chaos” CD 

Anti Heros “American Pie” CD 

August Spies 94-97 CD 

Big Bad Bollocks “Night On The Tiles” CD 

The Boils “World Poison” CD 

The Boils “When The Sun Goes Down” CDEP 

Bruisers “Live & Rare- In The Pit” CD 

Bruisers “Better Days” CD 

Bruisers “Anything You Want...88-94” CD 

Business “Whole Truth” CD 

Cocksparrer “Two Monkeys” CD 

Dead End Cruisers “Patron Saints Of” CD 

Dropkick Murphys “Boys On The Docks” CEP 

Dropkick Murphys “Singles Collection” CD 

Dropkick Murphys “Live On A Five” 5” 

Dropkick Murphys / Business split 7” 

Dropkick Murphys / The Business split CD 
Dropkick Murphys “Do Or Die” CD 
The Explosion “S/T” CD EP (Ex Trouble) 

Forced Reality “S/T” CD 

Forced Reality “Give Em the Brass” 7” 

Forced Reality “13 Years of Forced Reality” CD 
Main Street Saints “Everybody Wants To” CD 
Niblick Henbane “And We Fall” CD 
Niblick Henbane “Happy Happy Oi Oi” CD 
No One’s Victim “On A Thin Line” CD 
One Man Army “Last Word Spoken” CD 
Oxymoron “Crisis Identity” T Shirt L or XL 
Oxymoron “The Pack Is Back” LP 
Pinkerton Thugs “End Of An Era” CD 
Pressure Point “Lifes Blood” CDEP 
Randumbs “Tough All Over “ CD 
Stars & Stripes “Shaved For Battle” CD 
Throwaway Generation “alive In The..” CD 
Throwaway Generation 2 sided T shirt L or XI 
Toxic Narcotic “89-99” CD 
The Unseen “So This Is Freedom” CD 
Wretched Ones “Go To Work” Import LP 
Wretched Ones “Self Titled” Import LP 
Wretched Ones “We Don’t Belong” Import LP 
Youthful Offenders “Domination” LP 


$13 

$12 

$12 

$5 

$12 

$11 

$8 

$12 

$12 

$11 

$12 

$12 

$12 

$8 

$14 

$4 

$4 

$12 

$13 

$8 

$12 

$4 

$12 

$12 

$12 

$12 

$11 

$12 

$12 

$9 

$12 

$8 

$12 

$12 

$8 

$12 

$10 

$12 

$12 

$12 

$12 

$11 


Please list alternate choices when ordering. For fastest 
service order by phone 603-424-6620. We accept Visa & 
Mastercard, check, money order, or cash 


OXYMORON will be playing four shows in the USA this coming October. 10/19 in Cambridge MA • 10/20 
in Philly PA • 10/21 in Baltimore MD • 10/22 in NYC email info@cyclonerecords.com for info 












